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PREPACE 


‘THE contents of the present volume stand alone in the 
Comedie Humaine, or nearly alone; but they are very 
closely connected with each other. And to those who 
care to trace the connection of an author’s nature and his 
work, without which tracing—useless as it may bein some 
cases, and superfluous in most—it will never be possible 
for any one to appreciate Balzac to the full, they have an 
interest not inferior to that of any other portion. In 
one of them, moreover, Séraphita, we shall find Balzac’s 
most successful and brilliant essays of style as style— 
essays so different from his general practice, that they 
have raised some curious speculations. It is known that, 
in the early thirties, Balzac and Gautier were a good 
deal together, and even worked in some sort of collabora- 
tion. In one of his books, Béatrix, Balzac has printed 
a passage which, as it happens, is known to be Gautier’s, 
and there is a good deal in Séraphita which may be 
suspected of a similar origin. 

To those who care for the story, or who are attracted 
to the Comédie as a varied storehouse of observation of 
ordinary life, this volume must seem, and, I believe, 
almost invariably does seem, rather dreary and repellent 
stuff. To others, it yields in interest to no volume of 
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the Comédie, though the interest may be of a peculiar 
and special kind. As most people who know anything 
at all about Balzac are aware, Louis Lambert is Balzac 
himself; the Zraité de la Volonté was actually written, and 
destroyed by an irate schoolmaster; and most of the 
incidents brought in have more or less foundation in 
fact. The same, of course, cannot be said of Les 
Proscrits and Séraphita. But the former, while belong- 
ing in kind generally to the Etudes Philosophiques, con- 
nects itself on another side with the Contes Drolatiques, 
and with Balzac’s not rare studies of the Middle Ages. 
About these he seems always to have had a hankering to 
write, which was due partly to his lifelong cult of Sir 
Walter, and partly to a curious delusion that he was 
himself a born historical novelist. Séraphita, on the 
other hand, has a sort of kinship with other products of 
the 1830 period. 

But all the books are perhaps most interesting to 
us, first, as showing Balzac’s specially ‘ philosophic’ 
velleities ; and secondly, as exhibiting a side of him 
which is apt to be overlooked—his character as a reader 
and a student. 

The ‘philosophy’ has been rather variously judged. 
It has seldom been taken very seriously ; but attempts 
have sometimes been made to discover in it anticipations 
of later discoveries or, to adopt a much safer word, 
theories. These anticipation-hunts rarely send the 
hunter home with an empty bag, but it is as rarely that 
the game is of certain quality. Indeed, if we remember 
that even in the widest and vaguest sense, ‘ philosophy’ 
was practically exhausted many hundred years ago— 
that new philosophies are only the old ones with their 
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coats and trousers turned, scoured, dyed, and altered some- 
what in fashion—it would be very odd if a clever man, 
even with no regular training or special vocation, did 
not anticipate more or less what others of his con- 
temporaries are going to think. For the rest, Balzac’s 
philosophy is of a distinctly loose sort, and may very well 
have occurred to him in whole or in part when he was 
a studious, if irregularly studious, schoolboy. It is, indeed, 
very much of the kind to which schoolboys of some 
brains are as prone as men of riper years, and in which 
they are perhaps as likely to attain a result, or what looks 
like it. 

The second bearing of these curious books is more 
tangible. It is certain that Balzac, unlike Dickens, 
his fellow voyant, and still more unlike most of the 
‘realists’ who claim kindred with him, was a very 
great reader. In his period of production, despite the 
enormous expense ot time which his methods of writing 
imposed on him, he seems to have read a great deal; in 
his boyhood and in the ten years of his apprenticeship 
he seems to have read enormously. He certainly never 
attained to exact scientific or scholarly knowledge of 
any subject by means of books. He did not know litera- 
ture or history, much less philosophy, as he knew legal 
procedure and the theory of speculation, the signboards 
of Paris, and not a little of what went on inside Parisian 
waistcoats and under Parisian hats. But he had a vast 
amount of ‘ fine confused’ reading, as the Swedenborgian 
learning of Séraphita, no less than the not altogether alien 
lore of Sur Cathérine de Medicis, shows. He was even, 
as not a few passages in his reviews, in his other 
miscellaneous writings, and in his letters show, rather 
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inclined to overvalue and plume himself upon this read- 
ing. Nor was it without effect, both good and bad, on 
his work. On the one hand, it added to that slightly 
undigested character which, with rare exceptions, is 
characteristic of him; on the other, it largely helped 
the appearance of variety, fulness, encyclopedic know- 
ledge, and interest which is the complement and atone- 
ment of this undigestedness. Balzac was really a ‘ full’ 
man in reading as well as thought ; and of this reading 
fulness, the batch of books before us is perhaps the most 
striking example. 

Louis Lambert appeared first (as Notice Biographique 
sur L. L.) in 1832, in the Nouveaux Contes Philoso- 
phiques; then in February 1833 as a smaii volume by 
itself, a good deal enlarged, and entitled Histoire intel- 
lectuelle de L. L.; then, with its actual dimensions, in a 
collection entitled Le Livre Mystique, published by 
Werdet in 1835. In 1842, with Séraphita, but 
apparently (I have not seen the book) not with Les 
Proscrits, it was again published by Charpentier ; and 
in 1846 it joined the Comédie. Les Proscrits first 
appeared in the Revue de Paris for May 1831, and was 
almost immediately included in the Romans et Contes 
Philosophiques. Its fortunes, after it was joined to its 
companions, have been told, as have those of Séraphita. 
This last appeared first in the Revue de Paris for June 
and July 1834. In 1840 it became an Etude Philoso- 
phique with Les Proscrits, Gambara, and Massimilla 
Doni. 

G. S. 


SERAPHITA 


To Madame Eveline de Hanska, 


née Countess Rzewuska. 


Madam,—Here is the work you desired of me ; 
in dedicating it to you I am happy to offer you 
some token of the respectful affection you allow me 
to feel for you. If I should be accused of inca- 
pacity after trying to extract from the depths of 
mysticism this book, which demanded the glowing 
poetry of the East under the transparency of our 
beautiful language; the blame be yours! Did 
you not compel me to the effort—such an effort as 
Facob’s—by telling me that even the most imper- 
fect outline of the figure dreamed of by you, as it 
has been by me from my infancy, would still be 
something in your eyes? Here, then, is that 
something. —Why cannot this book be set apart 
exclusively for those lofty spirits who, like you, 
are preserved from worldly pettiness by solitude ! 
They might impress on it the melodious rhythm 
which it lacks, and which, in the hands of one of 
our poets, might have made it the glorious epic for 
which France still waits. Still, they will accept 
it from me as one of those balustrades, carved by 
some artist full of faith, on which the pilgrim 
leans to meditate on the end of man, while gazing 
at the choir of a fine church. 

I remain, Madam, with respect, your faithful 
servant, De Balzac. 


Paris, August 23, 1835. 


2 ~ Seraphita 


I 
SERAPHITUS 


On seeing the Norwegian coast as outlined on the 
map, what imagination can fail to be amazed at its 
fantastic contour—long tongues of granite, round which 
the surges of the North Sea are for ever moaning? 
Who has not dreamed of the majestic spectacle of these 
beachless shores, these endless creeks, and inlets, and 
little bays, no two of which are alike, and each a pathless 
gulf? Would it not seem as though Nature had amused 
herself by representing, in an indestructible hieroglyphic, 
the symbol of life in Norway, by giving its coast the 
configuration of the bones of an enormous fish? For 
fishing is the staple of commerce, and almost the sole 
article of food to a handful of men who cling, like a tuft 
of lichen, to those barren rocks. Ona land extending 
over fourteen degrees of longitude there are scarcely 
seven hundred thousand souls. Owing to the inglorious 
dangers and the perpetual snow that these Norwegian 
peaks offer to the traveller—the very name of Norway 
makes one cold—their sublime beauty remains inviolate 
and harmonises with certain human phenomena, which 
took place there—equally unknown, at least to romance, 
and of which this is the story. 

When one of these inlets, a mere fissure in the sight 
of the eider-ducks, is wide enough to prevent the sea 
from freezing over in the rocky prison it tosses and 
struggles in, the inhabitants call such a little gulf a fjord, 
a word which most geographers have tried to adopt into 
their respective languages. In spite of the general 
resemblance of all these channels, each has its own 
individuality ; the sea penetrates into all these breaches, 
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but in each the rocks are differently riven, and their 
contorted precipices defy the terms of geometry : here 
the crest is toothed like a saw; there its sides are too 
perpendicular to allow the snow to rest on them, or the 
glorious clumps of northern pines to take root; further 
on, the convulsions of the globe have rounded off some 
soft declivity, a lovely valley furnished with stage on 
stage of dark-plumed trees. You feel inclined to call 
this land Marine Switzerland. 

One of these gulfs, lying between Dronthjem and 
Christiania, is called Stromfiord. If the Stromfiord is 
not the most beautiful of these scenes, it has at least 
the merit of presenting the earthly magnificence of 
Norway, and of having been the background to the 
scenes of a really heavenly romance. 

The general outline of the Stromfiord is, at a first 
glance, that of a funnel forced open by the sea. The 
entrance made by the waves is the record of a contest 
between the ocean and the granite, two equally powerful 
elements—one by its inertia, the other by its motion. 
The proof lies in some half-sunken rocks of fantastic 
shapes which prohibit the entrance of vessels. The 
hardy sons of the soil can in some places leap from rock 
to rock, undismayed by a gulf a hundred fathoms deep 
and six feet wide. Here and there a frail and ill- 
balanced block of gneiss, thrown across, joins two crags, 
or hunters or fishermen have flung some pine-trees, by 
way of a bridge, from one perpendicular cliff to another, 
where the sea murmurs unceasingly below. 

This dangerous inlet turns to the right with a serpen- 
tine twist, where it meets a mountain rising three 
hundred fathoms above the surface of the sea, its foot 
forming a vertical shelf half a league in length, where 
the unyielding granite does not begin to split into rifts 
and inequalities till at about two hundred feet above 
the water. Thus the sea, rushing violently in, is no less 
violently driven back, by the resistant inertia of the 
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mountain, towards the opposite shore, which the re- 
bounding waves have worn into gentle indentations, The 
fiord is closed at the head by a cliff of gneiss, crowned 
with forest, whence a stream falls in cascades, forms a 
river when the snows melt, spreads into a lake of con- 
siderable extent, and escapes with a rush, carrying down 
old pine-trees and ancient larches, hardly perceptible in 
the tumbling torrent. Flung by the fall to the bottom 
of the abyss, these trees presently come to the surface 
again, and combine in a tangle, forming islets which are 
stranded on the left bank, where the inhabitants of the 
little village built on the Stromfiord find them splin- 
tered, broken, sometimes entire, but always stripped of 
their leaves and branches. 

The mountain, which thus receives at its feet the 
assaults of the sea, and on its head the buffeting of the 
north wind, is the Falberg. Its summit, always wrapped 
in a mantle of ice and snow, is the highest in Norway, 
where the vicinity of the Pole produces, at a level of 
eighteen hundred feet above the sea, such cold as prevails 
elsewhere on the highest mountains on the globe. The 
crest of this cliff, perpendicular on the side towards the 
sea, shelves gradually away to the east down to the falls 
of the Sieg, by a succession of slopes where the cold 
allows no vegetation but heath and much-enduring 
shrubs. That part of the fiord where the waters escape 
under the thick forests is called Siegdalen, or the valley 
of the Sieg—the name of the river. 

The bay opposite to the cliffs of the Falberg is the 
valley of Jarvis—a pretty spot overlooked by hills covered 
with ‘fir-trees, larches, and birch, with a few oaks and 
beeches, the thickest and most variously coloured 
hangings Nature ever affords to this wild northern 
scenery. ‘The eye can easily distinguish the line where 
the ground, warmed by the sun’s rays, first admits of 
culture and shows the first signs of the Norwegian 
flora. At this part the gulf is wide enough to allow the 
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waters flung back by the Falberg to die murmuring on 
the lowest ledge of the hills, where the strand is softly 
fringed with fine sand, mingled with mica, tiny crystals, 
and pretty pebbles of porphyry and many-coloured 
marbles brought from Sweden by the river, with waifs 
from the sea, and shells and ocean weeds tossed up by 
storms from the Pole or from the South. 

At the foot of the Jarvis hills is the village, consisting 
of about two hundred wooden houses, inhabited by a 
population that live there, lost, like the swarms of bees 
in a forest, happily vegetating and extorting a living 
from the wilderness around them. ‘The unrecognised 
existence of this village is easily explained. Few of its 
men were bold enough to venture out among the rocks 
to reach the open sea and attempt the fishing which the 
Norwegians carry on to a great extent on less dangerous 
parts of the coast. ‘The various fish in the fiord partly 
supplies the food of the inhabitants; the pasture Jand in 
the valleys affords milk and butter; a few plots of good 
land allow them to reap a harvest of rye, of hemp, and 
vegetables, which they manage to protect against the 
bitter cold and the transient but terrible heat of the sun, 
showing true Norwegian ingenuity in this twofold 
conflict. The absence of communications, either by 
land, where roads are impracticable, or by sea, where 
only small boats can thread the watery labyrinths of the 
fiord, hinders them from acquiring wealth by the sale of 
their timber. It would cost an equally enormous sum 
to clear the channel at the entrance or to open up a road 
_ to the interior. 

The roads from Christiania to Dronthjem all make a 
bend round the Stromfiord, crossing the Sieg by a bridge 
several leagues above the falls; the coast between the 
Jarvis valley and Dronthjem is covered with impenetrable 
forests, and the Falberg is divided from Christiania by 
inaccessible precipices. The village of Jarvis might 
perhaps have opened communications with Sweden by 
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way of the Sieg, but to bring it into touch with civilisa- 
tion the Stromfiord needed a man of genius. The 
genius indeed came: a poet, a pious Swede, who died 
admiring and respecting the beauties of the land as being 
one of the grandest of the Creator’s works. 

Those of my readers who have been gifted by study 
with that ‘ mind’s eye,’ whose rapid perception can throw 
on the soul, as on a canvas, the most diverse landscapes 
of the world, may now readily conceive of the general 
aspect of the Stromfiord. They alone, perhaps, will be 
able to thread their tortuous way through the reef of the 
inlet where the sea fights and foams; to glide on its 
swell below the shelves of the Falberg, whose white 
peaks mingle with the misty clouds of a sky that is 
almost constantly pearl-grey; to admire the dented 
margin of the pretty sheet of water; to hear the falls of 
the Sieg, which drops in long streamers on toa picturesque 
medley of large trees tossed in confusion, some upright, 
some hidden among boulders of gneiss; and at last to 
rest on the smiling pictures offered to the eye by the 
lower hills of Jarvis, whence rise the noblest products of 
the north in clumps, in myriads: here, birch-trees, as 
graceful as girls and, like them, gently stooping ; there, 
pillared aisles of beech with centennial, mossy trunks ; 
all the contrast of these various shades of green, of white 
clouds among black pine-trees, of heath-grown commons 
in every shade of purple—all the colours, all the fra- 
grance, the unknown marvels, in short, of this vegetation. 

Expand the proportions of this amphitheatre, soar up 
to the clouds, lose yourself in the caves of the rocks 
where the walruses hide, still your fancy will never be 
equal to the riches, the poetry of this Norwegian scene. 
For can your thought ever be as vast as the ocean that 
bounds the land, as fantastic as the strange forms assumed 
ial a forests, as the clouds, the shadows, the changes of 
ight } 

Do you see now, above the meadows on the shore, on 
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the furthest fold of the plain that undulates at the foot 
of the high hills of Jarvis, two or three hundred houses, 
roofed with ngver, a kind of thatch of birch bark ; frail- 
looking dwellings, quite low, and suggesting silkworms 
flung there on a mulberry leaf brought by the wind? 
Above these humble and peaceful dwellings is a church, 
built with a simplicity that harmonises with the poverty 
of the village. A graveyard lies round the chancel of 
this church; the parsonage is seen beyond. A little 
higher, on a knoll of the hillside, stands a dwelling, the 
only one built of stone, and for that reason called by the 
natives the Castle—the Swedish Castle. 

In fact, a rich man had come from Sweden thirty 
years before this story opens and settled at Jarvis, trying 
to improve its fortunes. ‘This little mansion, erected 
with a view to tempting the inhabitants to build the 
like, was remarkable for its substantial character, for a 
garden wall—a rare thing in Norway, where, in spite of 
the abundance of stone, wood is used for all the fences, 
even for those that divide the fields.) ‘The house, thus 
protected from snow, stood on a mound in the midst of 
a vast courtyard. The windows were screened by 
those verandahs of immense depth supported on large 
squared fir-trunks, which give Northern buildings a sort 
of patriarchal expression. 

From under their shelter the savage bareness of the 
Falberg could easily be seen, and the infinitude of the 
open ocean be compared with the drop of water in the 
foam-flecked gulf; the portentous rush of the Sieg could 
be heard, though from afar the sheet of water looked 
motionless, where it threw itself into its granite bowl 
hedged in for three leagues round with vast glaciers—in 
short, the whole landscape where the scene is laid of the 
supernatural but simple events of this narrative. 


The winter of 1799-1800 was one of the hardest in 
the memory of Europe; the Norway sea froze in every 
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fiord, where the violence of the undertow commonly 
prevents the ice from forming. A wind, in its effects 
resembling the Spanish desert wind, had swept the ice 
of the Stromfiord by drifting the snow to the head of 
the gulf. It was long since the good folks of Jarvis had 
seen the vast mirror of the pool in winter reflecting the 
sky—a curious effect here in the heart of the hills 
whose curves were effaced under successive layers of 
snow, the sharpest peaks, like the deepest hollows, form- 
ing mere faint undulations under the immense sheet 
thrown by nature over the landscape now so dolefully 
dazzling and monotonous. The long hangings of the 
Sieg, suddenly frozen, described a vast arch, behind 
which the traveller might have walked sheltered from 
the storm if any one had been bold enough to venture 
across country. But the dangers of any expedition kept 
the boldest hunters within doors, fearing that they 
might fail to discern under the snow the narrow paths 
traced along the edge of the precipices, the ravines, and 
the cliffs. Nota creature gave life to this white desert 
reigned over by the Polar blast, whose voice alone was 
sometimes though rarely heard. 

The sky, always grey, gave the pool a hue of tarnished 
steel. Now and again an eider-duck might fly across 
with impunity, thanks to the thick down that shelters 
the dreams of the wealthy, who little know the dangers 
that purchase it ; but the bird—like the solitary Bedouin 
who traverses the sands of Africa—was neither seen nor 
heard ; in the torpid air, bereft of electric resonance, the 
rush of its wings was noiseless, its joyous cry unheard. 
What living eye could endure the sparkle of that_preci- 
pice hung with glittering icicles, and the hard reflections 
from the snows, scarcely tinted on the peaks by the beams 
of the pallid sun which peeped out now and then like a 
dying thing anxious to prove that it still lives? Many 
a time, when the rack of grey clouds, driven in 
squadrons over the mountains and pine forests, hid the 
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sky with their dense shroud, the earth, for lack of 
heavenly lights, had an illumination of its own. 

Here, then, were met all the majestic attributes of the 
eternal cold that reigns at the Pole, of which the most 
striking is such royal silence as absolute monarchs dwell 
in. Every condition carried to excess has the appear- 
ance of negation, or the stamp of apparent death ; is not 
life the conflict of two forces? Here nothing showed a 
sign of life. One force alone, the barren force of frost, 
reigned supreme. The beating of the open sea even did 
not penetrate to this silent hollow, so full of sound during 
the three brief months when nature hurriedly produces 
the uncertain harvest needful to support this patient 
race. A few tall fir-trees protruded their dark pyramids 
loaded with festoons of snow; and the droop of their 
boughs, bending under these heavy beards, gave a finish- 
ing touch to the mourning aspect of the heights, where 
they were seen as black points. 

Every family clung to the fireside in a house carefully 
closed, with a store of biscuit, run butter, dried fish, and 
provisions laid. in to stand seven months of winter. Even 
the smoke of these dwellings was scarcely visible; they 
were all nearly buried in snow, of which the weight was 
broken by long planks starting from the roof, and sup- 
ported at some distance from the walls on strong posts, 
thus forming a covered way round the house. During 
these dreadful winters the women weave and dye the 
stuffs of wool or linen of which the clothes are made ; 
while the men for the most part read, or else lose them- 
selves in those prodigious meditations which have given 
birth to the grand theories, the mystical dreams of the 
North, its beliefs and its studies—so thorough on certain 
points of science that they have probed to the core; a 
semi-monastic mode of life, which forces the soul back on 
itself, to feed on itself, and which makes the Norwegian 
peasant a being apart in the nations of Europe. 

This, then, was the state of things on the Stromfiord 
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in the first year of the nineteenth century, about the 
middle of the month of May. 

One morning, when the sun was blazing down into 
the heart of this landscape, lighting up the flashes of the 
ephemeral diamonds produced by the crystallised surface 
of the snow and ice, two persons crossed the gulf and flew 
along the shelves of the Falberg, mounting towards the 
summit from ledge to ledge. Were they two human beings, 
or were they arrows? Any one who should have seen them 
would have taken them for two eiders soaring with one 
consent below the clouds. Not the most superstitious 
fisherman, not the most daring hunter, would have sup- 
posed that human creatures could have the power of 
pursuing a path along the faint lines traced on the 
granite sides, where this pair were, nevertheless, gliding 
along with the appalling skill of somnambulists, when, 
utterly unconscious of the laws of gravity and the perils 
of the least false step, they run along a roof, preserving 
their balance under the influence of an unknown power. 

‘Stop here, Seraphitus,’ said a pale girl, ‘and let me 
take breath. I would look only at you as we climbed 
the walls of this abyss; if 1 had not, what would have 
become of me? But, at the same time, I am but a 
feeble creature. Do I tire you?’ 

‘No,’ said the being on whose arm she leaned. ‘ Let 
us go on, Minna; the spot where we are standing is not 
firm enough to remain on.’ 

Once more the snow hissed off from the long boards 
attached to their feet, and they presently reached the 
first angular crag which chance had thrown out boldly 
from the face of the precipice. The person whom 
Minna had addressed as Seraphitus poised himself on his 
right heel to raise the lath of about six feet long, and as 
narrow as a Child’s shoe, which was fastened to his boot 
by two straps of walrus skin; this lath, about an inch 
thick, had a sole of reindeer skin, and the hair, pressed 
back against the snow, brought him to a full stop. By 
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turning his left foot, on which this snow-shoe (or séi) 
was not less than twelve feet in length, he was able to 
turn nimbly round, he returned to his timid companion, 
lifted her up in spite of his awkward foot gear, and set 
her down on a rocky seat, after dusting away the snow 
with his pelisse. 

f You are safe here, Minna, and may tremble at your 
ease. 

‘We have already reached a third of the height of the 
Ice-cap,’ said she, looking at the peak, which she called 
by its popular Norwegian name. ‘I do not yet 
believe 

But she was too much out of breath to talk; she 
smiled at Seraphitus, who, without replying, held her 
up, his hand on her heart, listening to its palpitations, as 
rapid as those of a startled fledgling. 

“It often beats as fast as that when I have been run- 
ning,’ said she. 

Seraphitus bowed, without any contempt or coldness. 
In spite of the grace of this reply, which made it almost 
sweet, it nevertheless betrayed a reserve which in a 
woman would have been intoxicatingly provoking. 
Seraphitus clasped the girl to him, and Minna took the 
caress for an answer, and sat looking at him. As 
Seraphitus raised his head, tossing back the golden locks 
of his hair with an almost impatient jerk, he saw happi- 
ness'in his companion’s eyes. 

‘Yes, Minna,’ said he, in a paternal tone that was 
peculiarly charming in a youth scarcely full grown, 
‘look at me. Do not look down.’ 

SW hy:?” 

‘Do you want to know ?—Try then.’ 

Minna gave one hasty glance at her feet, and cried 
out like a child that has met a tiger. The dreadful 
influence of the void had seized her, and one look had 
been enough to give it to her. The fiord, greedy of its 
prey, had a loud voice, stunning her by ringing in her 
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ears, as though to swallow her up more surely by 
coming between her and life. From her hair to her 
feet, all down her back, ran a shudder, at first of cold ; 
but then it seemed to fire her nerves with intolerable 
heat, throbbed in her veins, and made her limbs feel 
weak from electrical shocks, like those caused by touch- 
ing the electrical eel. Too weak to resist, she felt her- 
self drawn by some unknown force to the bottom of 
the cliff, where she fancied she could see a monster 
spouting venom, a monster whose magnetic eyes fasci- 
nated her, and whose yawning jaws crunched his prey 
by anticipation. 

‘I am dying, my Seraphitus, having loved no one but 
you,” said she, mechanically moving to throw herself 
down. 

Seraphitus blew softly on her brow and eyes. Sud- 
denly, as a traveller is refreshed by a bath, Minna had 
forgotten that acute anguish; it had vanished under that 
soothing breath, which penetrated her frame and bathed 
it in balsamic effluence, as swiftly as the breath had passed 
through the air. 

‘Who and what are you?” said she, with an impulse 
of delicious alarm. ‘ But I know.—You are my life.— 
How can you look down into the gulf without dying ?’ 
she asked after a pause. 

Seraphitus left Minna clinging to the granite, and 
went as a shadow might have done to stand on the edge 
of the crag, his eyes sounding the bottom of the fiord, 
defying its bewildering depths ; his figure did not sway, 
his brow was as white and calm as that of a marble 
statue—deep meeting deep. 

‘Seraphitus, if you love me, come back!” cried the 
girl. ‘Your danger brings back all my torments. Who 
—who are you to have such superhuman strength at 
your age?” she asked, feeling his arms around her once 
more. 


‘Why,’ said Seraphitus, ‘you can look into far vaster 
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space without a qualm’; and raising his hand, the strange 
being pointed to the blue halo formed by the clouds 
round a clear opening just over their heads, in which 
they could see the stars, though it was daylight, in con- 
sequence of some atmospheric laws not yet fully explained. 

‘But what a difference!’ she said, smiling. 

‘You are right,’ he replied; ‘we are born to aspire 
skywards, Our native home, like a mother’s face, never 
frightens its children.’ 

His voice found an echo in his companion’s soul ; she 
was silent. 

‘Come, let us go on,’ said he. 

They rushed on together by the paths faintly visible 
along the mountain side, devouring the distance, flying 
from shelf to shelf, from ledge to ledge, with the swift- 
ness of the Arab horse, that bird of the desert. In a few 
minutes they reached a green carpet.of grass, moss, and 
flowers, on which no one yet had ever rested. 

‘What a pretty ster!’ cried Minna, giving the 
native name to this little meadow; ‘ but how comes it 
here, so high up?’ 

‘ Here, indeed, the Norwegian vegetation ceases,’ said 
Seraphitus ; ‘and if.a few plants and flowers thrive on 
this spot, it is thanks to the shelter of the rock which 
protects them from the Polar cold.—Put this spray in 
your bosom, Minna,’ he went on, plucking a flower; ‘take 
this sweet creature on which no human eye has yet 
rested, and keep the unique blossom in memory of this 
day, unique in your life! You will never again find’a 
guide to lead you to this ster.’ 

He hastily gave her a hybrid plant which his eagle 
eye had discerned among the growth of silene acaulis 
and saxifrage, a real miracle developed under the breath 
of angels. Minna seized it with childlike eagerness; a 
tuft of green, as transparent and vivid as an emerald, 
composed of tiny leaves curled into cones, light brown 
at the heart, shaded softly to green at the point, and cut 
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into infinitely delicate teeth. These leaves were so 
closely set that they seemed to mingle in a dense mass 
of dainty rosettes. Here and there this cushion was 
studded with white stars edged with a line of gold, and 
from the heart of each grew a bunch of purple stamens 
without a pistil. A scent that seemed to combine that 
of the rose and of the orange-blossom, but wilder and 
more ethereal, gave a heavenly charm to this mysterious 
flower, at which Seraphitus gazed with melancholy, as 
though its perfume had expressed to him a plaintive 
thought, which he alone understood. To Minna this 
amazing blossom seemed a caprice of Nature, who had 
amused herself by endowing a handful of gems with the 
freshness, tenderness, and fragrance of a plant. 

‘Why should it be unique? Will it never reproduce 
its kind?’ said she to Seraphitus, who coloured and 
changed the subject. 

‘Let us sit down—turn round—look! At such a 
height you will perhaps not be frightened. The gulfs are 
so far below that you cannot measure their depth; they 
have the level perspective of the sea, the indefiniteness 
of the clouds, the hue of the sky. The ice in the fiord 
is an exquisite turquoise, the pine forests are visible only 
as dim brown streaks. To us the depths may well be 
thus disguised.’ 

Seraphitus spoke these words with that unction of tone 
and gesture whichis known only to those who have attained 
to the highest places on the mountains of the earth, and 
which is so involuntarily assumed that the most arrogant 
master finds himself prompted to treat his guide as a 
brother, and never feels himself the superior till they 
have descended into the valleys where men dwell. 

He untied Minna’s snow-shoes, kneeling at her feet. 
The girl did not notice it, so much was she amazed at 
the imposing spectacle of the Norwegian panorama—the 
long stretch of rocks lying before her at a glance, so 
much was she struck by the perennial solemnity of those 
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frozen summits, for which words have no. expres- 
sion. 

‘ We have not come here by unaided human strength!’ 
said she, clasping her hands. ‘I must be dreaming !’ 

‘You call a fact supernatural, because you do not 
know its cause,’ he replied. 

‘Your answers are always stamped with some deep 
meaning,’ said she. ‘With you I understand everything 
without an effort.—Ah! I am free!’ 

© Your snow-shoes are off, that is all.’ 

‘Oh!’ cried she, ‘and I would fain have untied 
yours, and have kissed your feet !” 

‘Keep those speeches for Wilfrid,’ said Seraphitus 
mildly. 

‘Wilfrid!’ echoed Minna in a tone of fury, which 
died away as she looked at her companion. ‘ You are 
never angry !’ said she, trying, but in vain, to take his 
hand. ‘ You are in all things so desperately perfect!’ 

‘Whence you infer that I have no feelings ?” 

Minna was startled at a glance so penetratingly thrown 
into her mind. 

‘You prove to me that we understand each other,’ 
replied she, with the grace of a loving woman. 

Seraphitus gently shook his head, with a flashing look 
that was at once sweet and sad. 

‘You who know everything,’ Minna went on, < tell 
me why the alarm I felt below, by your side, is dissipated 
now that I am up here; why I dare for the first time to 
look you in the face ; whereas, down there, I scarce dare 
steal a glance at you?’ 

‘ Perhaps up here we have cast off the mean things of 
the earth,’ said he, pulling off his pelisse. 

‘I never saw you so beautiful,’ said Minna, sitting 
down on a mossy stone, and gazing in contemplation of 
the being who had thus brought her to a part of the 
mountain which from afar seemed inaccessible. 

Never, in fact, had Seraphitus shone with such brilliant 
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splendour—the only expression that can do justice to 
the eagerness of his face and the aspect of his person. 
Was this radiance due to the effulgence given to the com- 
plexion by the pure mountain air and the reflection from 
the snow? Was it the result of an internal impetus 
which still excites the frame at the moment it is resting 
after long exertion? Was it produced by the sudden con- 
trast between the golden glow of sunshine and the gloom 
of the clouds through which this pretty pair had passed ? 

To all these causes we must perhaps add the effects of 
one of the most beautiful phenomena that human nature 
can offer. If some skilled physiologist had studied this 
being, who, to judge by the boldness of his brow and the 
light in his eyes at this moment, was a youth of seven- 
teen; if he had sought the springs of this blooming life 
under the whitest skin that the North ever bestowed on 
one of its sons, he would, no doubt, have believed in the 
existence of a phosphoric fluid in the sinews that seemed 
to shine through the skin, or in the constant presence of 
an internal glow, which tinted Seraphitus as a light 
shines through an alabaster vase. Delicately slender as 
his hands were—he had taken off his gloves to loosen 
Minna’s sandals—they seemed to have such strength as 
the Creator has given to the diaphanous joints of a crab. 
The fire that blazed in his eyes rivalled the rays of the 
sun; he seemed not to receive but to give out light. His 
frame, as slight and fragile as a woman’s, was that of a 
nature feeble in appearance, but whose strength is always 
adequate to its desires, which are sometimes strong. 
Seraphitus, though of middle height, seemed taller as 
seen in front; he looked as if he fain would spring 
upwards. His hair, with its light curls, as if touched by 
a fairy hand and tossed by a breeze, added to the illusion 
produced by his airy attitude ; but this absolutely effort- 
less mien was the outcome rather of a mental state than 
of physical habit. 

Minna’s imagination seconded this constant hallucina- 
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tion ; it would have affected any beholder, for it gave to 
Seraphitus the appearance of one of the beings we see in 
our happiest dreams. No familiar type can give any idea 
of this face, to Minna so majestically manly, though in 
the sight of a man its feminine grace would have eclipsed 
the loveliest heads by Raphael. That Painter of Heaven 
has frequently given a sort of tranquil joy and tender 
suavity to the lines of his angelic beauties; but without 
seeing Seraphitus himself, what mind can conceive of 
the sadness mingled with hope which half clouded the 
ineffable feelings expressed in his features? Who could 
picture to himself, even in the artist’s dream, where all 
things are possible, the shadows cast by mysterious awe 
on that too intellectual brow, which seemed to inter- 
rogate the skies, and always to pity the earth? ‘That 
head could tower disdainful, like a noble bird of prey 
whose cries rend the air, or bow resigned, like the turtle- 
dove whose voice sheds tenderness in the depths of the 
silent forest. 

Seraphitus had a complexion of surprising whiteness, 
made all the more remarkable by red lips, brown eye- 
brows, and silky lashes, the only details that broke the 
pallor of a face whose perfect regularity did not hinder 
the strong expression of his feelings; they were mirrored 
there without shock or violence, but with the natural, 
majestic gravity we like to attribute to superior beings. 
Everything in those monumental features spoke of strength 
and repose. 

Minna stood up to take the young man’s hand, hoping 
to draw him down to her so as to press on that fascinating 
brow a kiss of admiration rather than of love; but one 
look from his eyes, a look that went through her as a 
sunbeam goes through a glass prism, froze the poor child. 
She felt the gulf between them without understanding 
it; she turned away her head and wept. Suddenly a 
strong hand was round her waist, and a voice full of 
kindness said— 

R 
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‘Come.’ 

She obeyed, resting her head in sudden relief on the 
young man’s heart; while he, measuring his steps by hers 
in gentle and attentive conformity, led her to a spot 
whence they could behold the dazzling beauty of the 
Polar scenery. 

‘But before I look or listen, tell me, Seraphitus, why 
do you repulse me? Have I displeased you? And 
how? Tell me. Ido not want to call anything my 
own; I would that my earthly possessions should be 
yours, as the riches of my heart already are; that light 
should come to me only from your eyes, as my mind is 
dependent on yours; then I should have no fear of 
offending you, since I should but reflect the impulses of 
your soul, the words of your heart, the light of your 
light, as we send up to God the meditations by which 
He feeds our spirit.—I would be wholly you!’ 

‘Well, Minna, a constant aspiration is a promise made 
by the future. Hope on !—Still, if you would be pure 
always, unite the thought of the Almighty to your 
earthly affections. “Thus will you love all creatures, and 
your heart will soar high !” 

‘I will do whatever you desire,’ said she, looking up 
at him timidly. 

‘I cannot be your companion,’ said Seraphitus 
sadly. 

He suppressed some reflections, raised his arms in the 
direction of Christiania, which was visible as a speck on 
the horizon, and said— 

© Look !’ 

‘ We are indeed small,’ said she. 

‘Yes; but we become great by feeling and intellect,’ 
said Seraphitus. ‘The knowledge of things, Minna, 
begins with us; the little we know of the laws of the 
visible world enables us to conceive of the immensity of 
higher spheres. I know not whether the time is ripe for 
talking thus to you; but I so long to communicate to 
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you the flame of my hopes! Some day, perhaps, we 
may meet in the world where love never dies.’ 

‘Why not now and for ever ?’ said she in a murmur. 

‘Here nothing is permanent!” said he in a tone of 
scorn. ‘The transient joys of earthly love are false lights 
which reveal to some souls the dawn of more durable 
bliss, just as the discovery of a law of nature enables 
certain privileged minds to deduct a whole system. Is 
not our perishable happiness here below an earnest of 
some other more perfect happiness, as the earth, a mere 
fragment of the universe, testifies to the universe? We 
cannot measure the orbit of the Divine mind, of which 
we are but atoms as minute as God is great ; but we may 
have our intuitions of its vastness, we may kneel, adore, 
and wait. Men are constantly mistaken in their science, 
not seeing that everything on their globe is relative and 
subordinate to a general cycle, an incessant productive- 
ness which inevitably involves progress, and an aim. Man 
himself is not the final creation ; if he were, God would 
not exist.’ 

‘How have you had time to learn so many things?’ 
said the girl. 

‘They are memories,’ replied he. 

‘To me you are more beautiful than anything I see.’ 

_©We are one of the greatest works of God. Has He 

not bestowed on us the faculty of reflecting nature, con- 
centrating it in ourselves by thought, and making it a 
stepping-stone from which to flyto Him? We love each 
other in proportion to what is heavenly in our souls.—But 
do not be unjust, Minna; look at the scene displayed at 
our feet; is it not grand? The ocean lies spread like a 
floor, the mountains are like the walls of an amphitheatre, 
the ether above is like the suspended velarium of the 
theatre, and we can inhale the mind of God as a 
perfume. 

‘Look ! the storms that wreck vessels filled with men 
from. hence appear like mere froth ; if you look above you 
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all is serene; we see a diadem of stars. The shades of 
earthly expression are here lost. Thus supported by 
nature so attenuated by space, do you not feel your 
mind to be deep rather than keen? Are you not con- 
scious of more loftiness than enthusiasm, of more energy 
than will? Have you not feelings to which nothing 
within us can give utterance? Do you not feel your 
wings ?—Let us pray !’ 

Seraphitus knelt, crossing his hands over his bosom, 
and Minna fell on her knees weeping. Thus they 
remained for some minutes, and for some minutes the 
blue halo that quivered in the sky above them spread, 
and rays of light fell round the unconscious pair. 

‘Why do you not weep when I cannot help it?’ said 
Minna in a broken voice. 

‘Those who are pure in spirit shed no tears,’ replied 
Seraphitus, rising. ‘Why should I] weep? Ino longer 
see human misery. Here all is good and shines in 
majesty. Below I hear the supplications and the 
lament of the harp of suffering, sounding under the 
hands of the spirit held captive. Here I listen to the 
concert of harmonious harps. Below, you have hope, 
the beautiful rudiment of faith; but here faith reigns, 
the realisation of hope !’ 

‘You can never love me, I am too imperfect ; you 
disdain me,’ said the girl. 

‘ Minna, the violet hidden at the foot of the oak says 
to itself, “ The sun does not love me, he never comes.” 
—The sun says, “‘If I fell on her, that poor little flower 
would perish!” Because he is the flower’s friend he 
lets his beams steal through the oak-leaves, subduing them 
to tint the petals of the blossom he loves.—I feel I am 
not sufficiently shrouded, and fear lest you should see me 
too clearly ; you would quail if you knew me too well. 
Listen; I have no taste for the fruits of the earth; I 
have understood your joys too well ; like the debauched 
Emperors of Pagan Rome, I am disgusted with all things, 
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for I have the gift of vision.—Leave me for ever,’ added 
Seraphitus sorrowfully. 

He went away to sit down on a projecting rock, his 
head drooping on his breast. 

‘Why thus drive me to despair?’ said Minna. 

‘Go from me!’ cried Seraphitus ; ‘I can give nothing 
that you want. Your love is too gross for me. Why 
do you not love Wilfrid? Wilfrid is a man, a man 
tested by passion, who will clasp you in his sinewy arms, 
and make you feel his broad, strong hand. He has fine 
black hair, eyes full of human feeling, a heart that fires 
the words of his lips with a lava torrent. He will crush 
you with caresses. He will be your lover, your husband. 
Go to Wilfrid!’ 

Minna was crying bitterly. 

‘Dare you tell me that you do not love him?’ he 
added in a voice that pierced her like a dagger. 

‘Mercy! Mercy! My Seraphitus !’” 

‘Love him, poor child of earth, to which fate 
irrevocably rivets you,’ said the terrible Seraphitus, 
seizing the girl with such force as dragged her to the 
brink of the s@ter, whence the prospect was so extensive 
that a young creature full of enthusiasm might easily 
fancy that she was above the world. ‘I wanted a com- 
panion to go with me to the realm of light ; I thought 
to show her this ball of clay, and I find you still cling 
to it. Adieu! Remain as you are, enjoy through your 
senses, obey your nature; turn pale with pale men, 
blush with women, play with children, pray with sinners, 
look up to heaven when you are stricken ; tremble, hope, 
yearn; you will have a comrade, you still may laugh 
and weep, give and receive.—For me—TI am an exile far 
from heaven ; like a monster, far from earth! My heart 
beats for none; I live in myself, for myself alone. I 
feel through my spirit, I breathe by my brain, I see by 
my mind, I am dying of impatience and longing. No 
one here below can satisfy my wishes or soothe my 
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eagerness ; and I have forgotten how to weep. I am 
alone.—I am resigned, and can wait.’ 

Seraphitus looked at the flowery knoll on which he 
had placed Minna, and then turned towards the frown- 
ing summits, round whose peaks heavy clouds had 
gathered, into which he seemed to fling his next 
thoughts. 

‘Do you hear that delightful music, Minna,’ said he, 
in his dove-like tones, for the eagle had ended his cry, 
‘Might one not fancy that it was the harmony of those 
Eolian harps which poets imagine in the midst of forests 
and mountains? Do you see the shadowy forms moving 
among those clouds? Do you discern the winged feet 
of those who deck the sky with such hangings? ‘Those 
sounds refresh the soul ; Heaven will ere long shed the 
blossoms of spring, a flash blazes up from the Pole. Let 
us fly—it is time!’ 

In an instant they had replaced their snow-shoes and 
were descending the Falberg by the steep slopes down 
to the valley of the Sieg. Some miraculous intelligence 
guided their steps—or rather their flight. When a 
crevasse covered with snow lay before them, Seraphitus 
seized Minna, and with a swift rush dashed, scarce the 
weight of a bird, across the frail bridge that covered a 
chasm. Many a time, by just pushing his companion, 
he deviated slightly to avoid a cliff or tree, a block of 
stone which he seemed to see through the snow, as 
certain mariners, accustomed to the sea, discern a shoal 
by the colour, the eddy, and the recoil of the water. 

When they had reached the roads of the Siegdahl, and 
they could proceed without hesitation in a straight line 
down to the ice on the fiord, Seraphitus spoke. 

‘You have nothing more to say to me?’ he asked 
Minna. 

‘I fancied,’ replied the girl respectfully, ‘that you 
wished to think in silence.’ 

‘Make haste, pretty one, the night is falling,’ said he. 
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Minna was startled at hearing the new voice,so to speak, 
in which her guide spoke. A voice as clear as a girl’s, 
dissipating the fantastic flashes of the dream in which 
she had been walking, Seraphitus was abdicating his 
manly strength, and his looks were losing their too keen 
insight. Presently the fair couple were gliding across 
the fiord ; they reached the snowy level that lay between 
the margin of the bay and the first houses of Jarvis; 
then, urged by the waning light, they hurried up to 
the parsonage as if climbing the steps of an enormous 
stairway. 

‘My father will be uneasy,’ said Minna. 

‘No,’ said Seraphitus. 

At this moment they stopped at the porch of the 
humble dwelling where Pastor Becker, the minister of 
Jarvis, sat reading while awaiting his daughter’s return 
to supper. 

‘Dear Pastor Becker,’ said Seraphitus, ‘I have brought 
your daughter back safe and sound.’ 

‘Thank you, Mademoiselle,’ said the old man, laying 
his spectacles on the book. ‘ You must be tired.’ 

‘Not in the least,’ said Minna, on whose brow her 
companion had just breathed. 

€ Dear child, will you come to tea with me the evening 
after to-morrow ?” 

‘With pleasure, dear.’ 

‘Pastor Becker, will you bring her ?’ 

© Yes, Mademoiselle.’ 

Seraphitus nodded prettily, bowed to the old man, and 
left, and in a few minutes was in the courtyard of the 
Swedish Castle. An old servant of eighty came out 
under the wide verandah carrying a lantern. Seraphitus 
slipped off the snow-shoes with the grace of a woman, 
ran into the sitting-room, dropped on to a large divan 
covered with skins, and lay down. 

‘What will you take?’ said the old man, lighting the 
enormously long tapers that are used in Norway. 
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‘Nothing, David; I am too tired.’ 

Seraphitus threw off the sable-lined pelisse, wrapped 
it about him, and was asleep. The old servant lingered 
a few minutes in loving contemplation of the strange 
being resting under his gaze, and whose sex the most 
learned man would have been puzzled to pronounce on. 
Seeing him as he lay, wrapped in his usual garment, 
which was as much like a woman’s dressing-gown as a 
man’s overcoat, it was impossible to believe that the 
slender feet that hung down, as if to display the delicacy 
with which nature had moulded them, were not those 
of a young girl; but the brow, the profile, seemed the 
embodiment of human strength carried to its highest 
pitch. 

‘She is suffering, and will not tell me,’ thought the 
old man. ‘She is dying like a flower scorched by too 
fierce a sunbeam.’ 

And the old man wept. 


II 
SERAPHITA 


In the course of the evening David came into the 
drawing-room. 

‘I know who is coming,’ said Seraphita in a sleepy 
voice. ‘ Wilfrid may come in.’ 

On hearing these words, a man at once appeared, and 
came to sit down by her. 

‘My dear Seraphita, are you ill? You look paler 
than usual.’ 

She turned languidly towards him, after tossing back: 
her hair like a pretty woman overpowered by sick headache 
and too feeble to complain. 
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*I was foolish enough,’ said she, ‘to cross the fiord 
with Minna; we have been up the Falberg.’ 

‘Did you want to kill yourself?’ cried he, with a 
lover’s alarm. 

‘Do not be uneasy, my good Wilfrid, I took great 
care of your Minna.’ 

Wilfrid struck the table violently with his hand, took 
a few steps towards the door with an exclamation of 
pain ; then he came back and began to reproach her. 

‘Why so much noise if you suppose me to be 
suffering ?? said Seraphita. 

‘I beg your pardon, forgive me,’ said he, kneeling 
down. ‘Speak harshly to me, require anything of me 
that your cruel woman’s caprice may suggest to you as 
hardest to be endured, but, my beloved, do not doubt my 
love! You use Minna like a hatchet to hit me with 
again and again. Have some mercy !’ 

‘Why speak thus, my friend, when you know that 
such words are useless ?” she replied, looking at him with 
a gaze that became at last so soft that what Wilfrid 
saw was not Seraphita’s eyes, but a fluid light shimmer- 
ing like the last vibrations of a song full of Italian 
languor. 

‘Ah! anguish cannot kill!’ cried he. 

‘Are you in pain?’ said she, in a voice which produced 
on him the same effect as her look. ‘What can I do 
for you?’ 

‘ Love me, as I love you!’ 

‘Poor Minna!” said she. 

‘T never bring any weapons!’ cried Wilfrid. 

‘You are in a detestable temper,’ said Seraphita, 
smiling. ‘ Have I not spoken nicely, like the Parisian 
ladies of whom you tell me love stories?’ 

Wilfrid sat down, folded his arms, and looked gloomily 
at Seraphita. 

‘I forgive you,’ said he, ‘for you know not what 
you do,’ 
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‘Oh!’ retorted she, ‘every woman from Eve down- 
wards knows when she is doing good or evil.’ 

‘T believe it,’ said he. 

‘I am sure of it, Wilfrid. Our intuition is just 
what makes us so perfect. What you men have to learn, 
we feel.’ 

‘Why, then, do you not feel how much I love you ?’ 

‘ Because you do not love me.’ 

‘Great God !’ 

‘Why then do you complain of anguish ?’ 

‘You are terrible this evening, Seraphita. You area 
perfect demon !” 

‘No; but I have the gift of understanding, and that 
is terrifying. Suffering, Wilfrid, is a light thrown on 
life.” 

‘ Why did you go up the Falberg ?’ 

‘Minna will tell you; I am too tired to speak. You 
must talk, you who know everything, who have learnt 
everything and forgotten nothing, and have gone 
through so many social experiences. Amuse me; I am 
listening.’ 

‘What can I tell you that you do not know! Indeed, 
your request is a mockery. You recognise nothing that 
is worldly, you analyse its terminology, you demolish its 
laws, its manners, feelings, sciences, by reducing them to 
the proportions they assume when we take our stand 
outside the globe.’ 

‘You see, my friend, I am not a woman. You are 
wrong to love me. What! I quit the ethereal regions 
of strength you attribute to me; I make myself humble 
and insignificant to stoop after the manner of the poor 
female of every species—and you at once uplift me! 
Then, when I am crushed and broken, I crave your 
help; I want your arm, and you repulse me! We do 
not understand each other.’ 

‘You are more malignant this evening than I have 
ever known you.’ 
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‘Malignant?’ said she, with a flashing look that 
melted every sentiment into one heavenly emotion. 
‘No; I am weary, that is all, Then, leave me, my 
friend. Will not that be a due exercise of your rights 
asa man? We are always to charm you, to recreate 
you, always to be cheerful, and have no whims but those 
that amuse you.u— What shall I do, my friend? Shall I 
sing, or dance, when fatigue has deprived me of voice 
and of the use of my legs? Yes, gentlemen, at our last 
gasp we still must smile on you! Tohat, I believe, you 
call your sovereignty !—Poor women! I pity them. 
You abandon them when they are old; tell me, have 
they then no longer heart or soul? Well, and I am 
more than a hundred, Wilfrid. Go—go to kneel at 
Minna’s feet.’ 

‘Oh, my one, eternal love!’ 

‘Do you know what eternity is? Be silent, Wilfrid. 
—You desire me, but you do not love me.—Tell me, 
now, do not I remind you of some coquette you have 
met?’ 

‘I certainly do not see you now as the pure and 
heavenly maiden I saw for the first time in the church 
at Jarvis.’ 

As he spoke Seraphita passed her hands over her brow, 
and when she uncovered her face Wilfrid was astonished 
at the religious and saintly expression it wore. 

‘You are right, my friend. I am always wrong to set 
foot on your earth.’ 

‘Yes, beloved Seraphita, be my star.—Never descend 
from the place whence you shed such glorious light on 
me.’ 

He put out his hand to take the girl’s, but she with- 
drew it, though without disdain or anger. Wilfrid 
hastily rose and went to stand by the window, turning 
towards it so that Seraphita should not see a few tears 
that filled his eyes. 

‘Why these tears?’ she asked. ‘ You are no longer 
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a boy, Wilfrid. Come back to me, I insist.—You are 
vexed with me, when it is I who should be angry. You 
see am not well, and you compel me by some foolish 
doubts to think and speak, or participate in whims and 
ideas that fatigue me. If you at all understood my 
nature, you would have given me some music; you 
would have soothed my weariness; but you love me for 
your own sake, not for myself.’ 

The storm which raged in Wilfrid’s soul was stilled 
by these words; he came back slowly to contemplate 
the bewitching creature who reclined under his eyes, 
softly pillowed, her head resting on her hand, and her 
elbow in an insinuating attitude. 

‘You fancy I do not like you,’she went on. * You are 
mistaken. Listen, Wilfrid. You are beginning to know 
a great deal, and you have suffered much. Allow me to 
explain your thoughts. You wanted to take my hand.’ 

She sat up, and her graceful movement seemed to shed 
gleams of light. 

‘ Does not a girl who allows a man to take her hand 
make a promise, and ought she not to keep it? ‘You 
know full well that I can never be yours. Two feelings 
rule the love that attracts the women of this earth: 
either they devote themselves to suffering creatures, 
degraded and guilty, whom they desire to comfort, to 
raise, to redeem; or they give themselves wholly to 
superior beings, sublime and strong, whom they are 
fain to worship and understand—by whom they are too 
often crushed. You have been degraded, but you have 
purified yourself in the fires of repentance, and you now 
are great; I feel myself too small to be your equal, and 
I am too religious to humble myself to any power but 
that of the Most High. Your life, my friend, may thus be 
stated ; we are in the North, among the clouds, where 
abstractions are familiar to our minds.’ 

‘Seraphita, you kill me when you talk so,’ he replied. 
“It is always torture to me to see you thus apply the 
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monstrous science which strips all human things of the 
properties they derive from time, space, form, when 
you regard them mathematically under some ultimate 
simplest expression, as geometry does with bodies, 
abstracting dimensions from substance.’ 

‘Well, Wilfrid, I submit—Look at this bearskin 
rug which my poor David has spread. What do you 
think of it?’ 

‘T like it very well.’ 

‘You did not know I had that Doucha Greka?’ 

It was a sort of pelisse made of cashmere lined with 
black fox-skin; the name means, ‘warm to the 
soul.’ ; 

‘Do you suppose,’ said she, ‘that any sovereign in any 
court possesses a fur wrap to match it?’ 

‘It is worthy of her who wears it ?’ 

‘And whom you think very beautiful ?” 

‘ Human words are inapplicable to her; she must be 
addressed heart to heart.’ 

‘Wilfrid, it is kind of you to soothe my griefs with 
such sweet words—which you have spoken to others.’ 

‘Good-bye.’ 

‘Stay. I love you truly, and Minna too, believe me, 
but to me you two are one being. Thus combined you 
are as a brother, or, if you will, a sister to me. Marry 
each other, let me see you happy before quitting for 
ever this sphere of trial and sorrow. Dear me! the 
most ordinary women have made their lovers obey their 
will. They have said “Be silent!” and their lovers 
were mute. They have said “ Die!” and men have 
died. ‘They have said “‘ Love me from afar!” the lovers 
have remained at a distance like courtiers in the presence 
of a king. They have said “Go, marry!” and the 
men have married. Now, I want you to be happy, and 
you refuse. Have I then no power ?—Well, Wilfrid— 
come close to me.—Yes, I should be sorry to see you 
married to Minna; but when you see me no more, 
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then—promise me to make her your wife, Heaven 
intends you for each other.’ 

‘I have heard you with rapture, Seraphita. Incom- 
prehensible as your words are, they are like a charm. 
But what, indeed, do you mean ?’ 

‘To be sure; I forget to be foolish, to be the poor 
creature in whose weakness you delight. I torture you, 
and you came to this wild country to find rest—you 
who are racked by the fierce throes of misunderstood 
genius, worn out by the patient labours of science, who 
have almost stained your hands by crime, and worn the 
chains of human justice.’ 

Wilfrid had fallen half dead on the floor. Seraphita 
breathed on the young man’s brow, and he fell calmly 
asleep, lying at her feet. 

‘Sleep, rest,’ said she, rising. 

After laying her hands on Wilfrid’s forehead, the 
following phrases fell from her lips, one by one, each in 
a different tone, but alike melodious and full of a kindly 
spirit that seemed to emanate from her countenance in 
misty undulations like the light shed by the heathen 
goddess on the beloved shepherd in his sleep. 

‘I may show myself to you, dear Wilfrid, as I am, to 
you who are strong. 

‘The hour is come, the hour when the shining lights 
of the future cast their reflections on the soul, the hour 
when the soul moves, feeling itself free. 

“It is granted to me now to tell you how well I love 
you. Do you not see what my love is, a love devoid of 
self-interest, a feeling full of you alone, a love which 
follows you into the future, to light up your future, for 
such love is the true light. Do you now perceive how 
ardently I long to see you released from the life that is a 
burthen to you, and nearer to the world where love 
rules for ever? Is not love for a lifetime only sheer 
suffering ? Have you not felt a longing for eternal 
love? Do you not now understand to what ecstasy a 
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being can rise when he is double through loving Him 
who never betrays his love, Him before whom all bow 
and worship? 

‘I would I had wings, Wilfrid, to cover you withal ; 
I would I had strength to give you that you might know 
- the foretaste of the world where the purest joys of the 
purest union known on earth would cast a shadow in the 
light that there perennially enlightens and rejoices all 
hearts ! 

‘Forgive a friendly soul for having shown you in one 
word a vision of your faults with the charitable intention 
of lulling the acute torments of your remorse. Listen 
to the choir of forgiveness! Refresh your spirit by in- 
haling the dawn that shall rise for you beyond the gloom 
of death! Yes, for your life lies there. 

‘My words shall wear for you the glorious garb of 
dreams, and appear as forms of flame descending tovisit you. 
Rise! Rise to the heights whence men see each other 
truly, though tiny and crowded as the sands of the seashore. 
Humanity is unrolled before you as a ribbon: look at the 
endless hues of that flower of the gardens of Heaven.— 
Do you see those who lack intelligence, those who are 
beginning to be tinged by it, those who have been tried, 
those who are in the circle of love, and those in wisdom, 
who aspire to celestial illumination ? 

‘Do you understand, through these thoughts made 
visible, the destination of man—whence he comes, 
whither he is tending? Keep on your road. When 
you shall reach your journey’s end, you will hear the 
trumpet call of omnipotence and loud shouts of victory, 
and harmonies, only one of which would shake the 
earth, but which are lost in a world where there is 
neither East nor West. 

‘Do you perceive, dear, much-tried one, that but for 
the torpor and the veil of sleep, such visions would rend 
and carry away your intellect, as the wind of a tempest 
rends and sweeps away a light sail, and would rob a man 
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for ever of his reason? Do you perceive that the soul 
alone, raised to its highest power, and even in a dream, 
can scarce endure the consuming effluence of the 
Spirit ? 

‘Fly, fly again through the realms of light and glory, 
admire, hurry on. As you fly you are resting, you go 
forward without fatigue. Like all men, you would fain 
dwell always thus bathed in these floods of fragrance and 
light, where you are wandering free of your unconscious 
body, speaking in thought only. Hurry, fly, rejoice for 
a moment in the wings you will have earned when love 
is so perfect in you that you shall cease to have an 
senses, that you shall be all intellect and all love! The 
higher you soar, the less can you conceive of the gulf 
beneath.—Now, gaze at me for a moment, for you will 
henceforth see me but darkly, as you behold me by the 
light of the dull sun of the earth !” 

Seraphita stole up with her head gently bent on one 
side, her hair flowing about her in the airy pose which 
the sublimest painters have attributed to messengers 
from heaven ; the folds of her dress had the indescribable 
grace which makes the artist, the man to whom every- 
thing is an expression of feeling, stop to gaze at the 
exquisite flowing veil of the antique statue of. Poly- 
hymnia. 

Then she extended her hand and Wilfrid rose. 

When he looked at Seraphita, the fair girl was lying 
on the bearskin, her head resting on her hand, her face 
calm, her eyes shining. Wilfrid gazed at her in silence, 
but his features expressed respectful awe, and he looked 
at her timidly. 

“Yes, dear one,’ said he at last, as if answering a 
question, ‘whole worlds divide us! I submit; I can 
only adore you. But what is to become of me thus 
lonely ?? 

‘Wilfrid, have you not your Minna?’ 

He hung his head. 
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*Oh, do not be so scornful! a2 woman can understand 
everything by love. When she fails to understand, she 
feels; when she cannot feel, she sees; when she can 
neither see, nor feel, nor understand—well, that angel of 
earth divines your need, to protect you and to hide her 
protection under the grace of love.’ 

‘Seraphita, am I worthy to love a woman?’ 

‘You are suddenly grown very modest! Is this a 
snare? A woman is always so much touched to find 
her weakness glorified !—Well, the evening after to- 
morrow, come to tea. You will find our good pastor 
Becker, and you will see Minna, the most guileless 
creature I ever knew in this world.—Now leave me, 
my friend; I must say long prayers this evening in 
expiation of my sins.” 

¢ How can you sin?’ 

‘My poor, dear friend, is not the abuse ot power the 
sin of pride? I have been, I think, too arrogant to-day. 
—Now go. Till to-morrow.’ 

‘Till to-morrow!’ Wilfrid feebly echoed, with a 
long look at the being of whom he desired to carry away 
an indelible memory. 

Though he meant to leave, he remained standing 
for some moments outside, looking at the lights that 
beamed from the windows of the Swedish castle. 

‘What was it that I saw?’ he asked himself. ‘No, 
it was not a single being, but a whole creation. I 
retain, of that world seen through veils and mists, a 
ringing echo like the remembrance of departed pain, or 
like the dizziness caused by dreams in which we hear the 
moaning of past generations mingling with the har- 
monious voices of higher spheres, where all is light and 
love. AmIawake? DoTstill slumber? Have I not 
yet opened my sleeping eyes, those eyes before whose 
sight luminous spaces stretch into infinitude, eyes that 
can discern those spaces ?—In spite of the night and the 
cold, my head is still on fire. I will go to the manse, 
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Between the pastor and his daughter I may recover my 
balance.’ 

But he did not yet leave the spot whence he could 
see into Seraphita’s sitting-room. This mysterious 
being seemed to be the radiant centre of a circle which 
formed an atmosphere about her rarer than that which 
surrounds others: he who came within it found him- 
self involved in a vortex of light and of consuming 
thoughts. Wilfrid, obliged to struggle against this 
inexplicable force, did not triumph without considerable 
efforts ; but when he had got out of the precincts of the 
house, he recovered his freedom of will, walked quickly 
to the parsonage, and presently found himself under the 
lofty wooden porch that served as an entrance hall to 
Pastor Becker’s house. He pushed open the first door, 
packed with birch bark, against which the snow had 
drifted, and knocked eagerly at the inner door, saying— 

‘Will you allow me to spend the evening with you, 
Pastor Becker ?’ 

‘Yes, was the answer in two voices speaking as one. 

On entering the parlour, Wilfrid was gradually 
brought back to real life. He bowed very cordially to 
Minna, shook hands with the minister, and then looked 
about him on a scene which soothed the excitement of 
his physical nature, in which a process was going on 
resembling that which sometimes takes place in men 
accustomed to long contemplation. When some power- 
ful conception carries away a man of science or a poet 
on its chimezra-like wings, and isolates him from the 
external surroundings that hedge him in on earth, 
soaring with him through those boundless regions where 
vast masses of fact appear as abstractions and the most 
stupendous works of nature seem but images, woe to 
him if some sudden noise rouses his senses and recalls 
his wandering soul to its prison of bone and flesh! The 
collision of the two powers: body and spirit, one of 
which has something of the invisible element of light- 
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ning; while the other, like all tangible forms, has a 
certain soft resistancy which for the moment defies 
destruction—this collision, or, to be accurate, this terrible 
reunion, gives rise to unspeakable suffering. The body 
has cried out for the fire that consumes it, and the flame 
has recaptured its prey. But this fusion cannot take 
place without the ebullition, the crepitation and convul- 
sions, of which chemistry affords visible examples when 
two hostile elements are sundered that have been joined 
by its act. 

For some days past, whenever Wilfrid went to Sera- 
phita’s house, his body there fell into an abyss. Bya 
single look this wonderful creature translated him in the 
spirit to the sphere whither meditation carries the 
learned, whither prayer transports the pious soul, whither 
his eye can carry the artist, and sleep can waft some 
dreamers ; for each there is a call bidding him to that 
empyrean void, for each a guide to lead him there—for 
all there is anguish in the return. There alone is the 
veil rent, there alone is Revelation seen without disguise 
—an ardent and awful disclosure of the unknown sphere 
of which the soul brings back nought but fragments. 
To Wilfrid, an hour spent with Seraphita was often like 
the dream so dear to the opium eater, in which each 
nerve-fibre becomes the focus of radiating rapture. He 
came away exhaustéd, like a girl who should try to keep 
up with the pace of a giant. 

The sharp, punishing cold began to subdue the agony 
of trepidation caused by the re-amalgamation of the 
two elements in his nature thus violently wrenched 
asunder; then he always made his way to the manse, 
attracted to Minna by his thirst for the scenes of homely 
life, as an European traveller thirsts for his native land 
when home-sickness seizes him in the midst of the fairy 
splendours that tempted him to the East. 

At this moment the visitor, more exhausted than he had 
ever been before, dropped into a chair and looked about 
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him for some minutes, like a man aroused from sleep. 
Pastor Becker and his daughter, accustomed no doubt to 
their guest’s eccentricity, went on with their occupations. 

The room was decorated with a collection of Nor- 
wegian insects and shells. These curiosities, ingeniously 
arranged on the background of yellow pinewood with 
which the wall was wainscoted, formed a coloured 
ornamentation to which tobacco smoke had imparted a 
soberer tone. At the further end, opposite the door, 
was an enormous wrought-iron stove, carefully rubbed 
by the maidservant till it shone like polished steel. 

Pastor Becker was seated in a large armchair, covered 
with worsted work, near the stove and in front of a 
table, his feet in a foot-muff, while he read from a folio 
supported on other books to form a sort of desk. On 
his right stood a beer-jug and a glass; on his left a 
smoky lamp fed with fish oil. “The minister was a man 
of about sixty years; his face of the type so often 
painted by Rembrandt: the small, keen eyes set in 
circles of fine wrinkles under thick grizzled brows ; 
white hair falling in two silky locks from beneath a 
black velvet cap; a broad, bald forehead, and the shape 
of face which a heavy chin made almost square, and, 
added to this, the self-possessed calm that betrays to the 
observer some conscious power—the sovereignty con- 
ferred by wealth, by the judicial authority of the burgo- 
master, by the conviction of Art, or the stolid tenacity of 
happy ignorance. The handsome old man, whose sub- 
stantial build revealed sound health, was wrapped in a 
dressing-gown of rough cloth with no ornament but the 
binding. He gravely held a long meerschaum pipe in 
his mouth, blowing off the tobacco smoke at regular 
intervals, and watching its fantastic spirals with a 
speculative eye, while endeavouring, no doubt, to assimi- 
late and digest by meditation the ideas of the author 
whose works he was studying. 

On the other side of the stove, near the door that 
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led into the kitchen, Minna was dimly visible through 
the fog of smoke, to which she seemed to be inured. 
In front of her, on a small table, were the various imple- 
ments of a needlewoman ; a pile of towels and stockings 
to be mended, and a lamp like that which shone on the 
white pages of the book in which her father seemed to 
be absorbed. Her fresh, young face, delicately pure in 
outline, harmonised with the innocence that shone on 
her white brow and in her bright eyes. She sat forward 
on her chair, leaning a little towards the light to see the 
better, unconsciously showing the grace of her figure. 
She was already dressed for the evening in a white 
calico wrapper ; a plain, cambric cap, with no ornament 
but its frill, covered her hair. Though lost in some 
secret meditation, she counted without mistake the 
threads in the towel, or the stitches in her stocking. 
Thus she presented the most complete and typical image 
of woman born to earthly duties, whose eye might 
pierce the clouds of the sanctuary, while a mind at once 
humble and charitable kept her on the level of man. 
Wilfrid, from his armchair between the two tables, con- 
templated the harmonious picture with a sort of rapture ; 
the clouds of smoke were not out of keeping. 

The single window which gave light to the room in 
the summer was now carefully closed. For a curtain, 
an old piece of tapestry hung from a rod in heavy folds. 
There was no attempt at the picturesque or showy— 
austere simplicity, genuine homeliness, the unpretentious- 
ness of nature, all the habits of domestic life free from 
troubles and anxieties. Many dwellings leave the im- 
pression of a dream; the dazzling flash of transient 
pleasure seems to hide a ruin under the chill smile of 
luxury ; but this parlour was sublimely real, harmonious 
in colour, and apt to suggest patriarchal ideas of a busy 
and devout life. 

The silence was broken only by the heavy step of the 
maid preparing the supper, and by the singing in the pan 
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of the dried fish she was frying in salt butter, after the 
fashion of the country. 

‘Will you smoke a pipe?’ said the pastor presently, 
when he thought that Wilfrid would heed him. 

‘No thank you, dear Pastor Becker,’ he replied. 

“You seem less well than usual this evening,’ said 
Minna, struck by the visitor’s weak voice. 

‘I am always so when I have been to the castle.’ 

Minna was startled. 

‘A strange creature dwells there, Pastor Becker,’ he 
went on after a pause. ‘I have been six months in the 
village, and have never dared to question you about her; 
and to-night I have to do violence to my feelings even to 
speak of her. At first I greatly regretted to find my travels 
interrupted by the winter, and to be obliged to remain 
here; for the last two months, however, the chains binding 
me to Jarvis have been more closely riveted, and I fear I may 
end my days here.— You know how I first met Seraphita, 
and the impression made on me by her eyes and her 
voice, and how at last I was admitted to visit her though 
she receives nobody. On the very first day, I came to 
you for information concerning that mysterious creature, 
Then began for me the series of enchantments ; 

‘Of enchantments?’ exclaimed the pastor, shaking 
out the ashes of his pipe into a coarse pan of sand that 
served him asa spittoon. ‘Are enchantments possible?’ 

‘You, certainly, who at this very moment are so con- 
scientiously studying Jean Wier’s book of Jncantations, 
will understand the account I can give you of my sensa- 
tions,’ Wilfrid replied quickly. ‘If we study nature 
attentively, alike in its great revolutions and in its 
minutest works, it is impossible not to admit the 
possibility of enchantment—giving the word its fullest 
meaning. Man can create no force; he can but use the 
only existing force, which includes all others, namely, 
Motion—the incomprehensible Breath of the Sovereign 
Maker of the Universe. The elements are too completely 
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separated for the hand of man to combine them; the 
only miracle he can work consists in the mingling of 
two hostile substances. Even so, gunpowder is akin to 
thunder ! 

‘ As to effecting an act of creation, and that suddenly! 
—All creation needs time, and time will neither hurry nor 
turn backwards at our bidding. Hence, outside us, plastic 
nature obeys laws whose order and procedure cannot be 
reversed by any human effort. 

‘But after conceding this to mere matter, it would 
be unreasonable to deny the existence, within us, of a 
vast power, of which the effects are so infinitely various 
that past generations have not yet completely classified 
them. I will say nothing of man’s faculty of abstracting 
his mind, of comprehending nature in the limits of 
speech, a stupendous fact, of which common minds 
think no more than they think out the act of motion, 
but which led Indian Theosophists to speak of creation 
by the Word, to which they also attributed the contrary 
power. ‘The tiniest item of their daily food—a grain of 
rice, whence proceeds a whole creature, which presently 
results in a grain of rice again—afforded them so complete 
a symbol of the creative Word and the synthetical Word, 
that it seemed a simple matter to apply the system to the 
creation of worlds. 

‘Most men would do well to be content with the grain 
of rice that lies at the origin of every genesis. Saint 
John, when he said that the Word was in God, only 
complicated the difficulty. 

‘ But the fruition, the germination, and the blossom- 
ing of our ideas is but a trifle if we compare this property, 
which is distributed among so many men, with the 
wholly personal faculty of communicating to it certain 
more or less efficient forces by means of concentration, 
and thus raising it to the third, ninth, or twenty- 
seventh power, giving it a hold on masses, and obtaining 
magical results by concentrating the action of Nature. 
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What I call enchantments are the stupendous dramas 
played out between two membranes on the canvas of the 
brain. In the unexplored realms of the spiritual world 
we meet with certain beings armed with these astound- 
ing faculties—comparable only to the terrible powers of 
gases in the physical world—beings who can combine 
with other beings, can enter into them as an active cause, 
and work magic in them, against which their hapless 
victims are defenceless ; they cast a spell on them, over- 
ride them, reduce them to wretched serfdom, and crush 
them with the weight and magnificent sway of a superior 
nature; acting, now like the gymnotus which electrifies 
and numbs the fisherman; now, again, like a dose of 
phosphorus which intensifies the sense of life or hastens 
its projection; sometimes like opium, which lulls 
corporeal nature, frees the spirit from its bondage, sends 
it soaring above the world, shows it the universe through 
a prism, and extracts for it the nourishment that best 
pleases it; and sometimes like catalepsy, which annuls 
every faculty to enhance a single vision. 

‘Miracles, spells, incantations, witchcrafts, in short 
all the facts that are incorrectly called supernatural, can 
only be possible and accounted for by the authority with 
which some other mind compels us to accept the effects 
of a mysterious law of optics which magnifies, or 
diminishes, or exalts creation, enables it to move within 
us independently of our will, distorts or embellishes it, 
snatches us up to heaven, or plunges us into hell—the 
two terms by which we express the excess of rapture or 
of pain. These phenomena are within us, not outside us. 

‘The being we call Seraphita seems to me to be one 
of those rare and awe-inspiring spirits to whom it is given 
to constrain men, to coerce nature, and share the 
occult powers of God. The course of her enchantments 
on me began by her compelling me to silence. Every 
time I dared wish to question you about her, it seemed 
to me that I was about to reveal a secret of which I was 


Seraphita 41 


bound to be the impeccable guardian; whenever I was 
about to speak, a burning seal was set on my lips, and I 
was the involuntary slave of this mysterious prohibition. 
You see me now, for the hundredth time, crushed, 
broken, by having played with the world of hallucina- 
tions that dwells in that young thing, to you so gentle 
and frail, to me the most ruthless magician. Yes—to 
me she is a sorceress who bears in her right hand an 
invisible instrument to stir the world with, and in her 
left the thunderbolt that dissolves everything at her 
command. In short, I can no longer behold her face ; 
it is unendurably dazzling. 

‘I have for the last few days been wandering round 
this abyss of madness too helplessly to keep silence any 
longer. I have, therefore, seized a moment when I find 
courage enough to resist the monster that drags me to 
her presence without asking whether J have strength 
enough to keep up with his flight.—Who is she? Did 
you know her as achild? Was she ever born? Had 
she parents? Was she conceived by the union of sun 
and ice ?—She freezes and she burns; she comes forth 
and then vanishes like some coy truth; she attracts and 
repels me; she alternately kills and vivifies me; I love 
her and I hate her!—I cannot live thus. I must be 
either in heaven altogether, or in hell.’ 

Pastor Becker, his refilled pipe in one hand and in the 
other the stopper, listened to Wilfrid with a mysterious 
expression, glancing occasionally at his daughter, who 
seemed to understand this speech, in harmony with the 
being it referred to. Wilfrid was as splendid as Hamlet 
struggling against his father’s ghost, to whom he speaks 
when it rises visible to him alone amid the living. 

‘This is very much the tone of a man in love,’ said 
the good man simply. 

In love!’ cried Wilfrid, ‘ yes, to ordinary apprehen- 
sions; but, my dear Mr. Becker, no words can describe 
the frenzy with which I rush to meet this wild creature.’ 
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‘Then you do love her?’ said Minna reproachfully. 

‘Mademoiselle, I endure such strange agitation when 
I see her, and such deep dejection when I see her not, 
that in any other man they would be symptoms of love ; 
but love draws two beings ardently together, while 
between her and me a mysterious gulf constantly yawns, 
which chills me through when I am in her presence, but 
of which I cease to be conscious when we are apart. I 
leave her each time in greater despair; I return each 
time with greater ardour, like a scientific inquirer seek- 
ing for Nature’s secrets and for ever baffled;: like a 
painter who yearns to give life to his canvas, and wrecks 
himself and every resource of art in the futile attempt.’ 

‘Yes, that strikes me as very true,’ said the girl. 

‘ How should you know, Minna ?’ asked the old man. 

‘Ah! father, if you had been with us this morning to 
the summit of the Falberg, and had seen her praying, 
you would not ask me. You would say, as Wilfrid did 
the first time he saw her in our place of worship, “ She 
is the Spirit of Prayer !”’’ 

A few moments of silence ensued. 

‘It is true!’ cried Wilfrid. ‘She has nothing in 
common with the creatures who writhe in the pits of 
this world.’ 

‘On the Falberg!’ the old pastor exclaimed. ‘ How 
did you manage to get there ?’” 

‘I do not know,’ said Minna. ‘The expedition is 
to me now like a dream of which only the remembrance 
survives. I should not believe in it, perhaps, but for this 
substantial proof.’ 

She drew the flower from her bosom and showed it to 
him. ‘They all three fixed their eyes on the pretty saxi- 
frage, still quite fresh, which under the gleam of the 
lamps shone amid the clouds of smoke like another light. 

‘This is supernatural,’ said the old man, seeing a 
flower in bloom in the winter. 

‘ An abyss!’ cried Wilfrid, fevered by the perfume. 
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©The flower fills me with rapture,’ said Minna, ‘I 
fancy I can still hear his speech, which is the music of the 
mind, as I still see the light of his gaze, which is love.’ 

‘ Let me entreat you, my dear Pastor Becker, to relate 
the life of Seraphita—that enigmatical flower of humanity 
whose image I see in this mysterious blossom.’ 

‘My dear guest,’ said the minister, blowing a puff of 
tobacco-smoke, ‘to explain the birth of this being, it 
will be necessary to disentangle for you the obscurest of 
all Christian creeds; but it is not easy to be clear when 
discussing the most incomprehensible of all revelations, 
the latest fame of faith, they say, that has blazed on our 
ball of clay.—Do you know anything of Swedenborg ?’ 

‘Nothing but his name. Of himself, his writings, his 
religion, I am wholly ignorant.’ 

‘Well, then, I will tell you all about Swedenborg.’ 


Ill 
SERAPHITA—SERAPHITUS 


AFTER a pause, while the pastor seemed to be collecting 
his thoughts, he went on as follows :—- 

‘Emanuel von Swedenborg was born at Upsala, in 
Sweden, in the month of January 1688, as some authors 
say, or, according to his epitaph, in 1689. His father 
was bishop of Skara. Swedenborg lived to the age of 
eighty-five, and died in London on the 29th March 
1772. Juse the word “died” to express a change of 
condition only. According to his disciples, Swedenborg 
has been at Jarvis and in Paris since that time.—Permit 
me, my dear friend,’ said the pastor, with a gesture to 
check interruption, ‘I am relating the tale without 
affirming or denying the facts. Listen, and when I 
have done you can think what you choose, I will warn 
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you when I myself judge, criticise, or dispute the 
doctrines, so as to show my intellectual neutrality 
between reason and the man himself. 

‘Emanuel Swedenborg’s life was divided into two 
distinct phases,’ Becker went on. ‘From 1688 till 
1745 Baron Emanuel von Swedenborg was known in 
the world as a man of vast learning, esteemed and 
beloved for his virtues, always blameless, and invariably 
helpful. While filling important public posts in Sweden, 
he published, between 1709 and 1740, several important 
books on mineralogy, physics, mathematics, and astro- 
nomy, which were of value in the scientific world. He 
invented a method of constructing docks to receive 
vessels ; he treated many very important questions, from 
the height of the flood-tide to the position of the earth 
in space. He discovered the way to construct more 
efficient locks on canals, as well as simpler methods for the 
smelting of metals. In short, he never took up a science 
without advancing it. \ 

‘In his youth he studied Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and 
the Oriental languages, and became so familiar with 
these tongues that several celebrated professors con- 
stantly consulted him, and he was enabled to discover 
in Tartary some traces of the earliest book of God’s 
Word, called the Book of the Wars of Fehovah, and of 
the Judgments mentioned by Moses (Numbers xxi. 14, 
15), by Joshua, Jeremiah, and Samuel. The wars of 
the Lord are said to be the historical portion, and the 
Judgments the prophetic portion, of this book, written 
prior to Genesis. Swedenborg even asserted that the 
Book of Jasher, or of the Upright, mentioned by Joshua, 
existed in Eastern Tartary with the worship by Cor- 
respondences. A Frenchman, I have been told, has 
recently confirmed Swedenborg’s anticipations by an- 
nouncing the discovery at Bagdad of several parts of 
the Bible unknown in Europe. 

‘In 1785, on the occasion of the discussion on animal 
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magnetism started in Paris, and raised almost throughout 
Europe, in which most men of science took an eager 
part, Monsieur de Thomé defended Swedenborg’s memory 
in a reply to the assertions so rashly made by the Com- 
missioners appointed by the King of France to inquire 
into this subject. These gentlemen stated that there 
was no theory accounting for the action of the lode- 
stone, whereas Swedenborg had made it his study so 
early as in 1720. Monsieur de Thomé took the 
opportunity to point out the reasons for the neglect in 
which the most celebrated savants had left the name of 
the learned Swede, so as to be free to plunder his 
volumes and use his treasures in their own works. 
“Some of the most illustrious,” said Monsieur de Thomé, 
alluding to Buffon’s Theory of the Earth, “are mean 
enough to dress in the peacock’s plumage without giving 
him the credit.” Finally, by several convincing quota- 
tions from Swedenborg’s encyclopedic writings, he 
proved that this great prophet had outstripped by many 
centuries the slow progress of human learning; and, 
indeed, to read his works is enough to carry conviction 
on this point. 

‘In one passage he is the precursor of the present 
system of chemistry, announcing that the products of 
organic nature can all be decomposed and resolved into 
two pure elements; that water, air, and fire are not 
elements; in another he goes in a few words to the 
heart of magnetic mystery, and thus anticipates Mesmer. 
—In short,’ said the minister, pointing to a long shelf 
between the stove and the window, on which were books 
of various sizes, ‘there are seventeen works by him ; one 
of them, published in 1734, Studies in Philosophy and 
Mineralogy, consists of three folio volumes. 

‘These books, which bear witness to Swedenborg’s 
practical knowledge, were given to me by Baron 
Seraphitus, his cousin, and Seraphita’s father. 

‘In 1740 Swedenborg sank into complete silence, 
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never relaxing it excepting to renounce temporal studies 
and to think exclusively of the spiritual world. 

‘He received his first commands from heaven in 
1745. ‘This is how he relates his call :— 

©“ One evening, in London, after he had dined, eating 
heartily, a thick mist filled the room. When the dark- 
ness cleared away, a being that had assumed a human 
form rose up in a corner of the room and said in a terrible 
voice, ‘Do not eat so much.’ He then fasted com- 
pletely. Next evening the same man was visible, 
radiant with light, and said to him— 

‘<¢¢T am sent by God, who has chosen thee to set 
forth to men the meaning of His word and His creation. 
I will dictate what thou shalt write.’” 

‘The vision lasted but a few minutes. The angel, 
he said, was clad in purple. 

‘During that night the eyes of his inner man were 
opened and enabled to see into the heavens, into the world 
of spirits, and into hell, three different circles, where he 
met persons he had known who had perished from their 
human state, some long ago, and some quite recently. 
From that time Swedenborg always lived the spiritual 
life, and remained in this world as a being sent from 
God. 

‘Though his mission was disputed by the incredulous, 
his conduct was visibly that of a being superior to 
human weakness. In the first instance, though limited 
by his means to the strictest necessaries, he gave away 
immense sums, and was known to be the means of 
restoring, in various commercial towns, some great houses 
of business that had failed, or were failing. No one who 
appealed to his generosity went away without being 
helped on the spot. An incredulous Englishman, going 
in search of him, met him in Paris, and he has recorded 
that Swedenborg’s doors were always left open. One 
day his servant complained of this neglect, which exposed 
him to suspicion if his master should be robbed, 
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‘Tet him make his mind easy,” said Swedenborg, 
smiling ; “‘I forgive him want of faith; he cannot 
see the guardian who keeps watch before my door.” 

‘And, in fact, in whatever country he might be 
living, his doors were never shut, and he never lost 
anything. 

‘When he was at Gothenburg, a town sixty miles 
away from Stockholm, three days before the news 
arrived of the great fire that raged at Stockholm, he 
had announced the hour at which it had begun, adding 
that his house was unharmed—which was true. 

‘The Queen of Sweden, when at Berlin, told the 
King, her brother, that one of her ladies being sum- 
monsed to repay a sum of money which she knew that 
her husband had returned before his death, being unable 
to find the receipt, had gone to Swedenborg and begged 
him to inquire of her husband where the proof of pay- 
ment could be. On the following day Swedenborg told 
her the place where the receipt was ; then, in accordance 
with the lady’s desire, he called upon the dead man to 
appear to his wife, and she saw her husband, in a dream, 
in the dressing-gown he had worn before his death, and 
he showed her the document in the place mentioned by 
Swedenborg, where in fact it lay hidden. 

‘One day, on sailing from London in the ship of a 
Captain Dixon, he heard a lady asking if there were a 
good stock of provisions on board. 

‘You will not need a very large quantity,” said he. 
“In a week, at two o’clock, we shall be in the port of 
Stockholm,” and it was so. 

‘The state of second sight, into which Swedenborg 
could pass at will in relation to earthly things, astonish- 
ing as it was to all who knew him, by its marvellous 
results, was no more than a weaker development of his 

ower of seeing into the skies. 

‘Of all his visions, those in which he travelled to 
other astral worlds are not the least curious, and his 
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descriptions are no doubt surprisingly artless in their 
details. A man whose great scientific acquirements are 
beyond question, who combined in his brain conception, 
will, and imagination, would certainly have invented 
something better if he had invented at all. Nor does 
the fantastic literature of the East contain anything that 
can have suggested the idea of this bewildering narrative 
full of poetic germs, if we may compare a work of faith 
to the writings of Arab fancy. 

‘The account of his being snatched up by the angel 
who guided him in his first voyage is sublime to a degree 
as far beyond the poems of Klopstock, Milton, Tasso, 
and Dante, as the earth, by God’s will, is from the sun. 
This chapter, which forms the introduction to his 
Treatise on the Astral Worlds, has never been published ; 
it remains among the oral traditions left by Swedenborg 
to the three disciples who were dearest to him. 
M. Silverichm has it in writing. Baron Seraphitus 
sometimes tried to tell me of it; but his memory of his 
cousin was so vivid that he stopped after a few words, 
and fell into a reverie from which nothing could rouse 
him. 

‘The discourse in which the angel proved to Sweden- 
borg that those planets are not created to wander unin- 
habited, crushes all human science, the Baron assured 
me, under the grandeur of its divine logic. 

‘According to the Seer, the inhabitants of Jupiter do 
not affect the sciences, which they call Shades ; those of 
Mercury object to the expression of ideas by words, 
which they think too material, and they have a language 
of the eye; those of Saturn are persistently tormented by 
evil spirits; those of the Moon are as small as chil- 
dren of six years old, their voice proceeds from the 
stomach, and they creep about ; those of Venus are of 
gigantic stature, but very stupid, and live by robbery ; 
part of that planet, however, is inhabited by beings of 
great gentleness, who live loving to do good. Finally, 
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he describes the customs of the people who dwell on 
those globes, and gives an account of the general purpose 
of their existence as part of the universe in terms so 
precise, adding explanations which agree so well with 
the effects of their apparent motion in the system of the 
universe, that some day, perhaps, scientific men will 
drink of these luminous founts. Here,’ said the pastor, 
taking down a volume and opening it at a page where a 
marker was placed, ‘these are the words which con- 
clude this great work: “If any one should doubt my 
having been transported to so many astral earths, let him 
remember my remarks as to distances in the other life. 
They exist only in relation to the external form of man; 
now I, having been inwardly constituted like the angelic 
spirits of those globes, have been enabled to know 
them.” 

‘The circumstances to which we owed the residence 
in this district of Baron Seraphitus, Swedenborg’s dearly 
loved cousin, made me intimately familiar with every 
fact of the life of that extraordinary man. 

‘Not long since he was accused of imposture in some 
European newspapers, which reported the following facts 
as related in a letter from the Chevalier Beylon. 
Swedenborg, “‘ informed,” it was said, ‘ by some senators 
of a secret correspondence between the late Queen of 
Sweden and her brother, the Prince of Prussia, revealed 
the contents to that Princess, leaving her to believe that 
he had acquired the information by supernatural means. 
A man of the highest credit, Monsieur Charles-Léonard 
von Stahlhammer, Captain of the King’s Guard and 
Knight of the Sword, refuted this calumny in a letter.”’ 

The pastor hunted through some papers in his table- 
drawer, found a newspaper, and handed it to Wilfrid, 
who read aloud the following letter :— 


‘Srocxuorm, May 13, 1788. 


‘I have read with astonishment the letter reporting 
D 
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the interview between the famous Swedenborg and 
Queen Louisa-Ulrica. All the circumstances are falsi- 
fied; and I hope the writer will pardon me if I show 
him how greatly he is mistaken, by giving here an exact 
account, of which the truth can be attested by several 
personages of distinction who were present, and who are 
still living. 

‘In 1758, not long after the Prince of Prussia’s death, 
Swedenborg came to Court; he was in the habit of 
doing so very regularly. No sooner did the Queen see 
him than she asked, ‘‘ By the way, Baron Assessor, have 
you seen my brother?” Swedenborg said he had not, 
and the Queen replied, “If you should see him, greet 
him from me.” 

‘She had no idea in saying this but of a jest; it did 
not occur to her to ask for any information concerning 
her brother. 

‘A week later—not twenty-four days, nor for a 
private audience—Swedenborg came again, but so early 
that the Queen had not yet left her own apartment, 
known as the white room, where she was chatting 
with her ladies of honour and other ladies about the 
Court. Swedenborg did not wait for the Queen to 
come out. He went into her private room and spoke 
in her ear. The Queen, quite astounded, turned faint, 
and it took some time to revive her. When she had 
recovered herself, she said to those about her, **God 
alone and my brother could know what he has just told 
me!” And she said he had spoken of her last corre- 
spondence with the Prince, of which the subject had 
been known to themselves only. 

‘TI cannot explain how Swedenborg gained his know- 
ledge of this secret ; but what I can aver on my honour 
is that neither Count H » as the author of the letter 
states, nor any one else, had intercepted or read the 
Queen’s letters. The Senate had at that time allowed 
her to write to her brother in the strictest confidence, 
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regarding the correspondence as a matter perfectly 
indifferent to the State. It is evident that the writer 
of that letter knew nothing of Count H ’s_char- 
acter. That distinguished gentleman, who did his 
country important service, combines with intellectual 
talent fine qualities of the heart, and his advanced years 
have not deteriorated his noble gifts. Throughout his 
official career he has been equally remarkable for enlight- 
ened political views and the most scrupulous integrity, 
and he was always the declared enemy of secret intrigues 
and covert devices, which he regarded as the basest means 
to any end. 

‘Nor did the writer know Swedenborg the Assessor ; 
the only weak point in this thoroughly honest man was 
his belief in apparitions and spirits; but I knew him for 
a long time, and I can positively state that he was as 
well assured that he certainly did talk and mingle with 
spirits as Iam at this moment of writing these lines. Asa 
citizen and as a friend, he was a man of absolute integrity, 
with a horror of imposture, and he led an exemplary life. 

‘Hence the account given of the incident by the 
Chevalier de Beylon is without foundation; and the 
visit said to have been paid to Swedenborg, at night, by 
Counts H and T is a pure invention. 

‘The writer of the letter may rest assured that I am 
anything rather than a follower of Swedenborg ; nothing 
but the love of truth has moved me to relate with 
accuracy a fact that has often been told with details 
that are incorrect ; and J affirm what I have here written 
to be the truth, and sign it with my name.’ 


‘The proofs of his mission given by Swedenborg to 
the families of Prussia and Sweden no doubt formed a 
basis for the belief he inspired in several personages of 
the two Courts,’ the pastor went on, replacing the 
newspaper in his drawer. ‘ At the same time, I cannot 
tell you all the facts of his material and visible life ; his 
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habits precluded their being exactly known. He lived in 
strict retirement, never trying to grow rich or to rise to 
fame. He was even remarkable for a sort of repugnance 
to proselytising ; he spoke freely to very few persons, and 
never communicated those gifts but to those who were 
conspicuous for faith, wisdom, and love. He could read 
at a glance the frame of mind in which each one 
approached him, and could make seers of those whom he 
desired to touch with his inward Word. 

‘ After the year 1745 his disciples never saw him do a 
single thing from a merely human motive. 

© One man only, a Swedish priest named Matthésius, 
accused him of madness. By a singular coincidence this 
Matthésius, the enemy of Swedenborg and his writings, 
went mad not long after, and was living a few years 
since at Stockholm on a pension allowed him by the 
King of Sweden. 

‘A discourse in honour of Swedenborg was composed 
with great care as to the details of his life, and read at 
a general meeting in the Hall of the Royal Academy 
of Sciences at Stockholm, by Monsieur de Sandel, 
Councillor to the College of Mines, in 1786. Finally, 
a deposition laid before the Lord Mayor of London 
testifies to the smallest circumstances of Swedenborg’s 
last illness and death under the ministrations of Pastor 
Férélius, a Swedish ecclesiastic of the highest respec- 
tability. The persons attesting declared that, far from 
recanting, Swedenborg always averred the truth of his 
writings. 

**In a hundred years’ time,” said he, “ my doctrines 
will govern the Church.” 

‘He foretold very precisely the day and hour of his 
death. On that day, Sunday, March 2gth, 1772, he 
asked what o’clock it was. 

¢¢¢ Five o’clock,” was the answer. 

©“ Tt is all over,” said he. ‘God bless you!” 

‘And ten minutes after he died quite calmly with a 
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gentle sigh. Thus, moderation, simplicity, and solitude 
were the features of his life. 

‘Whenever he had finished writing a treatise, he took 
ship to have it printed in London or in Holland, and 
never talked about it. He thus published twenty-seven 
works in all, written, as he declared, at the dictation of 
angels. Whether or no this be true, few men are 
capable of enduring this flaming language. 

‘Here they all are,’ said the minister, pointing to an 
upper shelf on which stood about sixty volumes. ‘The 
seven books on which the Spirit of God has shed its 
brightest light are :— The Delights of Wisdom in Conjugal 
Love ; Heaven and Hell; The Apocalypse Explained ; An 
Exposition of the Inward Sense; On the Divine Love ; 
The True Christian Religion ; The Angelic Wisdom of the 
Omnipotence, Omniscience, and Omnipresence of those who 
share the Eternity and Immensity of God. 

‘His explanation of the /pocalypse begins with these 
words,’ said the pastor, opening the volume that was 
lying near him: ‘“ Herein I have written nothing of 
my own; I have spoken at the bidding of the Lord, who 
said to John, by the same angel, ‘Thou shalt not seal the 
words of this prophecy.’” 

‘My dear sir,’ the good man went on, looking at 
Wilfrid, ‘ many a winter night have I quaked in every 
limb while reading the tremendous works in which this 
man sets forth the greatest marvels in perfect good faith. 

‘“<T have seen,” says he, ‘the heavens and the angels. 
The spiritual man sees spiritual man far more clearly than 
the earthly man sees earthly man. I obey the command 
of the Lord who hath given it to me todo. Men are 
free not to believe me; I cannot put others into the 
state into which God hath put me. It is notin my power 
to make them hold conversation with the angels, nor to 
work a miracle in predisposing their understanding ; they 
themselves must be the agents of their angelical exalta- 
tion. For twenty-eight years now I have dwelt in the 
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spiritual world with the angels, and yet on earth with 
men; for it hath pleased the Lord to open the eyes of 
my spirit as he opened the eyes of Paul, of Daniel, and 
of Elisha.” 

‘Certain persons, however, have had visions of the 
spiritual world through the complete severance of their 
external body and their inner man by somnambulism. 
In that state, Swedenborg tells us in his Treatise on Angelic 
Wisdom, man may be raised to celestial light, because, the 
physical senses being in abeyance, heavenly influences act 
on the inner man without interference. 

‘A good many persons who do not doubt that 
Swedenborg had celestial revelations, still do not regard 
all his writings as equally stamped with Divine inspira- 
tion. Others insist on a complete acceptance of 
Swedenborg, while confessing his obscurities ; but they 
think that it was the imperfection of earthly language 
that hindered the prophet in expressing his spiritual 
visions, so that such obscurities disappear before the eyes 
of those who are regenerate by faith; to use a striking 
expression of his favourite disciple’s, the flesh is begotten 
externally. 

‘To poets and writers he is infinitely marvellous; to 
seers it is all absolute truth. His descriptions have 
been a matter of scandal to some Christians; critics 
have laughed at the “celestial substance ” of his temples, 
his golden palaces, his magnificent mansions where 
angels flutter and play ; others have ridiculed his groves 
of mystical trees, and gardens where flowers have speech, 
where the air is white, and mystical gems—sardonyx, 
carbuncle, chrysolite, chrysoprase, cyanite, chalcedony, 
and beryl, the Urim and Thummim—are endowed with 
motion, express celestial truths, and may be questioned, 
since they reply by variations of light (True Religion, 
217, 218). Some very good men will not recognise his 
worlds where colours are heard in delicious concerts, 
where words are flames, and the Word is written in 


Seraphita 55 


inflected letters (Zrue Religion, 278). Even in the 
North some writers have made fun of his gates of pearl, 
of the diamonds with which the houses of his New 
Jerusalem are paved and furnished, where the humblest 
utensils are made of the rarest materials, 

‘“ But,” his disciples argue, ‘though such substances 
are sparely distributed in this world, is that any reason 
why they should not be abundant in another? On 
earth they are but earthly, while in heaven they are 
seen under celestial aspects in relation to the angelic 
state.” And Swedenborg would quote on such points 
the great words of Jesus Christ, “If I have told you 
earthly things and ye believe not, how shall ye believe 
if I tell you of heavenly things?” (John iii. 12.) 

‘I, sir, have read Swedenborg from beginning to end,’ 
the pastor went on, with an emphatic gesture. ‘I may 
say it with pride, since I have preserved my reason. As 
you read you must either lose your wits or become a 
seer. Though I have escaped both forms of madness, 
I have often felt unknown raptures, deep amazement, 
inward joy such as can only come of the fulness of 
truth, the evidence of heavenly illumination. Every- 
thing here below shrinks, dwindles, as the soul studies 
the burning pages of those writings. It is impossible 
not to be struck with astonishment on reflecting that 
within the space of thirty years this man published 
twenty-five quarto volumes on the truths of the 
spiritual world, written in Latin, the shortest con- 
taining five hundred pages, and all in small print. He 
left twenty more, it is said, in London, in the care of 
his nephew, M. Silverichm, formerly chaplain to the 
King of Sweden. Certainly the man who, between 
twenty and sixty, spent himself in publishing a sort of 
encyclopedia, must have had supernatural help to enable 
him to compose these prodigious treatises, at an age 
when the powers of man are beginning to fail. 

‘In these works there are thousands of propositions, 
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all numbered, none of them contradictory. Method, 
preciseness, and a collected mind are everywhere con- 
spicuous, all based on the one fact of the existence of 
angels. His True Religion, in which his whole dogma 
is summed up, is a work of powerful lucidity, and was 
conceived and carried out when he was eighty-three 
years of age. His ubiquity, his omniscience, have 
indeed never been disproved by his critics or his 
enemies. 

‘Nevertheless, even when I was soaked, so to speak, 
in this torrent of celestial illumination, God did not open 
my inward eye; I judged of these writings by the 
reason of an unregenerate man. I have often been of 
opinion that Swedenborg, the iuzspired, must have 
misunderstood the angels. I laughed at many visions, 
which, according to the seers, 1 ought reverently to 
believe in. I could not, for instance, appreciate the 
inflected writing of the angels, nor their belts of thicker 
or thinner gold. Though the statement, “‘ There are 
solitary angels,” at first struck me as singularly pathetic, 
I could not reconcile this loneliness with their manner 
of marriage. I did not see why the Virgin Mary should 
wear white satin robes in heaven. I dared question 
why the giant demons Enakim and Hephilim came 
again and again to fight with the Cherubim in the 
Apocalyptic fields of Armageddon. I fail to see how 
the Satanic and heavenly angels can still hold discussions. 
Baron Seraphitus replied to me that these details referred 
to the angels who are yet on earth in human form. 

‘The visions of the Swedish prophet are often dis- 
figured by grotesque touches. One of his Memorabilia 
—the name he gives them—begins with these words : 
‘<T saw the spirits met together, and they had hats on 
their heads.” In another of these Memorabilia he 
received from heaven a small paper on which, he says, 
he saw the letters used by primitive races, composed of 
curved lines with little rings curling upwards. For 
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clearer proof of this communication from heaven I 
should have liked him to deposit this document with 
the Royal Academy of Sciences at Stockholm. 

‘ After all, I may be wrong; the material absurdities 
that are scattered throughout his works have spiritual 
meanings perhaps. Otherwise, how can we account for 
the growing influence of his doctrine? His followers 
now number more than seven hundred thousand souls, 
partly in the United States of America, where many 
sects have joined them in a body, and partly in England, 
where there are seven thousand Swedenborgians in the 
city of Manchester alone. Men no less distinguished 
by their learning than by their worldly rank—some in 
Germany, and some in Prussia and the North—have 
publicly adopted Swedenborg’s beliefs, which indeed are 
more consolatory than those of many another Christian 
communion. 

‘I should now like to expound to you in a few short 
words the capital points of the doctrines set forth by 
Swedenborg to his Church; but such an abridgement, 
from memory, would necessarily be defective. I can, 
therefore, only enlarge on the arcana connected with 
the birth of Seraphita.’ 

Here the pastor paused while meditating apparently 
to collect his reminiscences, and then he went on :— 

‘Having proved mathematically that man shall live for 
ever in an upper or a lower sphere, Swedenborg gives 
the title of angelic spirits to such beings as, in this 
world, are prepared for heaven, where they become 
angels. According to him, God did not create angels 
independently ; there are none but those who have been 
human beings on earth. ‘Thus the earth is the nursery 
ground for heaven. The angels are not angels by 
original nature; they are transformed into angels by an 
intimate union with God which God never refuses, the 
very essence of God being never negative, but always 
active (Angelic Wisdom). 


58 Seraphita 


‘Angelic spirits, then, go through three natures of 
love, for man can only be regenerate by stages (True 
Religion). First, love of self: the supreme expression of 
it is human genius, of which the works are worshipped. 
Next, love of the world at large, which produces 
prophets and those great men whom the earth accepts 
as guides, and hails as divine. Finally, love of heaven, 
which forms angelic spirits. These spirits are, so to 
speak, the flowers of humanity, which is epitomised, and 
strives to be epitomised, in them. “They must have 
either the love or the wisdom of heaven ; ,but they must 
dwell in that love before they dwell in wisdom. Thus 
the first transformation of man is to love. To achieve 
this first grade, in his previous existences he must have 
gone through hope and charity, which engender in him 
the gifts of faith and prayer. The ideas gained by the 
exercise of these virtues are transmitted to each new — 
human embodiment within which the metamorphoses of 
the inner man are hidden. Nothing avails separately ; 
hope is inseparable from charity, faith from prayer; the 
four faces of this figure areequally important. ‘‘ For lack 
of one virtue,” says he, ‘‘ the angelic spirit is as a flawed 
pearl.” ‘Thus each existence is a sphere into which are 
absorbed the celestial treasures of the former one. The 
great perfection of the angelic spirits comes of this 
mysterious progress, by which nothing is lost of the 
qualities successively acquired till they attain to their 
most glorious incarnation ; for, at every fresh transforma- 
tion, they unconsciously lose something of the flesh and 
its works. 

‘When he lives in love man has thrown off all his 
evil passions ; hope, charity, faith, and prayer have, to 
use the word of Isaiah, winnowed his inner man, which 
must no longer be polluted by any earthly affection. 
Hence the great lesson in Saint Luke, “ Provide your- 
selves a treasure in the heavens that faileth not,” and the 
teaching of Jesus Christ that we should leave this world 
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to men, for it is theirs, and purify ourselves and go to the 
Father. 

‘The second transformation is to wisdom. Wisdom 
is that apprehension of heavenly things to which the 
spirit rises through love. ‘The spirit of love has triumphed 
over force; as a result of having conquered every earthly 
passion, he loves God blindly ; but the spirit of wisdom 
has intelligence and knowledge of why he loves. The 
wings of the first are spread and bear him up to God; 
the wings of the second are folded in awe derived from 
knowledge: he knows God. One incessantly desires to 
see God, and soars up to Him; the other stands near to 
Him and trembles. 

‘The union of a spirit of love with a spirit of 
wisdom lifts the creature into the divine state in which 
the soul is woman and the body man—the final expression 
of humanity, in which the spirit is supreme over the 
form, and the form still contends with the divine 
spirit; for the form, which is the flesh, is ignorant and 
rebellious, and would fain remain gross. It is this 
supreme conflict, which gives rise to the inexpressible 
anguish which the heavens alone can see, and which 
Christ endured in the Garden of Olives. After death, 
the first heaven opens to receive this purified com- 
pound human nature. Thus men die in despair, while 
spirits die in ecstasy. Hence the natural state, in 
which are all unregenerate beings ; the spiritual state, in 
which are the angelic spirits; and the divine state, in 
which the angel dwells before bursting its husk, are 
the three degrees of existence by which man attains to 
heaven. 

‘ A sentence of Swedenborg’s will admirably explain to 
you the difference between the natural and the spiritual 
states: “To men,” says he, “the natural passes into 
the spiritual; they regard the world under its visible 
forms, and perceive it in a reality adjusted to their senses. 
But to the angelic spirit the spiritual passes into the 
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natural ; he regards the world in its inmost spirit, not 
under its outer form.” 

‘Hence our human sciences are but the analysis of 
form. The learned of this world are purely superficial, 
as their knowledge is; their inner man is of no avail 
except to preserve an aptitude for apprehension and 
truth. The angelic spirit goes far beyond this. His 
knowledge is the thought of which human science is 
the mere utterance; he derives a knowledge of things 
from the Word by studying the correspondences through 
which the worlds are harmonised with the heavens. The 
Word of God was written entirely by such correspon- 
dences ; it contains a hidden or spiritual meaning which 
cannot be understood without the study of correspon- 
dences. ‘There are,” says Swedenborg (Celestial 
Doctrine), “innumerable arcana in the inward meaning 
of the correspondences.” 

‘Those men who have laughed to scorn the books in 
which the prophets have treasured the Word, were in 
such a state of ignorance as men are in, who, in this 
world, knowing nothing of a science, mock the truths of 
that science. “To know the correspondences of the 
Word with heavenly things, to know the correspondences 
that exist between the visible and ponderable things of 
the earthly globe and invisible and imponderable things 
of the spiritual world, is to ““have the heavens in your 
understanding.” 

‘Every object of every creation proceeded from the 
hand of God, and has, therefore, necessarily a hidden 
meaning, as we see in those grand words of Isaiah, 
“The earth is as a garment” (Isaiah li. 6). This 
mysterious tie between the smallest atoms of matter and 
the heavens constitutes what Swedenborg calls a Celestial 
Arcanum. Indeed, his Treatise on the Celestial Arcana, in 
which he explains the correspondences or symbolism of the 
natural and spiritual, containing, as Jacob Boehm has it, 
the “sign and sealing of all things,’ contains no less than 
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thirteen thousand propositions, filling sixteen volumes. 
“This wonderful apprehension of correspondences which 
the grace of God vouchsafed to Swedenborg,” says one 
of his disciples, “‘is the secret of the interest taken in his 
works.” According to this commentator, “ everything 
is derived from heaven, everything returns to heaven. 
The prophet’s words are sublime and lucid ; he speaks in 
the heavens, and is understood on earth. A volume 
might be written on any one of his phrases.” And, 
among a thousand others, he quotes this text: “ The 
realm of heaven,” says Swedenborg (4rcana Celestia), 
“isthe realm of impulsion. Action takes form in heaven, 
and thence in the world, and by degrees in the minutest 
details of earthly life; earthly effects being thus con- 
tinuous with heavenly causes, the result in every case is 
correspondent and symbolica]. Man is the link of union 
between the Natural and the Spiritual.” 

‘ Angelic spirits, then, inevitably know the correspon- 
dences that link each earthly thing to heaven, and they 
know the inmost sense of the prophetic words which 
foretell their evolution. Thus, to these spirits every- 
thing here below has its hidden meaning. The smallest 
flower is a thought, a life answering to some feature of 
the Great Whole, of whom they have a persistent 
intuition. To them the adulteries and debauchery of 
which the Scripture and the Prophets speak, and which 
are often misapprehended by self-styled scribes, signify 
the state of the souls who in this world persist in debasing 
themselves with earthly affections, and so confirm their 
divorce from heaven. Clouds symbolise the veils that 
shroud God. ‘The candlesticks, the shewbread, the 
horses and riders, the whores, the jewels,—everything in 
the Scriptures has for them a super-sensual meaning, and 
reveals the future of earthly history in its relation to 
heaven. They can all enter into the truth of the declara- 
tions of Saint John, which human science demonstrates, 
and substantially proves at a later time, such as this, 
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“pregnant,” says Swedenborg, ‘“‘with many human 
sciences”: ‘*I saw a new heaven and a new earth, for 
the first heaven and the first earth were passed away” 
(Rev. xxi. 1). They know the suppers where “they eat 
the flesh of kings, and the flesh of captives, and the flesh 
of mighty men,” to which [the fowls] are bidden by an 
angel standing in the sun (Rev. xix. 17, 18). They see 
the woman with wings, clothed with the sun, and the man 
always armed. ‘The horse of the Apocalypse,” says 
Swedenborg, “is the visible image of the human intellect 
ridden by death, because it bears in itself the element 
of its own destruction.” Finally, they recognise the 
nations hidden under forms which, to the ignorant, seem 
grotesque. 

‘When a man is prepared to receive the prophetical 
insufflation of correspondences, the Spirit of the Word 
moves within him; he then sees that creations are but 
transformations ; it gives vitality to his intellect, and a 
burning thirst for truth which can only be quenched in 
heaven. In proportion to the greater or less perfection 
of his inner man he can conceive of the power of the 
angelic spirit; and guided by desire, the least perfect 
state of unregenerate man, he proceeds to hope, which 
opens before him the world of spirits, and thence to 
prayer, which is the key of heaven. 

‘What human creature could fail to desire to become 
worthy of passing into the sphere of those intellects that 
live in secret by love or wisdom? During their life 
on earth those spirits remain pure; they neither see, nor 
think, nor speak as other men do. 

‘There are two modes of perception—the external and 
the internal. Man is wholly external ; the angelic spirit 
is wholly internal. The spirit penetrates the sense of 
numbers; it masters them all and knows their meanings. 
It is lord of motion, and is one with everything by 
ubiquity: ‘ One angel is present to another whenever he 
will,” says the Swedish Seer (Angelic Wisdom concerning 


Seraphita 63 


Divine Love), for he has the power of escaping from the 
body, and sees the heavens as the prophets saw them, and 
as Swedenborg himself saw them. 

‘In this state,” he says, in the True Religion, “ the 
‘spirit of a man is borne from one place to another, his 
body remaining where it is, a state in which I lived for 
twenty-six years.” This is the meaning to be given to 
the Bible phrase, “ The Spirit carried me.” 

‘Angelic wisdom is to human wisdom what the 
numberless forces of Nature are to its action, which is 
single. Everything lives again, moves, and exists in the 
spirit, for it is in God, as it is expressed in these words 
of Saint Paul, Jn Deo sumus, movemur et vivimus (In 
God we live and move and have our being, Acts xvii. 
28). Earth offers no obstacle to it, as the Word offers 
no difficulties. Its nearness to the divine state enables 
it to see the thought of God veiled by the Word, just as 
the spirit dwelling inwardly can communicate with the 
hidden meaning of all the things of this world. Science 
is the language of the temporal world; love is that of 
the spiritual world. Man, indeed, describes more than 
he explains; while the angelic spirit sees and under- 
stands. Science saddens man; love enraptures the 
angel; science is still seeking, love has found. Man 
judges of Nature in relation to itself; the angelic spirit 
judges of it in relation to heaven. In short, to the 
spirits everything speaks. 

‘ The spirits are in the secret of the reciprocal harmony 
of creations; they are in accord with the spirit of sounds, 
with the spirit of colours, with the spirit of vegetable 
life; they can question minerals, and minerals reply to 
their thoughts. What, to them, are the learning and 
the treasures of earth when they can constantly command 
them by their sight, and when the worlds of which men 
think so much are for the spirits no more than the top- 
most step whence they will fly up to God? Heavenly 
love, or heavenly wisdom, are visibly with them, seen by 
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the elect in a halo of light that envelopes them. Their 

innocence, of which a child’s innocence is the external 
image, has knowledge which children have not; they 
are innocent, and they know. 

‘« And,” says Swedenborg, ‘‘ the innocence of heaven 
makes so deep an impression on the soul, that those who 
enjoy it feel a rapture which goes with them all through 
life, as I myself have experienced.” ‘It is enough, 
perhaps,” he says elsewhere, “to have the smallest 
inkling of it to transform one for ever, and, by desiring 
to go to heaven, to enter into the sphere of hope.” 

* His doctrine of marriage may be summed up in a few 
words :— 

‘“ The Lord took the beauty and grace of man’s life 
and infused them into woman. When man is disunited 
from this beauty and elegance of life, he is austere, sad, 
or savage ; when he is reunited to them, he is happy, he 
is complete.” 

‘The angels are for ever in the perfection of beauty. 
Their marriages take place with miraculous ceremonies. 
To such an union, from which no children are born, man 
brings Understanding, woman brings Will; they become 
one being—one flesh on earth; then, after putting on 
the heavenly body, they go to heaven. On earth, in the 
natural state, the mutual affection of the two sexes leads 
to lust, which is an effect, producing fatigue and disgust ; 
but in their heavenly form, the pair, having become one 
spirit, finds in itself a cause of perpetual joys. Swedenborg 
had seen such an union of spirits, who, as Saint Luke has 
written, ‘neither marry nor are given in marriage,” and 
this union leads to none but spiritual pleasures. An 
angel offered to take him to witness such a marriage, 
and bore him away on his wings; the wings are only 
symbolical, and not an earthly reality. He clothed him 
in his festal garment; and Swedenborg, seeing himself 
arrayed in light, asked the reason. - 

‘On such occasions,” replied the angel, “our robes 
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light up and shine and are nuptial garments” (The 
Delight of Wisdom in Conjugal Love). 

‘He then saw two angels who came—one from the 
South, and the other from the East. The angel from 
the South rode in a chariot drawn by two white horses, 
whose reins were of the colour and the radiance of the 
morning ; but when they came close to him in heaven, 
he saw no more of the chariot or horses. The angel 
from the East, clothed in purple, and the angel from the 
South, in hyacinth colour, rushed together like two 
breaths of wind, and were one; one was an angel of 
Love, and the other an angel of Wisdom. Swedenborg’s 
guide told him that on earth these two angels had been 
bound by an inward sympathy, and constantly united, 
though divided by space. Consent, which is the essence 
of happy marriage on earth, is the habitual condition of 
angels in heaven. Love is the light of their world. 

‘The perpetual ecstasy of the angels is produced by 
the faculty, bestowed on them by God, of giving back 
to Him the joy they have in Him. This reciprocity of 
the infinite constitutes their life. In heaven they too 
become infinite by partaking of the essential nature of 
God, who is self-subsistent. Such is the vastness of the 
heavens where the angels dwell, that if man were 
endowed with vision as constantly rapid as the trans- 
mission of light from the sun to the earth, and if he 
gazed through all eternity, his eyes would find no 
horizon to rest on. Light alone can be an emblem of 
the joys of heaven. “It is,” says he (Angelic Wisdom), 
“an effuence of the virtue of God, a pure emanation 
from His glory, compared to which our most brilliant day 
is dark. It is omnipotent, it renews everything, and 
cannot be absorbed ; it surrounds the angel, putting him 
into contact with God by infinite joys which are felt to 
multiply and reproduce themselves to infinity. This 
light kills the man who is not prepared to receive it. 
No one on earth, or indeed in the heavens, can look on 
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God and live. This is why it is written (Exodus xix. 
12, 21-23), “Set bounds unto the people round about 
[the Mount] ...lest they break through . . . and many 
of them perish.” And again (Exodus xxxiv. 29-35), 
“When Moses came down with the two tables of 
testimony, the skin of his face shone, and Moses put 
a vail upon his face till he had done speaking with the 
people.” The Transfiguration of Jesus Christ also testi- 
fies to the light shed by a messenger from heaven and 
the extreme joy of the angels in being for ever bathed in 
it. ‘His face,” says Saint Matthew (xvii. 2), “did shine 
as the sun, and His raiment was as white as the light... 
and a bright cloud overshadowed the disciples.” 

‘When a planet is inhabited only by beings who 
reject the Lord and misprize His Word, when the 
angelic spirits have gathered from the four winds, God 
sends a destroying angel to alter the whole mass of that 
rebellious world, which, in the vast spaces of the uni- 
verse, is to Him what an infertile seed is in the natural 
world. As he approaches that globe, the destroying 
angel, riding on a cornet, reverses it on its axis and 
makes the continents become the bottom of the sea, the 
highest mountains then are islands, and the lands hitherto 
covered by the seas reappear in all their freshness, 
obeying the laws of Genesis; thus the Word of God is 
in power once more on a new earth, which everywhere 
shows the effects of terrestrial waters and celestial fires. 
The light the angel brings down from heaven makes 
the sun pale. Then, as Isaiah saith (ii. 10, 19), men 
will enter into the holes of the rocks and hide them- 
selves in the dust. ‘*’They will cry to the mountains 
and rocks, Fall on us, and hide us from the wrath of 
the Lamb” (Rev. vi. 16). The Lamb is the great 
emblem of the angels who are unrecognised and perse- 
cuted on earth. 

‘Christ Himself hath said, “Blessed are they that 
mourn! Blessed are the meek! Blessed are the peace- 
makers.” All Swedenborg is there: Suffer, believe, and 
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love. To love truly, must we not have suffered ; must 
we not believe? Love begets strength, and strength 
gives wisdom; this is intelligence, for strength and 
wisdom include will. Is not true intellect composed of 
knowledge, will, and wisdom, the three attributes of the 
angelic spirit ? 

‘If the universe has a meaning, that surely is the 
worthiest of God,’ said Monsieur Saint-Martin to me 
when I saw him during his visit to Sweden. 

‘ But,’ the minister went on, after a pause, ‘of what 
value can these shreds be, snatched from a work so vast 
that the only way to give you an idea of it is to com- 
pare it to a river of light, a torrent of lame? Whena 
man plunges into it, he is carried away by an over- 
whelming flood. Dante Alighieri’s poem seems a mere 
speck to the reader who will dive into the innumerable 
passages in which Swedenborg has given actuality to the 
heavenly spheres, just as Beethoven builds up palaces of 
harmony out of thousands of notes, and architects con- 
struct cathedrals of thousands of stones. He flings you 
up to infinite heights, where your mind sometimes fails 
to bear you up. It is necessary certainly to have a 
powerful brain if you are to come back sane and safe to 
our social notions. 

‘Swedenborg was especially attached to Baron Sera- 
phitz, whose name, according to an old Swedish custom, 
had from time immemorial taken the Latin suffix us. 
The Baron was the Swedish prophet’s most zealous 
disciple ; the eyes of his inner man had been opened by 
the Seer, who had prepared him to live in conformity 
with commands from on high. He was in search of a 
woman with the angelic spirit, and Swedenborg showed 
her to him in a vision. His bride was the daughter of a 
shoemaker in London ; in her, said Swedenborg, the life 
of heaven shone brightly, and she had gone through the 
first tests. After the prophet was translated, the Baron 
came to Jarvis to solemnise his heavenly nuptials in the 
practice of prayer. For my part, Sir, I, who am no seer 
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could only note the earthly life of the couple, and it was 
undoubtedly that of the saints whose virtues are the glory 
of the Roman Church. They alleviated the sufferings 
of the inhabitants, giving them a portion which does not 
suffice to live on without work, but which is then suffi- 
cient for their needs; those who lived with them never saw 
them moved to anger or impatience; they were invari- 
ably gentle and beneficent, full of amiability, gracious- 
ness, and true kindness; their marriage was the harmony 
of two souls in constant union. “Two eider-ducks in 
equal flight, a sound and its echo, the thought and the 
word, are but imperfect images of that union. Here 
they were loved by everybody with an affection which 
can only be compared to the love of plants for the sun. 

“The wife was simple in her manners and beautiful to 
behold ; her face was lovely, and her dignity worthy of 
the most august personage. 

‘In 1783, in the twenty-sixth year of her age, this 
woman bore a child ; it was a time of solemn rejoicing. 
The husband and wife took leave of the world, telling 
me that they had no doubt that they should be trans- 
formed when the child should have shed the garb of 
flesh, which would need their care until she should have 
received strength to live by herself. “The child was born, 
and was this Seraphita with whom we are just now con- 
cerned ; for the nine months before her birth her father 
and mother lived in greater retirement than before, 
uplifting themselves to heaven by prayer. Their hope 
was that they might see Swedenborg, and faith procured 
its fulfilment. On the day of Seraphita’s birth, Sweden- 
borg appeared in Jarvis, and filled the room where the 
babe was born with light. His words, it is said, were :— 

“¢ The work is accomplished ; the heavens rejoice ! ” 

‘The servants in the house heard strange sounds of 
music, brought, they declared, by the winds from the four 
points of the compass. 

‘The spirit of Swedenborg led the father out of the 
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house and out on the fiord, where it left him. Some 
men of Jarvis, going up to the Baron, heard him repeat- 
ing these soothing words from Scripture—“ How beauti- 
ful upon the mountains are the feet of him that bringeth 
good tidings!” ; 

‘I was setting out from the manse to go to the 
castle, intending to baptize the child, and carry out the 
duties enjoined on me by law, when I met the Baron. 

‘“¢'Your ministrations are superfluous,” said he ; “ our 
child is to be nameless on earth. You will not baptize 
with earthly waters one who has been bathed in fires from 
heaven. ‘This child will always be a flower; you will 
not see it grow old; you will see it pass away. You 
have existence, it has life; you have external senses, it 
has not ; it is wholly inward.” The words were uttered 
in a supernatural voice, which impressed me even more 
than the brightness of his face, which shed a radiance. 
His whole appearance was a realisation of the fantastic 
ideas we form of inspired men, as we read the prophecies 
in the Bible. Still, such effects are not rare in our 
mountains, where the nitre formed in the permanent 
snows produces singular effects on our persons. 

‘I asked him the cause of his agitation. 

¢¢¢ Swedenborg has appeared ; I have just parted from 
him ; I have breathed the air of heaven,” said he. 

‘“ Under what form did he appear to you?” I asked. 

¢“¢ Under his mortal aspect, dressed as he was the last 
time I saw him in London with Richard Shearsmith, 
near Coldbath Fields, in July 1771. He had on hisshot 
velveteen coat with steel buttons, a high waistcoat, a 
white cravat, and the same imposing wig, with heavy, 
powdered curls at the side, and the hair combed back 
from the forehead, showing that broad and luminous brow 
in harmony with his large, square face, so full of calm 
power. 1 recognised his nose with its open, ardent 
nostrils; the mouth that always smiled—an angel’s 
mouth, from which fell these words of promised happi- 
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ness, ‘We meet again, soon!’ And I felt the glory 
of heavenly love.” 

‘The conviction stamped on the Baron’s face pro- 
hibited any discussion; I listened in silence; his voice 
had an infectious fervour that warmed me to the core; 
his enthusiasm stirred my heart, as another man’s anger 
can thrill one’s nerves. I followed him, without speak- 
ing, home to his house, where I saw the nameless child 
lying mysteriously wrapped on her mother’s bosom. 
Seraphita heard me come in, and raised her head towards 
me; her eyes were not those of an ordinary infant; to 
express the impression they produced on me, I can only 
say they already saw and understood. 

‘ The childhood of this predestined being was marked 
by some extraordinary circumstances of climate. For 
nine years our winters were milder and our summers 
longer than usual. This phenomenon gave rise to much 
discussion among the learned; but their explanations, 
which seemed inadequate to the Doctors of the Academy, 
made the Baron smile when I repeated them to him. 

‘Seraphita was never seen perfectly nude, as children 
are sometimes; she was never touched by thejhand of 
man or woman; she lay spotless on her mother’s breast, 
and she never cried. Old David will confirm these facts 
if you question him about his mistress, for whom he feels 
such veneration as the king whose name he bears had 
for the Ark of God. 

‘At the age of nine the child began to be absorbed in 
prayer. Prayer is her life; you saw her in our church 
on Christmas Day, the only day she ever comes there. 
She is placed apart from the other worshippers by a con- 
siderable distance. If this space is not left about her, she 
is ill. Indeed, she spends most of her time indoors. The 
details of her life are, however, unknown ; she never 
shows herself; her faculties, her feelings are essentially 
inward ; she is commonly in the state of mystical con- 
templation, which, as Papist writers tell us, was familiar 
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to the first Christian recluses, in whom dwelt the tradi- 
tion of Christ’s teaching. Her understanding, her soul, 
her body, everything about her, is as virginal as the snow 
on our mountains. At ten years old she was what you 
see her now. 

‘When she was nine her father and mother died at the 
same instant without pain, without any visible malady, 
after naming the hour at which they should cease to 
breathe. She, standing at their feet, looked on them 
with a calm eye, displaying neither grief, nor pain, nor 
joy, nor curiosity ; her father and mother smiled at her. 

‘When we went in to carry away the two bodies, she 
said— 

“Take them away!” 

‘« Seraphita,” said I, ‘for we called her by that name, 
“fare you not grieved by your father’s and mother’s 
death? They loved you so well.” 

““ Dead?” said she. ‘ No, they are stillin me. This 
1s nothing,” she added, pointing to the bodies they were 
taking away. 

‘This was the third time I had seen her since her 
birth. It is difficult to see her in church; she stands 
near the pillar that supports the pulpit, in such a dark 
corner that it is hardly possible to discern her features. 

‘ Of all the servants of the house, none were left at the 
time of that event but old David, who, though he is 
eighty-two years old, manages to do all his mistress needs. 
Some of the people of Jarvis have strange tales about the 
girl. ‘Their stories having assumed some consistency in 
a land that is greatly addicted to mysteries, I set to work 
to study Jean Wier’s “ Treatise on Sorcery,” and other 
works on demonology, in which the effects on man of the 
supernatural (so called) are recorded, in search of facts 
analogous to what are ascribed to her : 

‘Then you do not believe in her?’ asked Wilfrid. 

‘Indeed, yes,’ said the pastor with simplicity, ‘in so far 
that I regard her as a most fantastic creature, spoilt by 


| 72, Seraphita 


her parents, who have turned her brain by the religious 
notions I have set forth to you.’ 

Minna shook her head in a gentle expression of 
negation. 

©Poor girl!’ the pastor went on, ‘she has inherited 
from her parents the fatal enthusiasm which misleads 
mystics and makes them more or less crazy. _ She fasts 
in a way that drives poor David to despair. The good 
old man is like some frail plant that trembles at a breath 
of wind and basks in the smallest gleam of sunshine. 
His mistress, whose incomprehensible hanguage he has 
adopted, is to him the breeze and sunshine; to him her 
feet are diamonds, her forehead crowned with stars; she 
moves environed by a white and luminous halo; her 
voice has an accompaniment of music; she has the gift 
of becoming invisible. Ask to see her; he will tell you 
that she is wandering through astral worlds. It is diffi- 
cult to believe such fables. Every such miracle, you 
know, is more or less like the story of the Golden Tooth : 
we have a Golden Tooth at Jarvis, that is all. 

‘For instance, Duncker, the fisherman, declares that 
he has seen her plunging into the fiord and coming to 
the surface in the form of an eider-duck, or walking on 
the waves during a storm. Fergus, who tends the herds 
on the seter, says that, in rainy weather, he has seen 
the sky always clear over the Swedish castle, and always 
blue over Seraphita’s head if she goes out. Several 
women hear the chords of an immense organ when 
Seraphita comes to church, and ask their neighbours 
quite seriously if they also do not hear it. 

‘However, my daughter, to whom Seraphita has 
taken a great fancy these two years past, has heard no 
music, and has not perceived the heavenly perfumes 
which embalm the air, they say, wherever she goes. 
Minna has often come home full of a simple girl’s 
admiration for the beauties of the spring; she is 
enraptured by the fragrance of the first tender larch 
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shoots, the fir-trees, and the flowers they have enjoyed 
together; but after our long winter nothing can be 
more natural than such intense delight. There is 
nothing very remarkable in the conversation of that 
being, is there, my child?’ 

‘His secrets are not mine,’ replied Minna. ‘* When 
I am with him, I know all things; away from him, I 
know nothing; with him, I cease to be myself; away 
from him, I forget that more perfect life. Seeing him 
is as a dream, of which my remembrance depends on his 
will. I may have heard, when with him, the music of 
which Bancker’s wife and Erikson’s speak, and forget it 
when we are apart ; I may have perceived those celestial 
perfumes and have beheld marvels, and yet know nothing 
of them here.’ 

‘ What has most surprised me since I first knew her,’ 
said the pastor to Wilfrid, ‘is that she should allow you 
to approach her.’ 

‘To approach her!’ said the stranger. ‘She has 
never allowed me to kiss nor even to touch her hand. 
The first time I saw her she abashed me by ‘her look, 
and said, “ You are welcome here; you were due to 
come.” It was as though she knew me. I trembled.— 
My fear makes me believe in her.’ 

* And my love,’ said Minna, without a blush. 

‘Are you making fun of me?’ said the pastor, 
laughing with good humour ; ‘ you, my child, in calling 
yourself a Spirit of Love; and you, sir, in making your- 
self out to be a Spirit of Wisdom ?’ 

He drank off a glass of beer, and did not observe a 
singular look which Wilfrid gave to Minna. 

‘Jesting apart,’ Becker went on, ‘I was greatly 
amazed to hear that those two crazy girls had gone 
to-day for the first time to the top of the Falberg; but 
is not that some exaggeration? The girls must have 
simply climbed some hill; the summit of the Falberg is 
inaccessible.’ 
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‘Father,’ said Minna, in some agitation, * 1 must then 
have been in the power of the demon; for I climbed 
the Falberg with him.’ 

‘This is a serious matter,’ said the pastor. ‘ Minna 
has never told a lie.’ 

‘My dear sir,’ said Wilfrid, ‘I can assure you, 
Seraphita exerts the most extraordinary power over me ; 
I know not what words can give any idea of it. She 
has told me things which no one but I could know.’ 

‘Somnambulism!’ cried the old man. ‘ Various 
cases of that kind are reported by Jean Wier as 
phenomena easy to account for, and known of old in 
Egypt.’ 

‘Lend me the theosophical works of Swedenborg,’ 
said Wilfrid. ‘1 long to plunge into those lakes of 
light ; you have made me thirst for them.’ 

Pastor Becker handed a volume to Wilfrid, who 
immediately began to read. It was about nine o’clock 
in the evening. ‘The maid had just brought in the 
supper, and Minna made the tea. The meal ended, all 
three sat silently occupied ; the pastor read Jean Wier’s 
‘Treatise on Demonology’; Wilfrid lost himself in the 
study of Swedenborg ; Minna sewed and dreamed over 
her recollections. It was a thoroughly Norwegian 
scene, a peaceful, studious evening, full of thought—a 
flower under the snow. Wilfrid, as he read the 
writings of the prophet, was alive only to his inward 
senses. Now and again the pastor, with a half-serious, 
half-ironical gesture, pointed him out to Minna, who 
smiled rather sadly. ‘To Minna, Seraphitus smiled down 
upon them, floating above the cloud of tobacco smoke 
in which they were wrapped. 

Midnight struck. Suddenly the outer door was 
violently pushed open; heavy but hasty steps, the steps 
of a terrified old man, were heard in the sort of small 
hall between the two doors. ‘Then David burst into 
the room. 
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©Violence! Violence!’ he cried. ‘Come! all of 
you, come! The Satans are unchained; they wear 
mitres of flame! Adonis, Vertumnus, the Sirens! 
They are tempting her as Jesus was tempted on the 
mountain. Come and drive them out.’ 

‘Do you recognise the language of Swedenborg, pure 
and unmixed ?’ said the pastor, laughing. 

But Wilfrid and Minna were gazing in terror at old 
David, who, with streaming hair and wild eyes, his legs 
trembling, and covered with snow, stood shaking as if 
he were buffeted by a stormy wind. 

‘What has happened ?’ asked Minna. 

‘Well, the Satans hope and purpose to conquer her.’ 

The words made Wilfrid’s heart beat. 

‘For nearly five hours she has been standing up with 
her eyes raised to heaven, her arms uplifted; she is in 
torment; she calls upon God. I cannot cross the line ; 
hell has set Vertumni to guard it. They have raised a 
barrier of iron between her and her old David. If she 
wants me, what can I do? Help me! Come and 
pray !’ 

The poor old man’s despair was terrible to behold. 

‘The glory of God protects her; but if she were to 
yield to violence?’ he said, with persuasive good 
faith. 

‘Silence, David, do not talk so wildly. These are 
facts to be verified.—We will go with you,’ said the 
pastor, ‘and you will see that there are neither Vertumni 
in the house, nor Satans, nor Sirens.’ 

‘Your father is blind,’ David whispered to Minna. 

Wilfrid, on whom his first reading of a treatise by 
Swedenborg, hasty as it had been, had produced a 
powerful effect, was already in the passage putting on 
his snow-shoes, Minna was ready inamoment. ‘They 
rushed off to the Swedish Castle, leaving the two old 
men to follow. 

‘Do you hear that cracking ?’ said Wilfrid, 
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‘The ice is moving in the fiord,’ said Minna; 
‘the spring will soon be here.’ 

Wilfrid said no more. When they were in the 
courtyard, they both felt that they had no right, no 
strength, to enter the house. 

‘What do you think of her?’ asked Wilfrid. 

‘What a blaze of light!” cried Minna, standing in 
front of the drawing-room window. ‘There he is— 
great God! and how beautiful! Oh, my Seraphitus, 
take me to thee!’ 

The girl’s outcry was inward and inaudible. She saw 
Seraphitus standing lightly shrouded in an opal-tinted 
mist, which was diffused for a short distance all about 
the apparently phosphorescent body. 

© How lovely she is!’ was Wilfrid’s mental exclama- _ 
tion. 

Pastor Becker now came up with David; he saw his 
daughter and the stranger in front of the window, came 
close to them, looked into the room, and said— 

‘Well, David, she is saying her prayers.’ 

‘But try to go in, sir.’ 

‘Why disturb her when she is praying ?’ replied the 
pastor. 

At this moment a ray of moonlight from beyond the 
Falberg fell on the window. They all looked round, 
startled by this natural phenomenon; but when they 
turned again to look at Seraphita, she had vanished. 

‘That is strange!’ said Wilfrid in surprise. 

‘But I hear exquisite strains,’ said Minna. 

‘Well, what next?’ said the pastor ; ‘she is going to 
bed, no doubt.’ 

David had gone in. They walked home in silence ; 
all three interpreted this vision in a different sense. 
Pastor Becker felt doubt; Minna felt adoration; 
Wilfrid, desire. 


Wilfrid was a man of six-and-thirty. Though built 
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on a large scale, he was not ill proportioned. He was of 
a middle height, like most men who are superior to the 
common herd; his chest and shoulders were broad, and 
his neck was short, as in men whose heart is near their 
head ; he had thick, fine black hair, and his eyes, of a 
tawny brown, had a sunny sparkle in them that showed 
how eagerly his nature absorbed light. If his strong 
and irregular features were lacking in that internal calm 
which is given by a life free from storms, they revealed 
the inexhaustible forces of ardent senses and instinctive 
appetites ; just as his movements showed the perfection 
of physical structure, adaptability of nature, and re- 
sponsive action. This man might hold his own with 
the savage ; might hear, as he does, the footfall of the 
enemy in the depths of the forest, scent his trail in the 
air, and see a friendly signal on the remote horizon. 
His sleep was light, like that of creatures alert against 
surprise. His frame quickly adapted itself to the 
climate of any country whither his stormy life might 
lead him. Art and Science alike would have admired 
this organisation as a sort of human model; everything 
was truly balanced, heart and movement, intelligence 
and will. 

At first sight he might seem to be classed with those 
purely instinctive beings who abandon themselves 
wholly to material needs; but, early in life, he had 
made his way in the social world to which his feelings 
had committed him; reading had raised his intelligence, 
meditation had improved his mind, science had expanded 
his understanding. He had studied the laws of 
humanity, and the play of interests moved to action by 
the passions, and he seemed to have been long familiar 
with the abstract notions on which society is founded. 
He had grown pale over books, which are human actions 
in death ; he had kept late hours in the midst of festivities 
in many a European capital; he had waked up in many 
strange beds; he had slept perhaps on a battlefield on 
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the night before the fight, and the night after a victory ; 
his tempestuous youth might have tossed him on to the 
deck of a pirate ship in the most dissimilar quarters of 
the globe; thus he was experienced in living human 
action. So he knew the present and the past; both 
chapters of history—that of the elder and that of the 
present time. 

Many men have been, like Wilfrid, equally strong 
of hand, heart, and brain; and, like him, they have 
generally misused this threefold power. 

But though this man’s outward husk was still akin to 
the scum of humanity, he certainly belonged no less to 
the sphere where force is intelligent. Notwithstanding 
the wrappers in which his soul was shrouded, there 
were in him those indescribable symptoms visible to the 
eye of the pure-hearted, of children whose innocence has 
never felt the blighting breath of evil passions, of old 
men who have triumphed over theirs; and these signs 
revealed a Cain to whom hope yet remained, and who 
seemed to be seeking absolution at the ends of the 
earth. Minna suspected the slave of glory in this man; 
Seraphita recognised it; both admired and pitied him. 
Whence had they this intuition? Nothing can be 
simpler or, at the same time, more extraordinary. As 
soon as man desires to penetrate the secrets of nature, 
where there is no real secret, all that is needed is sight ; 
he can see that the marvellous is the outcome of the 
simple. 

‘Seraphitus,” said Minna, one evening a few days after 
Wilfrid’s arrival at Jarvis, ‘you read this stranger’s soul, 
while I have only a vague impression of him. He 
freezes or he warms me; but you seem to know the 
reason of this frost and this heat; you can tell me, for 
you know all about him.’ 

‘Yes, I have seen the causes,’ said Seraphitus, his 
heavy eyelids closing over his eyes. 

‘By what power ?’ asked the inquisitive Minna. 
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‘T have the gift of specialism,’ he replied. ‘Specialism 
constitutes a sort of inward vision which penetrates all 
things, and you can understand its processes only by a 
comparison. In the great cities of Europe, where works 
of art are produced by which the human hand endeavours 
to represent the effects of moral nature as well as those 
of physical nature, there are some sublime geniuses who 
express their ideas in marble. ‘The sculptor works on 
the marble; he shapes it, and puts into it a world of 
thought. There are such marbles to which the hand of 
man has given the power of representing a wholly 
sublime or a wholly evil aspect of humanity ; most be- 
holders see in these a human figure and nothing more; 
others, a little higher in the scale of human beings, 
discern some part of the thoughts rendered by the 
sculptor, and admire the form; but those who are 
initiated into the secrets of Art are in sympathy with 
the sculptor ; when they see his work they recognise in 
it the whole world of his thoughts. These are the 
princes of Art; they bear in themselves a mirror in 
which nature is reflected with all its most trifling 
details. 

‘Well, in me there is a mirror in which moral nature 
is reflected with all its causes and effects. I can read 
the past and the future by thus looking into the con- 
science. You still ask me how? Suppose the marble 
to be a man’s body, and the sculptor to be feeling passion, 
vice, or crime, virtue, error, or repentance; then you 
will understand how I could read the stranger’s soul, 
though you will not understand specialism ; to imagine 
what that gift is you must possess it.’ 

Though Wilfrid was akin to both the primitive and 
widely different types of men—men of might and men 
of mind—his excesses, his stormy life, and his sins had 
often shown him the way of faith; for doubt has two 
sides—the side of light and the side of darkness, Wil- 
frid had too thoroughly squeezed the world in both its 
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aspects—matter and spirit—not to have felt the thirst of 
the unknown, the longing for the Beyond which comes 
to most men who have knowledge, power, and will. 
But neither his knowledge, nor his actions, nor his will 
had due guidance. He had escaped from social life from 
necessity, as a criminal flies to the cloister. Remorse, 
the virtue of the weak, could not touch him. Remorse 
is impotence; it will sin again. Only repentance is 
strong; it can end everything. But Wilfrid, in tra- 
velling through the world, which he had made his 
sanctuary, nowhere found balm for his wounds ; nowhere 
had he found a nature to which he could attach himself. 
Despair had dried up in him the wellspring of desire. 
His was one of those spirits which, having come to a 
conflict with passion, have proved themselves the stronger, 
and so have nothing left to clutch in their talons; spirits 
which, the opportunity failing them for putting them- 
selves at the head of their peers to trample a whole 
people under their horse’s hoofs, would pay the price of 
a dreadful martyrdom for the gift of a faith to be wrecked 
upon ; like lofty rocks waiting for the touch of a staff 
which never comes, to enable them to shed springs of 
running water. 

Tossed among the snows of Norway by one of the 
purposes of his restless and inquiring life, the winter 
had taken him by surprise at Jarvis. On the day when 
he first saw Seraphita, the meeting wiped out all memo- 
ries of his past life. This girl gave him such intense agita- 
tion as he had fancied was dead for ever. The ashes burst 
into flame again, and were blown away by the first 
breath of that voice. Who has known what it is to 
become young and pure again after growing cold with 
age and foul with impurities? Wilfrid loved suddenly, 
as he had never loved ; he loved in secret, with faith and 
awe and hidden frenzies. His life was disturbed to its 
very source at the mere thought of seeing Seraphita. 
When he heard her speak, he was borne away to unknown 
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worlds; he was dumb in her presence—she bewitched 
him. 

Here, under the snows, amid the ice-fields, this 
heavenly flower had blossomed on the stem—the flower 
to which his hopes went up, till now deceived, whose 
mere presence gave rise to the new aspirations, the ideas, 
the feelings, that crowd around us to lift us up to higher 
realms, as angels transport the elect to heaven in the 
symbolical pictures suggested to painters by some 
familiar spirit. Celestial odours softened the granite of 
this rock, light endowed with language poured forth the 
divine melodies which escort the pilgrim on his way to 
heaven. Having drained the cup of earthly love and 
crushed it with his teeth, he now saw the cup of election, 
sparkling with limpid waters, the chalice that gives a 
thirst for unfading joys to all who approach it with lips 
of faith so ardent that the crystal does not break at their 
touch. He had met with the walls of brass he had been 
seeking throughout the world that he might climb 
them. 

He flew to Seraphita, intending to express to her the 
vehemence of a passion under which he was plunging, 
like the horse in the story under the bronze rider 
whom nothing can move, who sits firm, and whose 
weight grows greater as the fiery steed tries to throw 
him. He went to tell her his life, to display the great- 
ness of his soul by the greatness of his sins, to show her 
the ruins in his desert. But as soon as he had entered 
the precincts, and found himself in the vast domain sur- 
veyed by those eyes whose heavenly blue knew no limits 
in the present or in the past, he became as calm and 
submissive as a lion when, rushing on his prey in the 
African plain, he scents a love message on the wings 
of the breeze, and stands still. A gulf opened before 
him in which the words of his delirium were lost, and 
whence a voice came up that transformed him: he was 
. a boy again, a boy of sixteen, shy and bashful before this 
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maiden of the tranquil brow, this white creature whose 
immovable calm was like the stern impassibility of human 
justice. And the struggle had never ceased till this 
evening when, with a single look, she had at length 
stricken him down like a hawk, which, after describing 
bewildering spirals round its prey, makes it drop stunned 
before carrying it off to its eyrie. 

We have long struggles with ourself, of which the 
outcome is one of our actions; they are, as it were, the 
inner side of human nature. This inner side is God’s; 
the outer side belongs to men. 

More than once had Seraphita chosen to show 
Wilfrid that she knew that motley inner part which 
forms the second life of most men. She had often said 
to him, in her dove-like tone, when Wilfrid had vowed 
on the way up that he would carry her off to be his own 
possession, ‘ Why so much vehemence?’ Wilfrid, when 
alone, was strong enough to utter the cry of rebellion he 
had given vent to at Pastor Becker’s, to be soothed by the 
old man’s narrative. ‘This man—a mocker, a scorner— 
at last saw the light of a starlike belief rising in his 
darkness; he wondered whether Seraphita were not an 
exile from the upper spheres on her homeward road. 
He did not offer this Norwegian lily the homage of such 
idealisation as lovers of every land are apt to squander ; 
he really believed in her divinity. 

Why was she buried in the depths of this fiord? 
What was she doing there? Unanswerable questions 
crowded on his mind, What could happen between 
him and her? What fate had led him hither? 

To him Seraphita was the motionless statue, as light 
as a shade, that Minna had just seen standing on the 
brink of the abyss. Seraphita could thus confront every 
abyss, and nothing could hurt her; the line of her brow 
would be unmoved, the light in her eye would never 
tremble. His love, then, was without hope, but not 
without curiosity. 
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From the first moment when Wilfrid suspected the 
ethereal nature in this sorceress, who had told him the 
secret of his life in harmonious dreams, he resolved to 
try to subjugate her, to keep her, to steal her from 
heaven, where perhaps they awaited her. He would be 
the representative of humanity, of this earth, recapturing 
their prey. His pride, the only sentiment which can 
uplift a man for any length of time, would make him 
rejoice in that triumph for the rest of his life. At the 
mere thought his blood boiled in his veins, his heart 
swelled. If he could not succeed, he would crush her. 
It is so natural to destroy what you cannot get possession 
of, to deny what you do not understand, to insult what 
you covet. 

Next day Wilfrid, full of the ideas to which the 
extraordinary spectacle he had witnessed had naturally 
given rise, wanted to cross-question David, and came to 
see him, making a pretext of his wish for news of Sera- 
phita. Though Pastor Becker thought the poor old 
man was childish, the stranger trusted to his own 
perspicacity to guide him in discovering the grains of 
truth the old serving-man might drop in the torrent of 
his wandering talk. 

David had the rigid but undecided expression of a man 
of eighty; under his white hair his brow showed deep 
wrinkles, forming broken stratifications, and his whole 
face was furrowed like the dry bed of a torrent. All his 
vitality seemed to be concentrated in his eyes, where a 
spark still gleamed; but that light even was hidden 
behind clouds, and might be either the fitful activity of 
a feeble mind, or the stupid glare of intoxication. His 
slow, heavy movements betrayed the chill of old age, and 
seemed to communicate it to any one who gazed at him 
for long, for he had the strength of inertia. His narrow 
intelligence awoke only at the sound of his mistress’s 
voice, at the sight or the thought of her. She was the 
soul of this merely material wreck, When David was 
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alone you would have thought him a corpse; if Sera- 
phita appeared, or spoke, or was spoken of, the dead rose 
from the grave and recovered motion and speech. 

Never were the dry bones that the breath of God 
shall revive in the valley of Jehoshaphat—never was that 
Apocalyptic parable more vividly realised than in this 
Lazarus perennially called forth from the sepulchre by 
the voice of this young girl. His mode of speech, 
always highly figurative, and often incomprehensible, 
kept the villagers from talking to him; but they greatly 
respected a mind so far removed from the vulgar routine ; 
it commands the instinctive reverence of common folk. 

Wilfrid found David in the outer room apparently 
asleep, close to the stove. Like a dog recognising a 
friend’s approach, the old man opened his eyes, saw the 
stranger, and did not stir. 

‘ Well, where is she?’ asked Wilfrid, sitting down by 
the old man. 

David fluttered his fingers in the air to represent the 
flight of a bird. 

‘She is not still in pain?’ asked Wilfrid. 

‘None but those beings who are plighted to heaven 
can suffer without any diminution of their love; that is 
the seal of true faith,’ said the old man gravely, like an 
instrument responding to a chance touch. 

‘Who tells you to say that ?’ 

© The spirit.’ 

‘What happened, after all, last evening? Did you 
force your way past the Vertumni on guard? Did you 
steal in between the Mammons??’ 

‘ Yes,’ replied David, waking as if from a dream. 

The mist before his eye cleared off under a flash that 
came from within, and which made it grow gradually as 
bright as an eagle’s, as intelligent as a poet’s. 

‘What then did you see?’ asked Wilfrid, amazed at 
this sudden change. 

‘I saw Species and Shapes, I heard the Spirit of All 
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Things ; I saw the rebellion of the Wicked, I listened 
to the words of the Good. Seven devils appeared, seven 
archangels came down to them. The archangels stood 
afar, they were veiled, and looked on. The devils were 
close at hand, they glittered and moved. Mammon was 
there in a shell of pearl, in the guise of a beautiful naked 
woman ; his body was as dazzling as the snow, no human 
form can be so perfect ; and he said, “I am all pleasure, 
and thou shalt possess me! ”—Lucifer, the Prince of 
Serpents, came in his royal attire; he was as a man, as 
beautiful as an angel, and he said, “The human race 
shall serve thee!”—The Queen of the Covetous, she 
who never restores that which she has taken—the Sea 
herself appeared in her mantle of green ; she opened her 
bosom and showed her store of gems, she vomited trea- 
sures and offered them as a gift; she tossed up waves of 
sapphire and emerald; her creatures were disturbed, 
they came forth from their hiding-places and spoke ; 
the fairest of the pearls spread butterflies’ wings, she 
glistened, and spoke in sea-melodies, saying, “‘ We are 
both daughters of suffering, we are sisters; wait for me; 
we will fly together; I have only to be changed into a 
woman.” The bird that has the talons of an eagle and 
the legs of a lion, the head of a woman and a horse’s 
quarters—the Animal—crouched before her and licked 
her feet, and promised seven hundred years of plenty to 
this well-beloved daughter. 

‘The most formidable of all, the Child, came to her 
very knee, weeping, and saying, “Can you forsake me, 
so feeble and helpless? Mother, stay with me!” He 
played with the others, he shed idleness in the air; 
heaven itself might have yielded to his lament. ‘The 
Virgin of pure song brought music that debauches the 
soul. The Kings of the East passed by with their 
slaves, their armies, and their women; the Wounded 
clamoured for help, the Wretched held out their hands: 
“ Do not leave us, do not leave us!” was their cry. 
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‘I too cried, “ Do not leave us; we will worship you 
—only stay!” 

‘Flowers burst from their seeds, and wrapped her in 
perfume, which said, “Stay!” The Giant Anakim 
came down from Jupiter, bringing Gold and his com- 
rades, and all the Spirits of the astral worlds who had 
followed him, and they all said, “‘ We will be thine for 
seven hundred years.”’ At last Death got off his pale 
horse and said, “I will obey thee!” And they all fell 
on their faces at her feet; if you could but have seen 
them! They filled avast plain, and all cried to her, 
“We have fed thee; thou art our child; do not forsake 
us!” 

© Life came up from the red waters and said, “I will 
not desert thee!” Then, finding Seraphita speechless, 
she suddenly blazed like the sun, and exclaimed, “I am 
the Light !”—‘“* The light is there!” replied Seraphita, 
pointing to clouds where the archangels were astir. But 
she was worn out; Desire had broken her on the rack ; 
she could only cry aloud, ““ My God!” 

‘How many Angelic Spirits who have climbed the 
hill, and are on the point of reaching the summit, have 
stumbled on a stone that has made them fall and roll 
back into the depths !—Al] these fallen Spirits marvelled 
at her constancy; they stood there a motionless chorus, 
weeping, and saying, “‘Courage!” At last she had » 
triumphed over Desire, unchained to rend her in every 
Shape and Species. She remained praying; and when 
she raised her eyes, she saw the feet of the angels flying 
back to heaven.’ 

‘She saw the feet of the angels?’ repeated Wilfrid. 

‘ Yes,’ said the old man. 

Bi This was a dream that she told you?’ asked Wil- 
rid. 

‘ A dream as real as that you are alive,’ replied David. 
‘I was there.’ 

The old servant’s calm conviction struck Wilfrid, who 
went away, wondering whether these visions were at all 
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less extraordinary than those of which Swedenborg wrote, 
and of which he had read the evening before. 

‘If spirits exist, they must surely act,’ said he to 
himself as he went into the manse, where he found the 
pastor alone. 

‘ My dear Pastor,’ said he, ‘Seraphita is human only 
in form, and her form is unaccountable. Do not regard 
me as mad or in love: conviction cannot be argued 
away. Convert my belief into a scientific hypothesis, 
and let us try to understand all this. To-morrow we 
will go to see her together.’ 

‘And then?’ said the minister. 

‘If her eye knows no limitation of space, if her 
thought is the sight of the intellect, allowing her to appre- 
hend the essence of things and to connect them with 
the general evolution of the universe ; if, in a word, she 
knows and sees everything, let us get the Pythoness on 
to her tripod, and compel the eagle to spread its wings, 
by threats. Help me! I breathe a consuming fire; I 
must extinguish it, or be devoured by it. In short, I see 
my prey; | will have it.’ 

‘It will be a conquest difficult of achievement,’ said 
the minister, ‘ for the poor girl is ; 

fs 2’ said Wilfrid,’ 

‘ Mad,’ said the pastor. 

*T will not dispute her madness,’ said Wilfrid, ‘so 
long as you do not dispute her superiority. Dear Pastor 
Becker, she has often put me to the blush by her learn- 
ing. Has she travelled much?’ 

‘From her house to the fiord.’ 

‘She has never been away!’ cried Wilfrid. ‘Then 
she must have read a great deal?’ 

‘Not a page, not a jot. I am the only person in 
Jarvis who has any books. Swedenborg’s writings, the 
only works in the hamlet, are here; she has never 
borrowed a single volume.’ 

‘ Have you ever tried to converse with her ?’ 

© Of what use would it be?’ 
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“No one has dwelt under her roof?’ 

‘She has no friends but you and Minna; no servant 
but old David.’ 

‘And she has never learned anything of Science or 
Arti? 

‘From whom ?’ said the pastor. 

‘Then, when she discusses such matters very per- 
tinently, as she has often done with me, what would you 
infer ?? 

‘ That the girl may, perhaps, during all these years of 
silence, have acquired such faculties as were possessed by 
Apollonius of Tana, and by certain so-called wizards, 
who were burned by the Inquisition, which rejected the 
idea of second sight.’ 

© When she talks Arabic, what can you say?’ 

‘The history of medicine contains many accredited 
instances of women who spoke languages they did not 
understand.’ 

‘What can I do?’ said Wilfrid. ‘She knows things 
concerning my past life of which the secret lay in me.’ 

‘We will see if she can tell me any thoughts that I 
have never spoken to any one,’ said Pastor Becker. 

Minna came into the room. 

‘Well, my child, and how is your Spirit-friend ?’ 

‘ He is suffering, father,’ said she, bowing to Wilfrid. 
‘The passions of humanity, tricked out in their false 
splendour, tortured him in the night, and spread in- 
credible pomp before his eyes.—But you treat all these 
things as mere fables.” 

‘Fables as delightful to him who reads them in his 
brain as those of the Arabian Nights are to ordinary 
minds,’ said her father, smiling. 

‘Then, did not Satan,’ she retorted, ‘transport the 
Saviour to the summit of the Temple and show Him the 
kingdoms at His feet ?’ 

‘The Evangelists,’ replied Becker, ‘did not so effec- 
tually correct their text but that several versions exist.’ 
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© You, then, believe in the reality of these apparitions?’ 
Wilfrid asked of Minna. 

‘Who can doubt that hears him tell of them?’ 

‘Him ?—Who ?’ asked Wilfrid. 

‘He who dwells there,’ said Minna, pointing to the 
castle. 

‘ You speak of Seraphita?’ said Wilfrid, surprised. 

The girl hung her head, with a gentle but mischievous 
glance at him. 

‘ Yes, you too take pleasure in confusing my mind.— 
Who is she? What is your idea of her?’ 

‘What I feel is inexplicable,’ said Minna, colouring. 

‘You are both mad !’ said the pastor. 

‘Then we meet to-morrow,’ said Wilfrid, as he left. 


IV 
THE CLOUDS OF THE SANCTUARY 


‘THERE are spectacles to which all the material magnifi- 
cence at man’s command is made to contribute. Whole 
tribes of slaves or divers go forth to seek in the sands 
of the sea, in the bowels of the rocks, the pearls and 
diamonds that adorn the spectators. ‘These treasures, 
handed down from heir to heir, have blazed on crowned 
heads, and might be the most veracious historians of 
humanity if they could but speak. Have they not seen the 
joys and woes of the greatest as well as of the humblest? 
They have been everywhere—worn with pride at high 
festivals ; carried in despair to the money-lender ; stolen 
amid blood and pillage ; treasured in miracles of artistic 
workmanship contrived for their safe keeping. Except- 
ing Cleopatra’s pearl, not one has perished. 

The great and the rich are assembled to see a king 
crowned—a monarch whose raiment is the work of 
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men’s hands, but who, in all his glory, is arrayed in 
purple less exquisite than that of a humble flower. 
These festivities, blazing with light, bathed in music 
through which the words of men strive to be heard in 
thunder,—all these works of man can be crushed by a 
thought, a feeling. The mind of man can bring to his 
ken light more glorious, can make him hear more tune- 
ful harmonies, show him among clouds the glittering 
constellations he may question; and the heart can do 
yet more! Man may stand face to face with a single 
being and find in a single word, a single look, a burthen 
so heavy to be borne, a light so intense, a sound so 
piercing, that he can but yield and kneel. The truest 
splendours are not in outward things, but in ourselves. 

To a learned man, is not some secret of science a 
whole new world of wonders? But do the clarions of 
force, the gems of wealth, the music of triumph, the 
concourse of the crowd, do honour to his joy? No. 
He goes off to some remote nook, where a man, often 
pale and feeble, whispers a single word in his ear. That 
word, like a torch in an underground passage, lights up 
the whole of science. 

Every human conception, arrayed in the most attrac- 
tive forms that mystery can invent, once gathered round 
a blind man sitting in the mud by a roadside. The 
three worlds—the Natural, Spiritual, and Divine—were 
revealed to an unhappy Florentine exile; as he went he 
was escorted by the happy and by the suffering, by 
those who prayed and those who cursed, by angels and 
by the damned. When He who came from God, who 
knew and could do all things, appeared to three of His 
disciples, it was one evening at the common table of a 
poor little inn; there and then the Light broke forth, 
bursting material husks, and showing its spiritual power. 
They saw Him in His glory, and the earth clung to 
ae feet no more than as the sandals they could slip off 
them. 
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The pastor, Wilfrid, and Minna were all three excited 
to alarm at going to the house of the extraordinary 
being they proposed to question. ‘To each of them the 
Swedish castle was magnified into the scene of a 
stupendous spectacle, like those of which the composition 
and colour are so skilfully arranged by poets, where the 
actors, though imaginary to men, are real to those who 
are beginning to enter into the spiritual world. On the 
seats of that amphitheatre the pastor beheld arrayed the 
dark legions of doubt, his gloomy ideas, his vicious 
syllogisms in argument; he called up the various philo- 
sophical and religious sects, ever contentious, and all 
embodied in the shape of a fleshless system, as lean as the 
figure of Time as imagined by man—the old mower 
who with one hand raises the scythe, and in the other 
carries a meagre world, the world of human life. 

Wilfrid saw there his first illusions and his last hopes ; 
he imagined human destiny incarnate there and all its 
struggles ; religion and its triumphant hierarchies. 

Minna vaguely found heaven there, seen through 
a vista; love held up a curtain embroidered with 
mystical figures, and the harmonious sounds that fell on 
her ears increased her curiosity. Hence this evening 
was to them what the supper at Emmaus was to the 
three travellers, what a vision was to Dante, what an 
inspiration was to Homer; to them, too, the three 
aspects of the world were to be revealed, veils rent, 
doubts dispelled, darkness lightened. Human nature in 
all its phases, and awaiting illumination, could find no 
better representatives than this young girl, this man, 
and these two elders, one of them learned enough to be 
sceptical, the other ignorant enough to believe. No 
scene could be simpler in appearance or more stupendous 
in fact. 

On entering, shown in by old David, they found 
Seraphita standing by the table, on which were spread 
the various items constituting a Tea, a meal which takes 
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the place in the north of the pleasures of wine-drinking, 
reserved for southern lands. Nothing certainly betrayed in 
her—or in him—a wondrous being who had the power of 
appearing under two distinct forms, nothing that showed 
the various forces she could command. With a homely 
desire to make her three guests comfortable, Seraphita 
bid David to feed the stove with wood. 

‘Good evening, neighbours,’ said she. ‘Dear Pastor 
Becker, you did well to come; you see me alive, perhaps, 
for the last time. This winter has killed me.—Be 
seated, pray,’ she added to Wilfrid‘ And you, Minna, 
sit there,’ and she pointed to an armchair near the young 
man, ‘ You have brought your work, I see. Did you 
find out the stitch. The pattern is very pretty. For whom 
is it to be? For your father or for this gentleman?’ 
and she turned to Wilfrid. ‘We must not allow him 
to leave without some remembrance of the damsels of 
Norway.’ 

‘Then you were in pain again yesterday?’ asked 
Wilfrid. 

‘ That is nothing,’ she replied. ‘Such pain makes me 
glad ; it is indispensable to escape from life.’ 

‘Then you are not afraid of dying ?’ said the minister, 
smiling, for he did not believe in her illness. 

‘No, dear Pastor; there are two ways of dying—to 
some death means victory, to some it is defeat.’ 

‘And you think you have won?’ said Minna. 

‘Tdo not know,’ said she. ‘ Perhaps it is only a step 
more.’ 

The milky radiance of her brow seemed to fade, her 
eyes fell under her lids, which slowly closed. This 
simple circumstance distressed the three inquirers, who 
sat quite still, The pastor was the boldest. 

‘My dear girl,’ said he, ‘you are candour itself; you 
are also divinely kind. I want more of you this evening 
than the dainties of your tea-table. If we may believe 
what some people say, you know some most wonderful 
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things ; and ifso, would it not be an act of charity to clear 
up some of our doubts ?’ 

‘Oh yes!’ said Seraphita, with a smile. ‘They say that 
I walk on the clouds; I am on familiar terms with the 
eddies in the fiord ; the sea is a horse I have saddled and 
bridled; I know where the singing flower grows, 
where the talking light shines, where living colours 
blaze that scent the air; I have Solomon’s ring ; I ama 
fairy; I give my orders to the wind, and it obeys me 
like a submissive slave; I can see the treasures in the 
mine; I am the virgin whom pearls rush to meet, 
and 

‘And we walk unharmed on the Falberg,’ Minna 
put in. 

‘What, you too?’ replied the Being with a luminous 
glance at the girl, which quite upset her. ‘If I had not 
the power of reading through your brows the wish that 
has brought you here, should I be what you think I am?’ 
she went on, including them all in her captivating gaze, 
to David’s great satisfaction, and he went off rubbing his 
hands.—‘ Yes,’ she went on after a pause, ‘you all came 
overflowing with childish curiosity. You, my dear 
Pastor, wondered whether it were possible that a girl of 
seventeen should know even one of the thousand secrets 
which learned men seek diligently with their noses to the 
ground instead of with their eyes raised to heaven! Now, 
if I were to show you how and where plant life and animal 
life mingle, you would begin to doubt your doubts.— 
You plotted to cross-question me, confess?’ 

‘Yes, beloved Seraphita,’ said Wilfrid. ‘But is not 
such a desire natural to man?’ 

‘And do you want to worry this child?’ she said, 
laying her hand on Minna’s hair with a caressing 

esture. 

The girl looked up, and seemed to long to be merged 
in the Being before her. 

‘The word is given for all,’ the mysterious Being 
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went on very gravely. ‘Woe to him who should keep 
silence even in the midst of the desert, thinking that none 
would hear. Everything speaks, everything hears here 
below. The word moves worlds.—I hope, Pastor 
Becker, not to speak in vain. I know what difficulties 
trouble you most: would it not be a miracle if I could at 
once apprehend all the past experiences of your con- 
science? Well, that miracle will be accomplished.— 
Listen to me: you have never confessed your doubts in 
their full extent; I alone, immovable in my faith, can 
set them before you, and frighten you at your own 
image. You are on the darkest declivity of doubt. 
You do not believe in God, and everything on earth is of 
secondary importance to the man who attacks the first 
cause of everything. 

‘ Let us set aside the discussions thrashed out without 
result by false philosophers. Generations of Spiritualists 
have made no less vain efforts to disprove the existence 
of matter than generations of Materialists have made to 
disprove the existence of the spirit. Why these contests ? 
Does not man, as he is, afford undeniable proofs of both ? 
Is he not an union of matter and spirit? Only a mad- 
man can refuse to find an atom of matter in the human 
frame ; when it is decomposed, natural science finds no 
difference between its elements and those of other 
animals. ‘The idea which is produced in man by the 
power of comparing several different objects, on the 
other hand, does not seem to come within the domain of 
matter. On this I give no opinion; we have to deal 
with your doubts, not with my convictions. 

‘But to you, as to most thoughtful men, the relations 
which you have the faculty of discerning between 
things, of which the real existence is made certain to 
you through your senses, do not, I suppose, seem material. 
The natural Universe, then, of things and beings meets 
in man with the supernatural Universe of likeness or 
difference which he can discern between the innumerable 
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forms in nature—relations so various that they seem to 
be infinite ; for if, till the present day, no one has been 
able to enumerate the created things of this earth only, 
what man can ever enumerate their relations to each 
other? Is not the small fraction with which you are 
familiar, in regard to the grand total, as an unit to the 
infinite ? 

‘ Hence here you find yourself already made aware of 
the existence of the infinite, and this necessarily leads 
you to conceive of a purely spiritual sphere. Hence, 
too, man is in himself sufficient evidence of these two 
modes of life: Matter and Spirit. In him ends a finite, 
visible universe ; in him begins an infinite and invisible 
universe—two worlds that do not know each other. 
Have the pebbles of the fiord any cognisance of their 
relative shapes, are they conscious of the colours seen in 
them by the eye of man, do they hear the music of the 
ripples that dance over them? Let us then leap the 
gulf we cannot fathom, the unthinkable union of a 
material with a spiritual universe, the concept of a 
visible, ponderable, tangible creation, conterminous with 
an invisible, imponderable, intangible creation; absolutely 
dissimilar, separated by a void, united by indisputable 
points of contact, and meeting in a being who belongs to 
both! Let us, I say, mingle in one world these two 
worlds, which, in your philosophy, can never coalesce, 
and which, in fact, do coalesce. 

‘ However abstract man may call it, the relation which 
binds two things together must stampits mark. Where? 
On what? We have not now to inquire to what 
degree of rarity matter may be reduced. If that were 
indeed the question, I do not see why He who has linked 
the stars together at immeasurable distances by physical 
laws, to veil His face withal, should not have created 
substances that could think, nor why you will not 
allow that He should have given thought a body. 

‘To you, then, your invisible, moral, or mental universe, 
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and your visible, physical universe, constitute one and 
the same matter. We will not divide bodies from their 
properties, nor objects from their relations. Everything 
that exists, that weighs upon and overwhelms us from 
above and beneath us, before us or within us; all that 
our eyes or our minds apprehend, all that is named or 
nameless, must, to reduce the problem of Creation to the 
standard of your logic, be a finite mass of matter; if it 
were infinite, God could not be its master. Thus, 
according to you, dear Pastor, by whatever scheme you 
propose to introduce God, who is infinite, into this 
finite mass of matter, God could no longer exist with 
such attributes as are ascribed to Him by man. If we 
seek Him through facts, He is not; if we seek Him 
through reason, still He is not; both spiritually and 
materially God is impossible. Let us hearken to the 
word of human reason driven to its utmost consequences. 

‘If we now conceive of God face to face with this 
stupendous whole, we find only two conditions of 
relationship possible: Either God and Matter were con- 
temporaneous, or God was alone and pre-existent. If all 
the wisdom that has enlightened the human race from the 
first day of its existence could be collected in one vast 
brain, that monstrous brain could invent no third mode 
of being, short of denying both God and Matter. 
Human philosophers may pile up mountains of words 
and ideas, Religions may accumulate emblems and beliefs, 
revelations and mysteries, still we are forced on to this 
terrible dilemma, and must choose one of the two pro- 
positions it offers. However, you have not much choice, 
for each leads the human mind to scepticism. 

‘The problem being thus stated, what signifies Spirit 
or Matter? What does it signify which way the worlds 
are moving if once the Being who guides them is proved 
to be absurd? Of what use is it to inquire whether 
man is advancing towards heaven or coming back from it, 
whether Creation is tending upwards towards the spirit, 
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or downwards towards matter, if the worlds we question 
can give no answer? Of what consequence are theo- 
gonies and their armies, theologies and their dogmas, 
when, whichever alternative man chooses in answer to 
the problem, his God is no more? 

‘Let us examine the first: Suppose God and matter 
to have been co-existent from the beginning. Can He 
be God who suffers the action and co-existence of a sub- 
stance that is not Himself? On this theory God is but 
a secondary agent constrained to organise matter. Who 
constrained Him? And as between that coarser other 
half and Him, who was to decide? Who paid the Great 
Workman for the six days’ labour attributed to Him? If 
there were, indeed, some coercing force which was 
neither God nor matter, if God were compelled to make 
the machinery of the universe, it would be no less 
absurd to call Him God than to call a slave set to turn 
a milla Roman citizen. And, in fact, the difficulty is 
just as insoluble in the case of that Supreme Intelligence 
as in that of God Himself. It only carries the problem 
a step further back; and is not this like the Indian 
philosophers, who place the world on a tortoise, and the 
tortoise on an elephant, but cannot say on what their 
elephant’s feet rest? Can we conceive that this Supreme 
Will, evolved from the conflict of God with matter— 
this God greater than God—should have existed during 
eternity without Willing what He Willed, granting that 
eternity can be divided into two periods? Wherever 
God may be, if He knew not what His future Will 
would be, what becomes of His intuitive perceptions? 
And of these two eternities, which is the superior— 
uncreated eternity or created eternity? 

‘If God from all eternity willed that the world should 
be what it is, this fresh view of necessity, which is in 
harmony no doubt with the notion of a Sovereign Intelli- 
gence, implies the co-eternity of matter, Whether 
matter be co-eternal by the Divine Will, which must 
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at all times be at one with itself, or whether it be 
independently co-eternal, since the power of God must 
be absolute, it perishes if He has not His free-will. He 
would always have found within Himself a supreme 
reason which would have ruled Him. Is God God if He 
cannot separate Himself from the works of His creation 
in subsequent as well as in anterior eternity ? 

‘This aspect of the problem is then insoluble so far 
as cause is concerned, Let us examine it in its effects. 

“If God the Creator, under compulsion to create the 
universe from all eternity, is inconceivable, He is no less 
so as perpetually one with His work. God, eternally con- 
strained to exist in His creatures, is no less dishonoured 
than in His former position as a workman. Can you 
conceive of a God who can no more be independent of His 
work than dependent on it? Can He destroy it without 
treason to Himself? Consider and make your choice: 
Whether He should some day destroy it, or not destroy 
it; either alternative is equally fatal to attributes, with- 
out which He cannot subsist. Is the world a mere 
experiment, a perishable mould which must be destroyed? 
Then God must be inconsistent and impotent. Incon- 
sistent—for ought He not to have known the issue 
before making the experiment, and why does He delay 
destroying that which is to be destroyed? Impotent— 
or how else could He have created an imperfect world ? 

‘And if an imperfect creation belies the raculties that 
man ascribes to God, let us, on the other hand, suppose 
it to be perfect. ‘This idea is in harmony with our con- 
ception of a God of supreme intelligence who could 
make no mistake; but, then, why any deterioration? 
Why Regeneration? Then a perfect world is neces- 
sarily indestructible, its forms must be imperishable ; it 
can neither advance nor retrocede; it rolls on in an 
eternal orbit whence it can never deviate. Thus is God 
dependent on His work ; thus is it co-eternal with Him, 
which brings us back to one of the propositions which 
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most audaciously attacks God. If the universe is im- 
perfect, it allows of advance and progress; if perfect, it 
is stationary. If it is impossible to conceive of a 
progressive God, not knowing from all eternity what 
the result would be of His creation, can we then admit 
a stationary God? Would not that be the apotheosis of 
matter, the greatest possible negation? Under the first 
hypothesis, God deceases by want of power; under the 
second, He deceases by the force of inertia. 

‘Hence, alike in the conception and the execution of 
creation, to every honest mind the notion of matter as 
contemporaneous with God is a denial of God. 

‘“Compelled to choose between these two aspects of 
the question, in order to govern the nations, many 
generations of great thinkers have chosen the second. 
This gave rise to the dogma of two moral elements, as 
conceived of by the Magians, which has spread in Europe 
under the image of Satan contending with the Father of 
all. But are not this dogmatic formula and the endless 
deifications that are derived from it crimes of high 
treason to the divine Majesty? By what other name can 
we call a belief that makes the personification of Evil the 
rival of God, for ever struggling in the throes of a 
supreme intellect without any hope of victory? The 
laws of statics show that two forces thus placed must 
neutralise each other. 

‘Now, turn to the other side of the problem: God 
was pre-existent and alone. 

‘We need not reproduce the former arguments, which 
are equally strong in relation to the division of eternity 
into two periods—uncreated and created. We will also 
set aside the question of the motion or the immobility 
of worlds, and restrict ourselves to the inherent diffi- 
culties of this second thesis. 

‘If God pre-existed alone, the universe proceeded 
from Him; matter is the emanation of His essence. 
Then matter is not. Every form is but a veil hiding 
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the Divine Spirit. Then, the world is eternal; then, 
the world is God! But. is not this formula even more 
fatal than the former one to the attributes assigned to 
God by human reason? Does matter, as emanating 
from God, and always one with Him, account for the 
existing conditions of matter? How are we to believe 
that the Almighty, supremely good in His nature and 
His acts, could beget things so unlike Himself that He 
is not in all things and everywhere the same? Were 
there in Him certain evil constituents which He rejected 
from Him ?—A conjecture more terrible than offensive 
or ridiculous, inasmuch as it includes the two theorems 
which, in our former argument, we proved to be 
inadmissible. God must be One, and cannot divide 
Himself without infringing the most important of His 
attributes. Is it possible to conceive of a portion of God 
which is not God ? 

‘This hypothesis seemed so impious to the Roman 
Church, that she made God’s Omnipresence, even in 
the smallest fragments of the Eucharist, an article of 
Faith. 

_ ©How, then, are we to conceive of an Omnipotent 
Intelligence which yet cannot conquer? How unite‘it 
with Nature, unless by direct conquest? But Nature 
seeks and combines, reproduces, dies, and is born again ; 
it is even more agitated in the creative effort than when 
all is in a state of fusion; it suffers and groans; it is 
ignorant, degenerate, does evil, makes mistakes, destroys 
itself, disappears, and begins again. How are we to jus- 
tify the almost universal eclipse of the Divine element ? 
Why is death? Why was the spirit of evil, the monarch 
of this earth, sent forth from a supremely good God— 
good alike in His essence and His faculties, who could 
have produced nothing that was not like Himself ? 

‘And if, setting aside this relentless issue which leads 
us at once to the absurd, we go into details, what pur- 
pose can we ascribe to the world? If all is God, all is 
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at once effect and cause; or, more accurately, cause and 
effect do not exist. Like God, all is one; and you can 
discern no starting-point and no end. Can the real 
end be, possibly, a rotation of matter growing more and 
more rare? But whatever the end may be, is not the 
mechanism of such matter proceeding from God and 
returning to God, a mere child’s plaything? Why 
should He embody Himself so grossly? Under what 
form is God most completely God? Which wins the 
day, spirit or matter, when neither of those modes of 
being can be wrong? Who can possibly discern God in 
this perennial toil by which He divides Himself into two 
natures—one omniscient, the other knowing nothing? 
Can you conceive of God as playing at being man, 
laughing His own labours to scorn, dying on Friday to 
rise again on Sunday, and carrying on the farce from age 
to age while knowing the end from all eternity; and 
never telling Himself, the Creature, what He is doing 
as Creator ? 

‘The God of the former hypothesis, null as He is by 
sheer inertia, seems more possible—if we had to choose 
between impossibilities—than that stupid mocking God 
who destroys Himself when two portions of humanity 
meet weapon in hand. Comical as this ultimate expres- 
sion of the second aspect of the problem may be, it was 
that chosen by half the human race among nations that 
had created certain gay mythologies. “These amorous 
nations were consistent ; to them everything was a god, 
even fear and its cowardice, even crime and its bacchanals. 
If we accept Pantheism, the faith of some great human 
geniuses, who can tell where reason lies? Is it with the 
savage running free in the desert, clothed in his naked- 
ness, lordly and always right in his actions whatever they 
may be, listening to the sun and talking to the sea? Is 
it with the civilised man, whose greatest pleasures are due 
to falsehoods, who hews and hammers Nature to make 
the gun he carries on his shoulder, who has applied his 
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intelligence to hasten the hour of his death, and create 
maladies that taint his pleasures? When the scourge of 
pestilence, or the ploughshare of war, or the genius of 
the desert had passed over a spot of earth, annihilating 
everything, which came off best—the Nubian savage or 
the patrician of Thebes? 

‘Your scepticism permeates from above downwards. 
Your doubts include everything, the end as well as the 
means. If the physical world seems inexplicable, the 
moral world proves even more against God. Where, 
then, is progress? If everything goes on improving, 
why do we die as children? Why do not nations, at any 
rate, perpetuate themselves? Is the world that proceeded 
from God, that is contained in God, stationary? Do 
we live but once? Or do we live for ever? If we live 
but once, coerced by the advance of the Great All, of 
which we have no knowledge given us, let us do what 
we will! If we are eternal, let everything pass! Can 
the creature be guilty because it exists when changes are 
going on? If it sins at the moment of some great 
transformation, shall it be punished for it after having 
been the victim? What becomes of divine goodness if 
it refuses to place us at once in the realms of happiness 
—if such there be? What becomes of God’s foreknow- 
ledge if He does not know the results of the trials to 
which He subjects us? What is this alternative proposed 
to man by all his creeds, between stewing in an eternal 
cauldron and wandering in a white robe with a palm in 
his hand and a halo to crown him? Can this pagan 
invention be the supreme promise of God? 

‘And what magnanimous spirit but sees how un- 
worthy of man and God alike is virtue out of self-interest, 
the eternity of joys offered by every creed to those who, 
during a few brief hours of existence, fulfil certain 
monstrous and often unnatural conditions? Is it not 
preposterous to endow man with vehement senses and 
then forbid his gratifying them? 


Seraphita 103 


‘Besides, to what end these trivial objections when 
good and evil alike are negatived? Does evil exist? If 
matter in all its manifestations is evil, evil is God. 

‘The faculty of reason, as well as the faculty of 
feeling, being bestowed on man for his use, nothing can 
be more pardonable than to seek a meaning in human 
suffering and to inquire into the future; if this rigid and 
_ rigorous logic leads us to such conclusions, what con- 
fusion is here! The world has then no stability ; 
nothing moves on, and nothing stands still; everything 
changes, but nothing is destroyed; everything renews 
itself and reappears; for, if your mind cannot unanswer- 
ably prove an end, it is equally impossible to prove the 
annihilation of the smallest atom of matter: it may be 
transformed, but not destroyed. ‘Though blind force 
may prove the atheist’s position, intelligent force is 
inscrutable ; for, if it proceeds from God, ought it to 
encounter any obstacles ; ought it not to conquer them 
immediately ? 

‘Where is God? If the living are not aware of 
Him, will the dead find Him? 

‘Crumble into dust, O idolatries and creeds! Fall, 
O too feeble keystones of the social arches, for ye have 
never retarded the destruction, the death, the oblivion, 
that have come upon all the nations of the past, however 
securely they were founded. Fall, O morality and 
justice! Our crimes are but relative, they are divine 
results of which the causes are unknown to us! Every- 
thing is God. Either we are God, or God is not! 
Child of an age of which each year has left on your 
brow the cold touch of its scepticism—Old Man! this 
is the sum-total of your science and your long medita- 
tions ! 

‘Dear Pastor Becker, you have rested your head on 
the pillow of doubt, finding it the easiest solution, acting 
indeed like the majority of the human race. ‘They say 
to themselves, “ We will think no more of this question 
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if God will not vouchsafe us an algebraic demonstration 
for its solution, while He has given us so many that lead 
us safely up from the earth to the stars 

‘Now, are not these your secret thoughts? Have I 
missed them? Have I not, on the contrary, precisely 
stated them ?—Either the dogma of the two elementar: 
principles, an antagonism in which God is destroyed by 
the very fact that He—who is Almighty—plays at a 
struggle ; or the ridiculous Pantheism in which all things 
being God, God is no more—these two founts, whence 
flow the creeds to whose triumph the earth is devoted, 
are equally pernicious. 

‘There, between us, lies the two-edged axe with 
which you behead the white-haired Ancient of Days 
whom you enthrone on painted clouds! 

‘ Now, give me the axe !’ 

The pastor and Wilfrid looked at the girl in a sort of 
dismay. 

‘ Belief,’ said Seraphita in her gentle voice—for the 
man had been speaking hitherto—‘belief is a gift! 
Belief is feeling. ‘To believe in God, you must feel God. 
This sense is a faculty slowly acquired by the human 
being, as those wonderful powers are acquired which you 
admire in great men—in warriors, artists, men of science 
—those who act, those who produce, those who know. 
Thought, a bundle of the relations which you discern 
between different things, is an intellectual language that 
may be learned, is it not? Belief, a bundle of heavenly 
truths, is in the same way a language, but as far above 
thought as thought is above instinct. This language too 
can be learned. 

‘The believer answers in a single cry, a single sign; 
faith places in his hand a flaming sword which cuts and 
throws light on everything. ‘The seer does not come 
down again from heaven; he contemplates it and is 
silent. ‘There is a being who both believes and sees, 
who has knowledge and power, who loves, prays, and 
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waits. That being is resigned, and aspires to the realm 
of light ; he has neither the believer’s lofty scorn, nor 
the Seer’s dumbness; he both listens and replies. To 
him the doubt of the dark ages is not a lethal weapon, 
but a guiding clue; he accepts the battle in whatever 
guise; he can accommodate his tongue to every lan- 
guage; he is never wroth, he pities; he neither con- 
demns nor kills, he redeems and comforts; he has not 
the harshness of an aggressor, but rather the mild 
fluidity of light which penetrates and warms and lights 
up every place. In his eyes scepticism is not impiety, is 
not blasphemy, is not a crime; it is a stage of transition 
whence a man must go forward towards the light, or 
back into the darkness. 

‘So now, dear Pastor, let us reason together. You 
do not believe in God. Why ?—God, as you express it, 
is incomprehensible and inexplicable. I grant it. I will 
not retort that to comprehend God altogether is to be 
God. I will not tell you that you deny what you think 
inexplicable simply to give myself a right of affirming 
what seems to me believable. ‘To you there is an evident 
fact dwelling within you. In you matter is conter- 
minous with intelligence; and yet you think that 
human intelligence will end in darkness, in doubt, in 
nothingness? Even if God seems to you incomprehen- 
sible and inexplicable, confess at least that in all physical 
phenomena you recognise in Him a consistent and 
exquisite Craftsman. 

‘Then why should His logic end at man, as His most 
finished work? ‘Though the question may not be con- 
vincing, it deserves some consideration at any rate. 
Though you deny God, to give a basis to your doubts, 
you happily can appreciate certain double-edged truths 
which demolish your arguments as effectually as your 
arguments demolish God. 

©We both admit that matter and spirit are two 
separate creations, neither of which contains the other ; 


106 Seraphita 


that the spiritual world consists of infinite relations to 
which the finite material world gives rise; and that 
whereas no one on earth has ever been able to identify 
himself by a sheer effort of mind with the sum-total of 
earthly creations, all the more certainly can he not rise 
to an apprehension of the relations which the spirit 
discerns between these creations. So I might end the 
matter with one blow by denying you the faculty of 
understanding God, just as you deny the pebbles by the 
fiord the faculty of counting or of seeing themselves. 
How do you know that they may not deny the existence 
of man, though man uses them to build his house with? 

© There is one fact which overthrows you—Infinitude. 
If you feel it within you, how is it that you do not 
recognise the consequences? Can the finite fully 
apprehend the infinite? If you cannot comprehend the 
relations which, by your own admission, are infinite, how 
can you comprehend the remote finality in which they are 
summed up? Order, of which the manifestation is one 
of your needs, being infinite, can your finite reason 
comprehend it? 

‘Nor need you inquire why man cannot comprehend 
all he can conceive of, for he likewise can conceive of 
much that he cannot comprehend. If I were to prove 
to you that your mind is ignorant of everything that lies 
within its grasp, would you grant me that it is impossible 
for it to conceive of what lies beyond it? Should I not 
be justified, then, in saying, “One of the alternatives 
which bring God to nought at the bar of your judgment 
must be true and the other false ; Creation exists, you 
feel the need for an end; must not that end be a noble 
one? Now, if in man matter is conterminous with 
intelligence, why can you not be satisfied to grant that 
human intelligence ends where the light begins of those 
superior spheres for which is reserved the intuition of 
the God who, to you, is merely an insoluble problem ? 

‘The species lower than man have no comprehension 
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of the universe; you have. Why should there not be, 
above man again, species more intelligent than he? 
Before using his powers to take measure of God, would 
not man do well to know more about himself? Before 
defying the stars that give him light, before attacking 
transcendent truths, ought he not rather to verify the 
truths that immediately concern him? 

‘But I should answer the negations of doubt by 
negation. Well, then, I ask you: Is there here on eartha 
single thing so self-evident that Iam bound to believe in 
it? Iwill show you in a minute that you believe firmly 
in things that can act and yet are not beings, that can 
give birth to thought and yet are not spirits, in living 
abstractions which the understanding cannot grasp under 
any shape, which nowhere exist, but which you can 
everywhere find; which have no possible names— 
though you have given them names; which, like the 
God in human form whom you conceive of, perish before 
the inexplicable, the incomprehensible, and the absurd. 
And I will ask you: If you admit these things, why do 
you reserve your doubts for God? 

© You believe in Number as the foundation on which 
rests the edifice of what you call the exact sciences. 
Without number mathematics are impossible. Well, 
then, what impossible being, to whom life everlasting 
should be granted, could ever finish counting—and in 
what sufficiently concise language could he utter—the 
numbers contained in the infinite number of which the 
existence is demonstrated by your reason. Ask the 
greatest human genius, and suppose him to sit for a 
thousand years leaning on a table, his head in his hands, 
what would he answer ? 

‘You know neither where number begins, where it 
pauses, nor where it ends. Now you call it time, anon 
you call it space ; by number only does anything exist 5 
but for number all substance would be one and the same ; 
it alone differentiates and modifies matter. Number is 
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to your mind what it is to matter, an intangible agent. 
But will you then make a god of it? Is it a being? 
Is it a breath of God sent forth to organise the material 
universe, wherein nothing takes shape but as a result of 
divisibility which is an effect of number? The most 
minute as well as the most immense objects in creation 
are distinguished from each other by quantity, quality, 
dimension, and force,—are not these all conditions of 
number? That number isinfinite is a fact proved to your 
intellect, but of which no material proof is obtainable. A 
mathematician will tell you that infinity of number is 
certain, but cannot be demonstrated. And, my dear 
Pastor, believers will tell you that God is Number 
endowed with motion, to be felt but not proved. 
He, like the unit, is the origin of number though 
having nothing in common with numbers. ‘The 
existence of Number depends on that of the unit, which 
is not a number, but the parent of them all. And God, 
dear Pastor Becker, is a stupendous Unit, having 
nothing in common with His creations, but their Parent 
nevertheless. 

‘You must grant me that you are equally ignorant as 
to where number begins or ends, and as to where created 
eternity begins or ends? Why, then, if you believe in 
number, should you deny God? Does not creation 
hold a place between the infinite of inorganic substances 
and the infinite of the Divine spheres, as the unit 
stands between the infinite of fractions—lately termed 
decimals—and the infinite numbers you call whole 
numbers? Men alone on earth comprehend number, 
the first step to the forecourt leading to God, and even 
there reason stumbles. What! you can_ neither 
measure nor grasp the primary abstraction proposed to 
you, and you want to apply your puny standard to the 
ends of God’s purpose? What if I should cast you into 
the bottomless depths of Motion, the force which 
organises number ¢ 
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‘If I were to tell you that the universe is nothing but 
Number and Motion, we should already, you see, be 
speaking a different language. I understand both terms; . 
you do not. What, then, if I should go on to say that 
motion and number are generated by the Word? This 
term, the Supreme Reason of seers and prophets, who 
of old heard the voice of God that overthrew St. 
Paul, is a laughing-stock to you—you men, though 
your own visible works—communities, monuments, 
actions, and passions—all are the outcome of your own 
feeble Word ; and though without speech you would still 
be no higher than the Orang of the woods, the great 
ape that is so nearly akin to the Negro. 

‘Well, you believe firmly in number and motion, 
inexplicable and incomprehensible as force and result, 
though I might apply to their existence the same 
logical dilemma as just now relieved you of the necessity 
of acknowledging that of God. You, a powerful 
reasoner, will surely relieve me of the necessity for 
proving that the Infinite must be everywhere the same, 
and that it is inevitably one? God alone is the Infinite, 
for there obviously cannot be two Infinites. If, to use 
words in their human sense, anything proved to you 
here on earth strikes you as infinite, you may be sure 
you have in that a glimpse of one aspect of God. 

‘To proceed: you have found for yourselves a place 
in the Infinite of number; you have fitted it to your 
stature by creating arithmetic—if you can be said to 
create anything—the basis on which everything is built 
up, even society. Arithmetic, or the use of number, 
has organised the moral world, just as number, the only 
thing in which your professing Atheists believe, organises 
physical creation. This science of numbers ought to 
be absolute, like everything that is intrinsically true ; 
but it is, in fact, purely relative, it has no absolute 
existence. You can give no proof of its reality. 

‘ To begin with, though this science is apt at summing 
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up organised substances, it is impotent as applied to 
organising forces, since these are infinite, whereas the 

former are finite. Man, whose intellect can conceive of 
" the Infinite, cannot deal with it as a whole ; if he could, 
he would be God. Hence your arithmetic, as applied to 
finite things and not to the Infinite, is true in relation 
to the details you apprehend, but false in relation to the 
whole which you cannot apprehend. Though nature 
does not vary in her organising forces and her 
elementary causes, which are infinite, she is never the 
same in her finite results. Hence in all nature you will 
find no two objects exactly alike. 

‘ Thus, in the order of nature, two and two can never 
really make four, since the units would have to be 
exactly equal; and you know that it is impossible to 
find two leaves alike on one tree, or two specimens alike 
of the same species of tree. This axiom of arithmetic 
then, which is false as regards visible nature, is no less 
false in the invisible nature of your abstractions, where 
there is the same dissimilarity in your ideas which are 
derived from the objects of the visible world, only 
extended in their relations; in fact, differences are even 
more strongly marked there than elsewhere. Every- 
thing there being modified by the temperament, the 
strength, the manners, and the habits of individuals, who 
are never alike, the most trifling matters are representa- 
tive of personal character. 

‘If man has ever succeeded in creating an unit, it was, 
no doubt, by assigning equal weight and value to certain 
pieces of gold. Well, adda rich man’s ducat to a poor 
man’s, and tell yourself that to the public treasury these 
are equal quantities ; but in the eyes of a thoughtful man, 
one, morally speaking, is unquestionably greater than 
the other ; one represents a month’s happiness, the other 
the most transient caprice. T'wo and two only make 
four in the sense of a false and monstrous abstraction. 

“A fraction, again, has no existence in nature, since 
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what you call a part is a thing complete in itself; and 
does it not often happen—and have we not proof of the 
fact—that the hundredth part of some substance may be 
stronger than what you call the whole? And if a 
fraction has no existence in the natural world, far less 
does it exist in the moral world, where ideas and 
feelings may be as various as the species of the vegetable 
kingdom, but are always a whole. ‘The theory of frac- 
tions, then, is another concession of the mind. Number, 
with its “infinitely small” and its “infinite total,” is a 
power of which a small part only is known to you, 
while its extent evades you. You have built a little 
cottage in the infinitude of number ; you have adorned 
it with hieroglyphics very learnedly designed and 
painted ; and you have said, “‘ Everything is here! ” 
‘From abstract number we will pass on to number as 
applied to solids. Your geometry states it as an axiom 
that a straight line is the shortest way from one point 
to another; and astronomy shows you that God has 
given motion only in curves. Here, then, in the same 
science, are two facts equally well proved—one by the 
evidence of your senses, aided by the telescope ; the other 
by the testimony of your mind; but one contradicts the 
other. Man, who is liable to error, asserts one, and the 
Maker of the worlds—whom you have never found in 
error—contradicts it. Who can decide between 
rectilinear and curvilinear geometry ?—between the 
theory of straight lines and the theory of curved lines? 
If, in His work, the mysterious Maker, who attains His 
ends with miraculous directness, only makes use of the 
straight line to divide it at a right angle and obtain a 
curve, man himself cannot rely on it: the bullet a man 
wishes to send in a straight line follows a curve, and 
when you want to hit a point in space with certainty 
you propel the ball on its cruel parabola. Not one of 
your learned men has arrived at the simple induction 
that the curved line is that of the material world, and 
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the straight line that of the spiritual world; that one is 
the theory of finite creation, and the other the theory of 
the infinite. Man alone—he alone here on earth 
having any consciousness of the infinite—can know the 
straight line; he alone, in a special organ, has the sense 
of the vertical. May not the predilection for curved 
lines in some men be an indication of the impurity of 
their nature, still too closely allied to the material 
substances which engender us? and may not the love 
for straight lines, seen in lofty minds, be in them a pre- 
sentiment of heaven? Between these two lines lies a 
gulf as wide as between the Finite and the Infinite, 
between Matter and Spirit, between Man and the Idea, 
between Motion and the Thing moved, between the 
Creature and God. Borrow the wings of Divine Love 
and you may cross that gulf. Beyond it the revelation 
of the Word begins! 

‘The things you call material are nowhere devoid of 
thickness ; lines are the edges of solids having a power 
of action which you ignore in your theorems, and that 
makes them false in relation to bodies regarded as a 
whole; hence the constant destruction of human works, 
to which you have unwittingly given active properties. 
Nature knows nothing but solid bodies; your science 
deals only with combinations of surfaces. And so 
nature constantly gives the lie to all your laws: can 
you name one to which no fact makes an exception? 
The laws of statics are contradicted by a thousand 
incidents in physics; a fluid overthrows the most 
stupendous mountains, and so proves that the heaviest 
substances may be upheaved by imponderable agents. 
Your laws of acoustics and optics are nullified by the 
sounds you hear in your brain during sleep, and by the 
light of an electric flash, of which the rays are often 
overpowering. You do not know how light is brought to 
your intelligence, any more than you know the simple and 
natural process by which it is changed to ruby, sapphire, 
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opal, and emerald on the neck of an Indian bird, while it 
lies dim and grey on the same bird under the misty sky 
of Europe, nor why it beams perpetually white here in 
the heart of the polarregions. You cannot tell whether 
colour is a faculty with which bodies are endowed, or 
an effect produced by the diffusion of light. 

“You believe the whole sea to be salt without having 
ascertained that it is so in its deepest places. 

‘You recognise the existence of various substances 
which traverse what you call the Void: substances 
intangible under any known form assumed by matter, 
and which meet and combine with it in spite of every 
obstacle. ‘That being the case, you believe in the results 
obtained by chemistry, though as yet it knows no method 
of estimating the changes produced by the currents to 
and fro of those substances as they pass through your 
crystals and your instruments on the inappreciable waves 
of heat or of light, conducted or repelled by the affinities 
of metals or vitrified flint. You obtain no substances 
but what are dead, out of which you have driven the 
unknown force which resists decomposition in all earthly 
things, the force of which attraction, undulation, 
cohesion, and polarity are manifestations. 

© Life is the mind of body; bodies are but a mode of 
detaining it, of delaying it in its transit ; if bodies were 
themselves living things, they would be a cause; they 
would not die. Whena man establishes the results of 
the motion of which every form of creation has its share 
in proportion to its power of absorbing it, you call him 
a Learned Man, as though genius consisted in explaining 
what exists. Genius should lift its eyes above effects. 
All your learned. men would laugh if you should say to 
them, “ There is a certain connecting relation between 
two beings, such as that if one of them were here and 
the other in Java, they might feel the same sensation 
at the same instant, and be aware of the fact, and 
question and answer each other without a mistake.” And 
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yet there are some mineral substances which exhibit 
sympathies as far reaching as that of which I speak. 
You believe in the power of electricity when it is fixed 
in the lodestone, but you deny it as emanating from the 
soul. According to you, the moon, whose influence 
over the tides seems to you proven, has none over the 
winds, over vegetation, or over men; it can move the 
sea and eat into glass, but it cannot affect the sick; it 
has undoubted effects on one-half of the human race ; 
none on the other half. ‘These are your most precious 
convictions. 

‘We may go further: You believe in physics; but 
your physics are based, like the Catholic religion, on an 
act of faith. Do they not recognise an external force 
apart from bodies to which it imparts movement? You 
see its effects, but what is zt? Whereis it? What is 
its essence, its life? Has it any limits? And you 
deny God ! 

‘Thus most of your scientific axioms, though true in 
relation to man, are false in relation to the Whole. 
Science is one, and you have divided it. To know the 
true sense of the laws of phenomena, would it not be 
necessary to know the correlations existing between the 
phenomena and the laws of the whole? ‘There is in all 
things an appearance, a presentment, which strikes your 
sense ; behind this presentment there is a soul moving— 
the body, and the faculty. Where are the relations which 
hold things together studied or taught? Nowhere. 
Have you, then, no absolute finality? Your best ascer- 
tained theses rest on an analysis of the forms of matter, 
while the spirit is constantly neglected. 

‘There is a supreme science of which some men— 
too late—get a glimpse, though they dare not own it. 
These men perceive the necessity for considering all 
bodies, not merely from the point of view of their 
mathematical properties, but also from that of their 
whole relations and occult affinities. 
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‘ The greatest of you all discerned, towards the end of 
his life, that all things were at the same time cause and 
effect reciprocally ; that the visible worlds were co- 
ordinated to each other and captive to invisible spheres. 
He groaned over having tried to establish absolute 
principles. When counting his worlds, like grains of 
sand scattered throughout the ether, he explained their 
connection by the laws of planetary and molecular attrac- 
tion. You hailed that man.—Well, and I tell you that 
he died in despair. Assuming that the centrifugal and 
centripetal forces, which he invented to account for the 
universe, were absolutely equal, the universe would 
stand still, and he insisted on motion, though in an 
undefined direction; but assuming the forces to be 
unequal, the worlds must at once fall into confusion. 
Thus his laws were not final; there was another problem 
still higher than that of attraction, on which his spurious 
glory was founded. The pull of the stars against each 
other, and the centripetal tendency of their individual 
motion, did not hinder him from seeking the branch 
from which the whole cluster was hanging. Unhappy 
man; the more he extended space, the heavier was his 
load. He told you that every part was in equilibrium ; 
but whither was the whole bound? 

‘He contemplated the space, infinite in the eyes of 
men, that is filled with the groups of worlds, of which a 
small number are registered by our telescopes, while its 
immensity is proved by the rapidity of light. This 
sublime contemplation gave him a conception of the 
infinitude of worlds, planted in space like flowers in a 
meadow, which are born like infants, grow like men, 
die like old men, which live by assimilating from their 
atmosphere the substances proper to nourish them, which 
have a centre and principle of life, which protect them- 
selves from each other by an intervening space, which 
constitute a grand whole, that has its own life, its own 
destination. 
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‘At this prospect the man trembled. He knew that 
life is produced by the union of the Thing with its first 
Principle; that death, or inertia—or gravitation—is 
caused by a rupture between the Thing and the 
motion proper to it; and he thus foresaw the crash of 
worlds, in ruins if God should withhold His Word. 
Then he set to work to seek the traces of that Word in 
the Apocalypse. You all thought him mad. Know 
this: he strove to earn forgiveness for his genius. 

‘Wilfrid, you came to request me to resolve equa- 
tions, to fly on a rain-cloud, to plunge into the fiord and 
reappear as aswan. If science or miracle were the end 
of humanity, Moses would have left you a calculus of 
fluxions; Jesus Christ would have cleared up the dark 
places of science; His apostles would have told you 
whence come those immense trains of gas or of fused 
metals which rush revolving on a nucleus, solidifying 
as they seek a place in the ether, and are sometimes 
violently projected within range of a system where they 
are absorbed by a star, or crash into it by their shock, 
or dissolve it by the infusion of deadly vapours. St. 
Paul, instead of bidding you live in God, would have 
explained to you that nutrition is the secret bond among 
all creation, and the visible bond among all living 
animals. In our own day, the greatest miracle would 
be to square the circle, a problem which you pronounce 
impossible, but which has no doubt been solved in the 
progress of worlds by the intersection of some mathe- 
matical line, whose curves are apparent to the eye of 
spirits elevated to the highest spheres. 

‘ Believe me, miracles are within us and not without 
us. Thus have natural effects been wrought, which 
the nations deemed to be supernatural. Would not 
God have been unjust if He had vouchsafed to show 
His power to some generations, and had refused it to 
others? ‘The Brazen Rod belongs to all. Neither 
Moses nor Jacob, neither Zoroaster nor Paul, nor 
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Pythagoras nor Swedenborg, neither the most obscure 
evangelists nor the most amazing of God’s prophets, 
have been superior to what you might become. Only, 
nations have their day of faith. If positive science were 
indeed the end of all human effort, how is it—confess 
now—that every social community, every great centre 
to which men gather, is invariably broken up by 
Providence? If civilisation were the final cause of 
the human species, could intelligence perish? Would 
it perennially continue to be a purely individual posses- 
sion? 

‘ The greatness of all the nations that have ever been 
great has been founded on exceptions : when the excep- 
tion ceased to be, the power was dead. Would not the 
Seers, the Prophets, the Evangelists, have laid their hand 
on science instead of relying on faith; would they not 
have hammered at your brains rather than have touched 
your hearts? ‘They all came to drive the nations to 
God ; they all proclaimed the way of life in the simple 
words which lead to the Heavenly Kingdom ; and fired 
with love and faith, and inspired by the Word which 
hovers over the nations, compels them, vivifies them, 
and uplifts them, they never used it for any human 
end. Your great geniuses, poets, kings, and sages are 
swallowed up with their towns, and the desert has buried 
them under a shroud of sand; while the names of 
these good shepherds still are blessed and survive every 
catastrophe. 

‘We can never agree on any point. Gulfs lie between 
us. You are on the side of darkness, I live in the true 
light. 

“Is this the word you desired of me? I utter it with 
joy; it may change you. Know, then, that there are 
sciences of Matter and sciences of the Spirit. Where 
you see bodies, I see forces tending towards each other 
by acreative impulse. ‘To me the character of a body 
is the sign-manual of its first principles and the expres- 
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sion of its properties. These principles give rise to 
certain affinities which elude you, but which are con- 
nected with centres. The different species to which life 
is distributed are unfailing springs which communicate 
with each other. Each has its specific function. 

‘Man is at once cause and effect ; he is nourished, but 
he nourishes in return. When you call God the Creator, 
you belittle Him. He did not, as you imagine, create 
plants, animals, and the stars; could He act by such 
various means? Must He not have proceeded by unity 
of purpose? He emitted principles which were com- 
pelled to develop in accordance with His general laws, 
and subject to the conditions of their environment? 

‘In point of fact, all the affinities are bound together 
by immediate similarities; the life of worlds is attracted 
to centres by a greedy aspiration, just as you are all 
driven by hunger to seek nourishment. To give you an 
instance of affinities linked to similarities : the secondary 
law on which the creations of your mind rest—music, a 
celestial art—is the active evidence of this principle: is it 
not an assemblage of sounds harmonised by number? 
Is not sound a condition of the air under compression, 
dilatation, and repercussion? You know of what the air 
is composed? Azote, carbon, and oxygen. Since you 
can produce no sound in a vacuum, it is evident that 
music and the human voice are the result of organic 
chemical elements, acting in unison with the same 
substances prepared within you by your mind, and 
co-ordinated by means of light, the great foster-mother of 
this globe ; for can you have cogitated on the quantities 
of nitre deposited by the snows, on the discharge of 
thunder, on plants which derive from the air the ele- 
ments they contain, and have failed to conclude that it is 
the sun that fuses and diffuses the subtle essence which 
nourishes all things here below? Swedenborg truly said, 
‘The earth is a man.” 


‘All your sciences of to-day, which make you sa 
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great in your own eyes, are a mere trifle compared with 
the light that floods the Seer. 

‘Cease, cease to question me; we speak a different 
language. I have used yours for once, to throw a flash 
of faith upon your souls, to cast a corner of my mantle 
over you, and tempt you away to the glorious regions of 
prayer. Is it God’s part to stoop to you? Is it not 
yours rather to rise to Him? If human reason has so 
soon exhausted the limits of its powers merely by laying 
God out to prove His existence, without succeeding in 
doing so, is it not evident that it must seek some other 
way of knowing Him? That other way is in ourselves. 
The Seer and the believer have within themselves eyes 
more piercing than are those eyes which are bent on 
things of earth, and they discern a dawn. 

‘ Understand this saying: Your: most exact sciences, 
your boldest speculations, your brightest flashes of light, 
are but clouds. Above them all is the sanctuary whence 
the true Light is shed.’ 

She sat down and was silent; and her calm features 
betrayed not the least sign of the trepidation which 
commonly disturbs an orator after his least inflamed 
speech. 

Wilfrid whispered into the pastor’s ear, leaning over 
him to do so— 

‘Who told her all this?’ 

‘I do not know,’ was the reply. 

‘He was milder on the Falberg,’ Minna remarked. 

Seraphita passed her hands over her eyes, and said with 
a smile— 

‘You are very pensive this evening, gentlemen. You 
treat me and Minna like men to whom you would talk 
politics or discuss trade, while we are but girls to whom 
you should tell fairy-tales while drinking tea, as is the 
custom in our evenings in Norway.—Come, Pastor 
Becker, tell me some Saga which I do not know. That 
of Frithiof, in which you believe, and which you 
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promised to tell me, or the story of the peasant’s son 
who has a ship that speaks and has a soul? I dream of 
the frigate Elida. Is it not on that fairy vessel that 
girls should sail the seas? ’ 

‘Since we have come down to Jarvis again,’ said 
Wilfrid, whose eyes were fixed on Seraphita as those of 
a robber hidden in the gloom are fixed on the spot where 
treasure lies, ‘tell me why you do not marry ?’ 

‘You are all born widowers or widows,’ replied she. 
‘My marriage was decided on at my birth; 1 am 
betrothed P 

‘To whom ?’ they all asked in a breath. 

‘ Allow me to keep my secret,’ said she. ‘I promise, 
if our father will grant it, to invite you to that mys- 
terious wedding.’ 

‘Ts it to be soon?’ 

‘T am waiting.’ 

A long silence ensued. 

‘The spring is come,” said Seraphita. ‘The noise of 
waters and of breaking ice has begun; will you not 
come to hail the first springtime of the new century ?’ 

She rose and, followed by Wilfrid, went to a window 
which David had thrown open. After the long stillness 
of winter, the vast waters were stirring beneath the ice, 
and sang through the fiord like music; for there are 
sounds which distance glorifies, and which reach the ear 
in waves that seem to bring refreshment and light. 

‘Cease, Wilfrid, said she, ‘cease to cherish evil 
thoughts whose triumph will be a torment to endure. 
Who could fail to read your wishes in the sparkle of 
your eyes? Be good; take a step in welldoing! Is it 
not a step beyond the mere love of men to sacrifice your- 
self entirely to the happiness of the one you love? 
Submit to me, and I will lead you into a path where you 
will attain to all the greatness you dream of, and where 
love will be really infinite.’ 

She left Wilfrid lost in thought. 
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‘Can this gentle creature really be the prophetess who 
but now flashed lightnings from her eyes, whose words 
thundered about the worlds, whose hand wielded the axe 
of Doubt in defiance of our sciences?’ said he to him- 
self. ‘Have we been asleep for these few minutes ?’ 

‘Minna,’ said Seraphitus, returning to the pastor’s 
daughter, ‘the eagles gather where the dead lie, the 
turtle-dove flies to the springs of living water under 
green and peaceful groves. The eagle soars to the skies, 
the dove descends from them. Venture no more into 
regions where you will find neither fountains nor shade. 
If this morning you could not look into the gulf without 
destruction, keep your powers for him who will love you. 
Go, poor child, I am betrothed, as you know.’ 

Minna rose and went with Seraphitus to the window, 
where Wilfrid still was standing. They could all three 
hear the Sieg leaping under the force of the upper waters, 
which were bringing down the trees that had been 
frozen into the ice. The fiord had found its voice 
again. Illusion was over. They wondered at Nature 
bursting her bonds, and answering in noble harmonies 
to the Spirit whose call had awakened her. 

When the three guests had left this mysterious being, 
they were filled with an indefinable feeling which was 
not sleep, nor torpor, nor astonishment, but a mixture 
of all three, which was neither twilight nor daybreak, but 
which made them long for light. They were all very 
thoughtful. 

‘I begin to think that she is a spirit veiled in human 
form,’ said the pastor. 

Wilfrid, in his own room again, calmed and convinced, 
knew not how to contend with powers so divinely 
majestic. 

Minna said to herself— 

‘Why will he not allow me to love him ?’ 
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V 
THE FAREWELL 


THERE is in man a phenomenon which is the despair 
of those reflective minds who endeavour to find some 
meaning in the march of social vicissitudes, and to 
formulate some laws of progress for the movement of 
intellect. However serious a fact may be, or, if super- 
natural facts could exist, however magnificent a miracle 
could be, publicly performed, the lightning flash of the 
fact, the thunderbolt of the miracle would be lost in the 
moral ocean, and the surface, rippled for an instant by 
some slight ebullition, would at once resume the level 
of its ordinary swell. 

Does the Voice, to be more surely heeded, pass 
through an animal’s jaws? Does the Hand write in 
strange characters on the cornice of the hall where the 
Court is revelling? Does the Eye light up the King’s 
slumbers? Does the Prophet read the dream? Does 
Death, when summoned, stand in the luminous space 
where a man’s faculties revive? Does the Spirit crush 
matter at the foot of the mystical ladder of the seven 
spiritual worlds hung one above another in space, and 
seen by the floods of light that fall in cascades down the 
steps of the heavenly floor? Still, however deep the 
inner revelation, however distinct the outward sign, by 
the morrow Balaam doubts both his ass and himself; 
Belteshazzar and Pharaoh call in seers to explain the 
sign—Daniel or Moses. 

The Spirit descends, snatches a man above the earth, 
opens the seas and shows him the bottom of them, calls 
up vanished generations, gives life to the dry bones 
thickly strewn in the great valley ; the Apostle writes 
the Apocalypse ; and twenty centuries later human science 
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confirms the Apostle and translates his figures of speech 
into axioms. What difference does it make? The 
mass of people live to-day as they lived yesterday, as they 
lived in the first Olympiad, as they lived the first day 
after creation, and on the eve of the great cataclysm. 
Doubt drowns everything in its waters. The same 
waves beat, with the selfsame ebb and flow, on the 
human granite that hems in the sea of intellect. 

Man asks himself whether indeed he saw what he saw, 
whether he really heard the words that were spoken, 
whether the fact was a fact, and the idea really an idea ; 
and then he goes on his way, he thinks of his business, 
he obeys the inevitable servitor of Death—Forgetful- 
ness, who throws his black cloak over the old humanity 
of which the younger has no remembrance. Man never 
ceases to move, to go on, to grow as a vegetable grows, 
till the day when the axe falls. If this flood-like force, 
this mounting pressure of bitter waters, hinders all pro- 
gress, it also, no doubt, is a warning of death. None 
but the loftier spirits open to faith can discern Jacob’s 
mystical stair. 

After listening to the reply in which Seraphita, being 
so urgently questioned, had unrolled the divine scroll, 
as an organ fills a church with its roar, and shows the 
power of the musical universe by flooding the most 
inaccessible vaults with its solemn notes, playing, like 
light, among the frail wreaths of the capitals, Wilfrid 
went home, appalled at having seen the world in ruins, 
and, above the ruins, a light unknown, shed by the hand 
of that young creature. 

On the following day he was still thinking of it, but 
his terrors were allayed ; he was not in ruins, nor even 
changed—his passions and ideas woke up fresh and 
vigorous. 

He went to breakfast with the Minister, and found 
him lost in the study of Jean Wier’s treatise, which he 
had been looking through that morning to be able to 
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reassure his visitor. With the childlike simplicity of a 
sage, the pastor had turned down the leaves at some 
pages where Jean Wier adduced authentic evidence 
demonstrating the possibility of such things as had 
happened the day before ; for to the learned an idea is an 
event, whereas the greatest events are to them hardly an 
idea. 

By the time these two philosophers had swallowed 
their fifth cup of tea, that mystical evening seemed 
quite natural. The heavenly truths were more or less 
substantial arguments, and open to discussion. Sera- 
phita was a more or less eloquent girl; allowance must 
be made for her exquisite voice, her enchanting beauty, 
her fascinating manner, all the oratorical skill by which 
an actor can put a world of feelings and ideas into a 
sentence which in itself is often quite commonplace. 

‘Pooh!’ said the good minister, with a little philo- 
sophical grimace, as he spread a slice of bread with salt 
butter, ‘the answer to all these riddles is six feet 
beneath the mould !’ 

‘ At the same time,’ said Wilfrid, sugaring his tea, ‘I 
cannot understand how a girl of sixteen can know so 
many things; for she squeezed everything into her 
speech as if it were in a vice.’ 

‘But only read the story of the Italian girl who, at 
twelve years old, could speak forty-two languages, 
ancient and modern,’ said the pastor. ‘ And again, that 
of the monk who read thought by smell. ‘These are in 
Jean Wier, and in a dozen other treatises which I will 
give you to read, a thousand proofs rather than one.’ 

‘J daresay, my dear Pastor ; but Seraphita remains to 
me a wife it would be divine joy to possess.” 

‘She is all intellect,’ replied the minister dubiously. 

Some days passed by, during which the snow in the 
valleys insensibly melted away; the greenery of the 
forests peeped through like a fresh growth; Norwegian 
nature made itself beautiful in anticipation of its brief 
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bridal day. All this time, though the milder tempera- 
ture allowed of open-air exercise, Seraphita remained in 
solitary seclusion. ‘Thus Wilfrid’s passion was enhanced 
by the aggravating vicinity of the girl he loved, and 
who refused to be seen. When the inscrutable being 
admitted Minna, Minna could detect the symptoms of 
an inward fever ; Seraphita’s voice was hollow, and her 
complexion was wan; whereas hitherto its transparency 
might have been compared by a poet to that of the 
diamond, it now had the sheen of the topaz. 

‘ Have you seen her?’ asked Wilfrid, who had prowled 
round the house, awaiting Minna’s return. 

‘Weshall lose him !’ said the girl, her eyes filling with 
tears. 

‘Do not try to fool me!’ cried the stranger, con- 
trolling the vehemence of tone that expressed his fury. 
‘You can only love Seraphita as one girl loves another, 
not with such love as I feel for her. You cannot con- 
ceive what peril you would be in if there were anything 
to alarm my jealousy.—Why can I not go to see her? 
Isit you who raise difficulties ? ” 

‘I cannot think,’ said Minna, calm on the surface, but 
quaking with mortal terror, ‘what right you have to 
sound the depths of my heart.—Yes, I love him,’ she 
went on, summoning the courage of conviction to confess 
the faith of her soul. ‘But my jealousy, though natural 
to love, fears nobody here. Alas! What I am jealous 
of is some unconfessed feeling in which he is absorbed. 
Between him and me lies a space I can never abridge. 
I want to know whether the stars love him more than 
I, whether they or I would be the more eagerly devoted 
to his happiness? Why, why, should I not be free to 
declare my affection? In the presence of death we 
may all confess our attachment—and Seraphitus is 
dying.’ 

‘Minna, indeed you are under a mistake ; the siren 
round whom my desires have so often hovered, who 
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allows me to admire her as she reclines on her couch, so 
graceful, fragile, and suffering, is not a man.’ 

‘ Nay,’ replied Minna, in some agitation, ‘he whose 
powerful hand guided me over the Falberg to the sceter 
under the shelter of the Ice-cap up there ’—and she 
pointed to the peak—‘is certainly not a mere, weak 
girl, If you had but heard her prophesy! Her poetry 
is the music of thought. No young girl could have had 
the solemn depth of voice which stirred my soul.’ 

‘What certainty have you ?? Wilfrid began. 

‘None but that of my heart!’ replied Minna in con- 
fusion, and hastily interrupting the speaker. 

‘Well, but I,’ cried Wilfrid, with a terrible glance of 
murderous eagerness and desire, ‘I, who know what the 
extent of her power is over me—I will prove your 
mistake.’ 

At this moment, when words were rushing to Wil- 
frid’s tongue as vehemently as ideas in his head, he saw 
Seraphita come out of the Swedish Castle, followed 
by David. The sight of her soothed his effervescent 
State. 

‘ Look,’ said he; ‘none but a woman can have that 
grace and languor.’ 

© He is ill; it is his last walk !’ said Minna. 

At asign from his mistress, David left her, and she 
advanced towards Wilfrid and Minna. 

‘Let us go to the falls of the Sieg,’ said the mysterious 
being ; it was the wish of a sufferer which all hasten to 
accede to. 

A thin, white haze hung over the heights and dales of 
the fiord, and the peaks, glittering like stars, pierced 
above it, giving it the effect of a milky way moving 
onwards. Through this earth-born vapour the sun was 
visible as a globe of red-hot iron, In spite of these last 
freaks of winter, gusts of mild air, bringing the scent of 
the birch-trees, already covered with their yellow flowers, 
and the rich perfume exhaled by the larches, whose silky 
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tufts were all displayed—breezes warm with the incense 
and the breathing of the earth testified to the exquisite 
springtime of Northern lands, the brief rapture of a 
most melancholy nature. 

The wind was beginning to roll away the veil of 
mist that hardly hid the view of the gulf. The birds 
were singing. 

Where the sun had not dried off the frost that 
trickled down the road in murmuring rills, the bark of 
the trees was pleasing to the eye by its fantastic appear- 
ance. 

They all three went along the strand in silence. 
Wilfrid and Minna were lost in contemplation of the 
magical scene after their long endurance of the mono- 
tonous winter landscape. ‘Their companion was pen- 
sive, and walked as though trying to distinguish one 
voice in the concert. They reached the rocks between 
which the Sieg tumbles, at the end of the long avenue of 
ancient fir-trees which the torrent had cut in meandering 
through the forest, a path covered in by a groined arch 
of boughs, meeting like those of a cathedral. From 
thence the whole of the fiord was seen, and the sea 
sparkled on the horizon like a steel blade. At this 
instant the clouds vanished, showing the blue sky. Down 
in the hollows and round the trees the air was full of 
floating sparkles, the diamond dust swept up by a 
light breeze, and dazzling gems of drops were hanging 
at the tip of the branches of each pyramid. ‘The torrent 
was rolling below ; a smoke came up from the surface, 
tinted in the sunshine with every hue of light ; its beams, 
decomposed, displayed perfect rainbows of the seven 
colours, like the play of a thousand prisms meeting and 
crossing there. This wild shore was curtained with 
various kinds of lichen, a rich web, sheeny with moisture, 
like some gorgeous hanging of silk. Heath, already in 
blossom, crowned the rocks with flowers in skilful 
disorder. All this stirring foliage, tempted by the living 
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waters, hung their heads over it like hair; the larches 
waved their lace-like arms, as if caressing the pines, that 
stood rigid like careworn old men. 

This luxuriant display was a contrast to the solemnity 
of the antique colonnades of the forests, range upon range 
on the hillsides, and to the broad sheet of the fiord, in 
which the torrent drowned its fury at the feet of the 
three spectators. Beyond it all, the open sea closed in 
this picture, traced by the greatest of poets—Chance—to 
which we owe the medley beauty of creation when left, 
as it would seem, to itself. Jarvis was a speck almost 
lost in this landscape, in this immensity—sublime, as 
everything is, which, having but a brief existence, offers 
a transient image of perfection ; for by a law, fatal only 
to our sight, creations that appear perfect, the delight of 
our heart and of our eyes, have but one spring to live 
here. 

At the top of that cliff these three beings might 
easily fancy themselves alone in all the world. 

‘ How exquisite!” exclaimed Wilfrid. 

‘ Nature sings its hymns,’ said Seraphita. ‘Is not this 
music delicious? Confess now, Wilfrid, no woman you 
ever knew could create for herself~so magnificent a 
retreat. Here I experience a feeling that the sight of 
great cities rarely inspires, and which makes me long to 
remain here, lying among these grasses of such rapid 
growth. ‘Then, with my eyes on the sky, my heart laid 
bare, lost in the sense of immensity, I could let myself 
listen to the sighs of the flower, which, scarcely released 
from its primitive nature, would fain run about ; and to 
the cries of the eider, aggrieved at having only wings, 
while I thought of the cravings of man, who has some- 
thing of everything, and who also is for ever full of 
desires !—But this, Wilfrid, is a woman’s poetic fancy ! 
You can find a voluptuous thought in that hazy expanse 
of water; in those fantastic veils, behind which nature 
plays like some coquettish bride ; and in this atmosphere, 
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_ where she perfumes her green hair for her bridal. You 
would fain see the form of a naiad in that wreath of 
mist, and I, as you think, ought to hear a manly voice in 
the torrent.’ 

‘And is not love in it all, like a bee in a flower?’ 
replied Wilfrid, who, seeing in her for the first time 
some trace of earthly feeling, thought it a favourable 
moment for the expression of his fervent affection. 

‘ Always the same?’ said Seraphita, laughing, Minna 
having left them ; the girl was climbing a crag where she 
had seen some blue saxifrages. 

‘ Always !’ exclaimed Wilfrid. ¢ Listen,’ he said, with 
an imperious glance that met a panoply of adamant, 
‘you know not who I am, nor what my power is, nor 
what I demand. Do not reject my last entreaty. Be 
mine, for the sake of the world within your heart! Be 
mine, that my conscience may be pure, that a heavenly 
voice may sound in my ears and inspire me aright in the 
undertaking I have vowed to carry out, impelled by 
my hatred of the nations, but to be achieved for their 
welfare if only you are with me. What nobler mission 
may a woman dream of ?—I came to these lands meditat- 
ing a great scheme.’ 

‘ And you are prepared to sacrifice it and its glories,’ 
said she, ‘to a very simple girl, whom you will love, and 
who will guide you into a peaceful path?’ 

‘What do I care? Lonly want you! This is my 
secret, he replied, going on with his speech. ‘I have 
travelled all over the North, the great workshop where 
the new races are produced who overspread the earth like 
floods of humanity sent forth to renew worn-out civilisa- 
tion. I wanted to have begun my work on one of these 
points, conquering there the ascendency that force and 
intellect can assert over a small race; to have trained it 
to battle, to have declared war, and have sent it raging 
like a conflagration to consume Europe, while shouting to 
these “Liberty!” to those “Plunder!” to some “Glory!” 

I 
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to others‘ Pleasure!” I,standing meanwhile like the image 
of Fate, pitiless and cruel, moving like the storm which 
assimilates from the atmosphere the atoms of which the 
lightning is compounded, and feeding on men like a 
rapacious monster. I should then have conquered 
Europe; she is now at a period when she looks for the 
coming of the new Messiah, who is to devastate the 
world and to re-form the nations. Europe can believe in 
no one but Him who will trample her under foot. 

‘Some day historians and poets would have justified 
my existence, have magnified me, have ascribed great 
ideas to me—to me, to whom this huge pleasantry, 
written in blood, is but revenge. 

‘But, dear Seraphita, what I have seen has disgusted 
me with the North ; force here is too blind, and I crave 
for the Indies. A duel with a selfish, cowardly, and 
mercenary government fascinates me more. Besides, it 
is easier to arouse the imagination of the races that dwell 
at the foot of Caucasus than to convince the minds of 
men in these frozen lands. I am tempted to cross the 
Russian steppes, to reach the frontiers of Asia, to cover 
it as far as the Ganges with my victorious flood of 
human beings, and then I shall overthrow the English 
rule. Seven men, at different periods, have already 
carried out such a scheme. I shall renew Art, as the 
Saracens did when Mahomet cast them over Europe. I 
will not be so sordid a king as those who now govern 
the ancient provinces of the Roman Empire, quarrelling 
with their subjects over custom-house dues. No, 
nothing shall arrest the flash of my gaze or the storm of 
my speech! My feet, like those of Genghis Khan, 
shall cover a third of the globe; my hand shall grasp 
Asia as did that of Aurung Zeeb. 

‘Be my partner; take your seat, fair and lovely 
being, on a throne. I have never doubted my success, 
but with you to dwell in my heart, I should be certain 
of it. 
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‘I have reigned already,’ said Seraphita. 

The words were like the blow dealt by the axe of a 
skilful woodsman at the root of a sapling, felling it at 
once. Men alone can know what a storm a woman can 
rouse in a man’s soul when he has been trying to impress 
her with his strength or his power, his intellect or his 
superiority, and the capricious fair nods her head and 
says, ‘Oh, that is nothing!’ or, with a bored smile, 
observes, ‘I know all that,’ when power is as nought 
to her. 

‘What !’ cried Wilfrid in despair, ‘the riches of Art, 
the wealth of the world, the splendour of a court 

She checked him by a mere curl of her lips, and said— 

‘Beings more powerful than you are have offered me 
more.’ 

‘Well, have you no soul, then, that you are not 
fascinated by the prospect of consoling a great man who 
will sacrifice everything to dwell with you in a little 
home by the side of a lake?’ 

‘Why,’ said she, ‘I am loved with a boundless love.’ 

‘By whom?’ cried Wilfrid, going towards Seraphita 
with a frenzied gesture, as if to fling her into the foaming 
falls of the Sieg. 

She looked at him ; his arm dropped ; and she pointed 
to Minna, who came running down, all rose and white, 
and as pretty as the flowers she carried in her hand. 

‘My child!’ said Seraphitus, going forward to 
meet her. 

Wilfrid stood on the edge of the cliff as motion- 
less as a statue, lost in thought, longing to cast 
himself into the flow of the torrent, like one of the 
fallen trees that passed under his eyes and vanished in 
the abyss beneath. 

‘J gathered them for you,’ said Minna, giving the 
nosegay to the being she adored. ‘One of them—this 
one,’ said she, picking out a particular blossom, ‘is like 
the flower we gathered on the Falberg.’ 
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Seraphitus looked at the blossom and then at Minna. 

‘Why do you question me thus? Do you doubt me?’ 

‘No,’ said the girl, ‘my confidence in you is un- 
bounded. While you are far more beautiful to me than 
this beautiful scenery, you also seem to me to be superior 
in intelligence to all the rest of humanity. When I have 
been with you, I seem to have communed with God. I 
only wish : 

‘What?’ asked Seraphitus, with a flashing look that 
revealed to the girl the vast distance that divided them. 

‘I wish I could suffer in your stead.’ 

‘This is the most dangerous of Thy creatures,’ 
thought Seraphitus. ‘Is it a criminal thought, O God, 
to long to present her to Thee ?—Have you forgotten,’ 
he said aloud, ‘all I told you up there?’ and he pointed 
upwards to the peak of the Ice-cap. 

‘Now he is terrible again!’ thought Minna with 
a shudder. 

The roar of the Sieg formed an accompaniment to 
the thoughts of these three beings, who stood together 
for a few minutes on a projecting slab of rock, parted, as 
they were, by immeasurable gulfs in the spiritual world. 

‘Teach me then, Seraphitus,’ said Minna, in a voice as 
silvery as a pearl and as gentle as the movements of a 
sensitive plant. ‘Teach me what I must do to avoid 
loving you? Who could fail to admire you? And love 
is the admiration that is never tired.’ 

‘Poor child!” said Seraphitus, turning pale, ‘only one 
Being can be loved thus.’ 

‘Who is that?” asked Minna. 

‘You shall know!’ was the reply in the weak voice 
of one who lies down to die. 

‘Help! He is dying!’ cried Minna. 

Wilfrid hastened forward, and seeing this being re- 
clining gracefully on a block of gneiss over which time 
had thrown its carpet of velvet, its glistening lichens, 
and dusky mosses, lustrous in the sunshine,— 
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‘She is lovely !” he exclaimed. 

‘This is the last glance I may give to nature in 
travail,’ said Seraphita, collecting all her strength to 
rise. She went to the edge of the cliff, whence she 
could see the whole of the sublime landscape, but lately 
wrapped in its mantle of snow, now full of life, green 
and flowery. 

‘ Farewell,’ said she, ‘oh, burning hot-bed of love! 
whence everything tends from the centre to the utmost 
circumference, while the extremities are gathered up, 
like a woman’s hair, to be spun into the unknown plait 
by which thou art linked, in the invisible ether, to the 
Divine Idea ! 

‘Behold him who is bending over the furrow, watered 
with his sweat, and pausing for an instant to look up to 
heaven ; behold her who gathers the children in to feed 
them from her breast ; him who knots the ropes in the 
fury of the tempest ; her who sits in the niche of a rock 
awaiting her father ; and, again, all those who hold out 
their hands for help after spending their life in thankless 
toil? Peace and courage to them all, and to all 
farewell ! 

‘Do you hear the cry of the soldier who dies unknown, 
the wrath of the man who laments, disappointed, in the 
desert? Peace and courage to all, to all farewell! 
Farewell, you who die for the kings of the earth; but 
farewell, too, ye races without a native land, and fare- 
well, lands without a people— seeking each other. 
Farewell, above all, to thee, sublime exile, who knowest 
not where to lay thy head! Farewell, dear innocents, 
dragged away by the hair of your head for having loved 
too well! Farewell, mothers sitting by your dying 
sons! Farewell, holy, broken-hearted wives! Fare- 
well, O ye who are poor, young, weak, and suffering, 
whose woes I have so often made my own! Farewell, 
all ye who gravitate in the sphere of instinct, suffering 
there for others ! 
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‘Farewell, ye discoverers who seek the East through 
the thick darkness of abstractions as grand as first 
principles ; and ye martyrs of thought, led by thought to 
the true light! Farewell, realms of inquiry, where I 
can hear the moans of insulted genius, the sigh of the 
sage to whom light comes—too late ! 

‘I perceive the angelic harmonies, the wafted fra- 
grance, the incense from the heart exhaled by those who 
move on, praying, comforting, diffusing divine light 
and heavenly balm to sorrowing souls. Courage, Choir 
of Love! to whom the nations cry, “Comfort us! Pro- 
tect us!” Courage, and farewell ! 

‘Farewell, rock of granite, thou shalt become a 
flower ; farewell, flower, thou shalt be a dove; farewell, 
dove, thou shalt be a woman; farewell, woman, thou 
shalt be Suffering ; farewell, man, thou shalt be Belief; 
farewell, you, who shall be all love and prayer ! ” 

Exhausted by fatigue, this inexplicable being for the 
first time leaned on Wilfrid and Minna to support her 
back to her house. Wilfrid and Minna felt some 
mysterious contagion from her touch. ‘They had gone 
but a few steps when they met David in tears. 

‘She is going to die; why have you brought her 
here?’ he exclaimed from afar. 

Seraphita was lifted up by the old man, who had 
recovered the strength of youth, and he flew with her 
to the door of the Swedish castle, like an eagle carrying 
some white lamb to his eyrie. 


vi 


THE ROAD TO HEAVEN 


On the day after Seraphita had had this foretaste of her 
end, and had bidden farewell to the earth, as a prisoner 
looks at his cell before quitting it for ever, she was 
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suffering such pain as compelled her to remain in the 
absolute quietude of those who endure extreme anguish. 
Wilfrid and Minna went to see her, and found her lying 
on her couch of furs. Her soul, still shrouded in the 
flesh, shone through the veil, bleaching it, as it were, 
from day to day. The progress made by the spirit in 
undermining the last barrier which divided it from the 
infinite was called sickness; the hour of life was named 
death. David wept to see his mistress suffering, and 
refused to listen to her consolations ; the old man was as 
unreasonable as a child. ‘The pastor was urgent on 
Seraphita to take some remedies; but all was in vain. 

One morning she asked for the two she had been so 
fond of, telling them that this was the last of her bad 
days. Wilfrid and Minna came in great alarm; they 
knew that they were about to lose her. Seraphita 
smiled at them, as those smile who are departing to a 
better world; her head drooped like a flower over- 
weighted with dew, which opens its cup for the last 
time and exhales its last fragrance to the air. She 
looked at them with sadness, of which they were the 
cause ; she had ceased to think of herself, and they felt 
this without being able to express their grief, mingled as 
it was with gratitude. 

Wilfrid remained standing, silent and motionless, lost 
in such contemplation as is suggested by things so vast 
that they make us understand, here on earth, the Supreme 
Immensity. Minna, emboldened by the weakness of 
this powerful being, or perhaps by her dread of losing 
her beloved for ever, bent down and murmured, ‘Sera- 
phitus—let me follow you!’ 

©Can I hinder you?’ 

‘But why do you not love me enough to remain 
here?’ 

‘T could not love anything here.’ 

‘What, then, do you love?’ 

‘ Heaven.’ 
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‘Are you worthy of heaven if you thus despise God’s 
creatures here ?’ 

‘Minna, can we love two beings at the same time? 
Is the Best-beloved really the Best-beloved if He does not 
fill the whole heart? Ought He not to be the first and 
last and only One? Does not she who is all love quit 
the world for her Beloved? Her whole family becomes 
but a memory ; she has but one relation—it is He! Her 
soul is no longer her own, but His! If she keeps any- 
thing within her that is not His, she does not love ; no, 
she does not love! Is loving half-heartedly loving at 
all? The voice of the Beloved makes her all glad and 
flows through her veins like a purple tide, redder than 
the blood; His look is a light that flashes through her, 
she is fused with Him; where He is all is beautiful. He 
is warmth to her soul, He lights everything ; near Him, 
is it ever cold or dark to her? Hes never absent; He 
is always within us, we think in Him, with Him, for 
Him. That, Minna, is how I love Him.’ 

‘Whom ?’ said Minna, gripped by consuming jealousy. 

‘God!’ replied Seraphitus, whose voice flashed upon 
their souls like a beacon light of freedom blazing from 
hill to hill—* God, who never betrays us! God, who 
does not desert us, but constantly fulfils our desires, and 
who alone can perennially satisfy His creatures with 
infinite and unmixed joys! God, who is never weary, 
and who only has smiles! God, ever new, who pours 
His treasures into the soul, who purifies it without 
bitterness, who is all harmony, all fame! God, who 
enters into us to blossom there, who fulfils all our 
aspirations, who never calls us to account if we are His, 
but gives Himself wholly, ravishes us, and expands and 
multiplies us in Himself—God, in short ! 

‘Minna, I love you because you may be His! I love 
you because if you come to Him you will be mine.’ 

‘Then lead me to Him,” said she, kneeling down. 
‘Take me by the hand; I will leave you no more.’ 
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‘Lead us, Seraphita,’ cried Wilfrid vehemently, coming 
forward to kneel with Minna. ‘Yes, you have made 
me thirst for the Light and thirst for the Word; I 
thirst with the love you have implanted in my heart, I 
will cherish your soul in mine ; impart your Will, and I 
will do whatsoever you bid me do. If I may not win 
you, I will treasure every feeling that you can infuse 
into me as part of you! If I cannot be united to you 
but by my strength alone, I will cling as flame clings to 
what it consumes.—Speak ! ” 

‘Angel!’ cried the incomprehensible being, with a 
look that seemed to enfold them in an azure mantle. 
‘Angel! heaven is thine inheritance!’ 

And a great silence fell after this cry, which rang in 
the souls of Wilfrid and Minna like the first chord of some 
celestial symphony. 

‘If you desire to train your feet to walk in the way 
that leads to heaven, remember that the first steps are 
rough,’ said the suffering soul. ‘God must be sought 
for His own sake. In that sense He is a jealous God, 
He will have you altogether His; but when you have 
given yourself to Him, He never abandons you. I will 
leave you the keys of the kingdom where His light 
shines, where you will everywhere be in the bosom of 
the Father, in the heart of the Bridegroom. No 
sentinel guards the gates; you can enter from any side; 
His palace, His treasures, His sceptre, nothing is for- 
bidden; He says to all, ‘‘ Take them freely!” But 
you must wi// to go thither. You must start as for a 
journey, leave your home, give up your plans, bid fare- 
well to your friends—father, mother, sister, even the 
infant brother that cries—an eternal farewell, for you 
will never return, any more than martyrs bound for the 
stake returned to their homes; you must, in short, strip 
yourself of the feelings and possessions to which men 
cling ; otherwise, you will not be wholly given up to 
your enterprise. 
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‘Do for God what you would have done for your 
ambitious schemes, what you do when you take up an 
art, what you did when you loved a creature more than 
Him, or when you were studying some secret of human 
knowledge. Is not God Knowledge itself, Love itself, 
the Fount of all poetry? Is not His treasure a thing to 
covet? His treasure is inexhaustible, His poetry is 
infinite, His love unchangeable, His knowledge infallible 
and full of mysteries. Cling to nothing, then; He will 
give you All! Yes, in His heart you will find posses- 
sions beyond all compare with those you leave on earth. 

‘What I tell you is the truth. You will have His 
power, you will be allowed to use it as you use anything 
that belongs to your lover or your mistress. 

‘Alas! most men doubt, lack faith, will, and per- 
severance. Though some set out on the road, they 
presently look back and return. Few are they who 
know how to choose between these two extremes—to go 
or to stay; heaven or the muck-heap. All hesitate. 
Weakness leads to wandering, passion to evil ways, vice 
as a habit clogs the feet, and man makes no progress 
towards a better state. 

‘Every being passes a preliminary life in the Sphere of 
Instinct, labouring with endless toil to amass earthly 
treasures, only to recognise their futility at last. But 
how many times must we live through this first life 
before quitting it fit to begin another stage of trial in 
the Sphere of Abstractions, where the mind is exercised 
in false science, and the spirit is at last weary of human 
speech—for, matter being exhausted, the spirit prevails? 
How many forms must the being elect to heaven wear 
out, before he has learnt the preciousness of silence, and 
of the solitude whose star-strewn steppes are the floor of 
the spiritual world? It is after testing and trying the 
void that his eyes turn to the right path. Then there 
are other existences to be worn through or ever he may 
reach the road where the Light shines. 
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‘Death marks a stage on this journey. After that, 
his experience is in a reversed order; it takes a whole 
life, perhaps, to acquire the virtues that are the anti- 
thesis of the errors in which he has previously lived. 

‘Thus, first we live the life of suffering, where 
torments make us thirst for love. Next comes the life 
of loving, where devotion to the creature teaches us 
devotion to the Creator; where the virtues of love, its 
thousand sacrifices, its angelic hope, its joys paid for by 
grief, its patience and resignation excite an appetite for 
things divine. After this comes the life during which 
we seek, in silence, the traces of the Word, and become 
humble and charitable. Then the life of high desire; 
finally, the life of prayer. ‘There we find eternal sun- 
shine; there are flowers, there is fruition ! 

‘The qualities we acquire, and which slowly grow up 
in us, are the invisible bonds binding each of these 
existences to the next; the soul alone remembers them, 
since matter has no memory for spiritual things. The 
mind alone preserves a tradition of former states. This 
unbroken legacy of the past to the present, and of the 
present to the future, is the secret of human genius: 
some have the gift of form, some the gift of number, some 
the gift of harmony; these are all steps in the way to 
the Light. Yes, whoever possesses one of these gifts, 
touches the infinite at one spot. 

“The Word, of which I have here uttered a few 
axioms, has been distributed over the earth, which has 
reduced it to powder, and infused it into its works, its 
doctrines, its poetry. If the tiniest speck of it shines on 
a work, you say, “‘ This is great; this is true; this is 
sublime!” And that mere atom vibrates within you, 
giving you a foretaste of heaven. Thus, one has sickness, 
to divide him from the world; another has solitude, bring- 
ing him near to God; a third has poetry; in short, every- 
thing that throws you in on yourself, striking you and 
crushing you, is a ringing call from the Divine Sphere. 
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‘When a being has traced the first furrow straight, 
it is enough to make the others by ; one single profound 
thought, a voice once heard, an acute pang, a single 
echo that finds the Word in you, changes your soul for 
ever. Every road leads to God; hence you have many 
chances of finding Him if you walk straight on. When 
the happy day dawns that finds you with your foot on 
the road, starting on your pilgrimage, the earth knows 
no more of you, it understands you no more, you are no 
longer in harmony with it, it rejects you. 

‘Those who come to know these things, and who 
speak a few utterances of the true Word, find not where 
to lay their head; they are hunted like wild beasts, and 
often perish on the scaffold amid the rejoicing of the 
assembled populace; but angels open the gates of 
heaven to them. So your destination is a secret between 
you and God, as love is a secret between two hearts. 
You are as the hidden treasure over which men trample, 
greedy for gold, but not knowing that it is there. 

‘Your life is one of incessant activity. Each act has 
a purpose that tends to God, just as when you love, your 
acts and thoughts are full of the creature you love; but 
love and its joys, love and its sensual pleasures, is but an 
imperfect image of the infinite love that unites you to the 
Celestial Bridegroom. Every earthly joy is succeeded 
by anguish and dissatisfaction; for love to bring no 
disgust in its train, death must quench it at the fiercest, 
or ever you see the ashes; but God transforms our 
miseries into raptures, joy is multiplied by itself, it 
constantly increases, and knows no bounds. 

‘Thus, in the earthly life a transient love is ended by 
enduring tribulations ; whereas, in the spiritual life, the 
tribulations of a day end in infinite joys. Your soul is 
for ever glad. You feel God close to you, in you; He 
gives a flavour of holiness to all things, He shines in your 
soul, He seals you with His sweetness, He weans you 
from the earth for your own sake, and makes you care 
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for it for His sake by suffering you to use His power. 
You do, in His name, the works He inspires you to do; 
you wipe away tears; you act for Him; you have 
nothing of your own; like Him, you love all creatures 
with inextinguishable love; you long to see them all 
marching towards Him, as a truly loving woman would 
fain see all the nations of the earth obedient to her 
Beloved. 

‘The last life—that in which all previous lives are 
summed up—is the life of prayer; in it every power is 
strung to the highest pitch, and its merits will open 
the gates of heaven to the being made perfect. Who 
can make you understand the greatness, the majesty, the 
power of prayer? Oh that my voice may be as thunder 
in your hearts, and that it may change them! Be now, 
forthwith, what you will become after trials. There 
are certain privileged beings—prophets, seers, evangelists, 
martyrs, all who suffer for the Word or who have 
declared it—these souls cross the human spheres at a 
single bound, and rise at once to prayer. So, too, do 
those who are consumed by the flame of faith. Be ye 
then such a daring pair! God accepts such temerity ; 
He loves those who take Him with violence, He never 
rejects such as can force their way to Him. Understand 
this: Desire, the torrent of will, is so potent in a man, 
that a single jet forcibly emitted is enough to win any- 
thing, a single cry is often enough when uttered under 
the stress of faith. Be ye one of those beings, full of 
force, will, and love! Be victorious over the earth! 
Let the hunger and thirst for God possess you wholly ; 
run to Him as the thirsting hart runs to the water- 
brook. Desire will give you wings; tears, the flowers 
of repentance, will fall like a heavenly baptism, whence 
your nature will come forth purified. From the bosom 
of these waters leap into prayer ! 

‘Silence and meditation are efficacious means of enter- 
ing on this road; God always reveals Himself to the 
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solitary and contemplative man. By this method the 
necessary separation is effected between matter, which 
has so long held you shrouded in darkness, and the spirit, 
which is born in you and gives you light, and day will 
dawn in your soul. Your broken heart receives the light 
which floods it; you no longer feel convictions, but 
dazzling certainties. The poet has expression, the sage 
meditates, the righteous man acts; but he who is on the 
frontier of the divine worlds prays, and his prayer is 
expression, meditation, and action all in one! Yes, his 
prayer contains everything, includes everything; it 
completes your nature by showing you the Spirit and 
the Way. 

‘Prayer is the fair and radiant daughter of all the 
human virtues, the arch connecting heaven and earth, 
the sweet companion that is alike the lion and the dove; 
and prayer will give you the key of heaven. As pure 
and as bold as innocence, as strong as all things are that 
are entire and single, this fair and invincible queen rests 
on the material world; she has taken possession of it ; 
for, like the sun, she casts about it a sphere of light. 
The universe belongs to him who will, who can, who 
knows how to pray; but he must will, he must be able, 
and he must know how—in one word, he must have 
power, faith, and wisdom. And, indeed, when prayer is 
the outcome of so many trials, it is the consummation of 
all truth, of all power, of all emotion. The offspring of 
the laborious, slow, and persistent development of every 
natural property, and alive by the divine insufflation of 
the Word, she has enchantments in her hand, she is the 
crown of worship—neither material worship, which has 
its symbols, nor spiritual worship, which has its formulas, 
but worship of the divine order. 

‘We do not then say prayers ; prayer lights up within 
us, and is a faculty which acts of itself: it acquires the 
vital activity which lifts it above all forms; it links the 
soul to God, and you are joined to Him as the root of a 
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tree is joined to the earth ; the elements of things flow 
in your veins, and you live the life of the worlds them- 
selves. Prayer bestows external conviction by enabling 
you to penetrate the world of matter through a cohesion 
of all your faculties with elementary substances; it 
bestows internal conviction by evolving your very 
essence, and mingling it with that of the spiritual 
spheres. 

‘To pray thus you must attain to absolute freedom 
from the flesh ; you must be refined in the furnace to the 
purity of a diamond ; for that perfect communion can only 
be achieved by absolute quiescence, the stilling of every 
storm. Yes, prayer, literally an aspiration of the soul 
set wholly free from the body, bears up every power, 
applying them all to the constant and persistent union of 
the visible and the invisible. When you possess the gift 
of praying without weariness, with love, assurance, force, 
and intelligence, your spiritualised nature soon attains to 
power. It passes beyond everything, like the whirlwind 
or the thunder, and partakes of the nature of God. You 
acquire alacrity of spirit; in one instant you can be 
present in every region; you are borne, like the Word 
itself, from one end of the world to the other. ‘There is 
a harmony—you join in it; there is a light—you see it ; 
there is a melody—its counterpart is in you. In that 
frame you will feel your intellect expanding, growing, 
and its insight reaching to prodigious distances ; in fact, 
to the spirit, time and space are not. Distance and dura- 
tion are proportions proper to matter; and spirit and 
matter have nothing in common. 

‘Although these things proceed in silence and still- 
ness, without disturbance or external motion, everything 
is action in prayer; but vital action, devoid of all sub- 
stantiality, refined like the motion of worlds into a pure 
and invisible force. It comes down from above like 
light, and gives life to the souls that lie in its rays, as 
nature lies in those of the sun. It everywhere resusci- 
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tates virtue, purifies and sanctifies action, peoples the 
solitude, and gives a foretaste of eternal bliss. When 
once you have known the ecstasy of the divine transport 
that comes of your internal struggles, there is no more 
to be said; when once you have grasped the sistrum on 
which to praise God, you will never lay it down. Hence 
the isolation in which angelic spirits dwell and their 
scorn of all that constitutes human joys. 

‘I say unto you, they are cut off from the number 
of those who must die; if they understand their speech, 
they no longer understand their ideas ; they are amazed 
by their doings, by what is termed politics, by earthly 
laws and communities ; to them there are no mysteries, 
nothing but truth. Those who have attained the degree 
at which their eyes can discern the gates of heaven, and 
who, without casting a single glance behind, without 
expressing a single regret, can look down upon the 
worlds and read their destinies,—those, I say, are silent, 
and wait and endure the last conflict; the last is the 
hardest, resignation is the supreme virtue. To dwell in 
exile and make no complaint, to have no care for things 
on earth and yet to smile, to belong to God and be 
left among men ! 

‘Do you not plainly hear the voice that cries to you, 
“On! on!” Often in a celestial vision the angels 
descend and wrap you in song. Then you must see 
them soar back to the hive without a tear, without a 
murmur. To murmur would be to fail. Resignation 
is the fruit that ripens at the gate of heaven. How 
impressive and beautiful are the calm smile, the unruffled 
brow of the resigned creature! How radiant the light 
that adorns his face! Those who come within his range 
grow better; his look is penetrating and pathetic. He 
triumphs merely by his presence, more eloquent in his 
silence than the prophet in his speech. He stands alert 
like a faithful dog listening for his master. 

Stronger than love, more eager than hope, greater than 
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faith, Resignation is the adorable maiden who, prone on 
the earth, clings for an instant to the palm she has won by 
leaving the print of her pure white feet ; and when she is 
no more, men come in crowds and say, ‘‘ Behold!” God 
preserves her there as an image, and at her feet creep all 
the shapes and species of animal life seeking their way. 
Now and again she shakes and sheds the light that 
emanates from her hair, and we see; she speaks, and 
we listen; and all say to one another, “‘ A miracle! ” 

‘Often she triumphs in the name of God; men in 
their terror deny her and put her to death; she lays 
down her sword and smiles at the stake after saving the 
nations ! 

‘How many pardoned angels have stepped from 
martyrdom to heaven! Sinai and Golgotha are not 
here nor there. The angel is crucified everywhere, 
and in every sphere. Sighs go up to God from every 
world. The earth on which we live is one ear of the 
harvest ; humanity is but a species in the vast field 
where flowers are grown for heaven. 

‘In short, God is everywhere the same, and it is easy 
everywhere to go up to Him by prayer.’ 

After these words, falling as from the lips of a second 
Hagar in the desert, and stirring the souls they pierced 
like the spears shot by the fiery word of Isaiah, the 
Being was silent to collect some little remaining 
strength. Neither Wilfrid nor Minna dared to speak. 
Then on a sudden HE sat up to die. 

‘Soul of the universe, oh God, whom I love for Thy- 
self! Thou, Judge and Father, gauge a fervour that 
knows no limit but Thine infinite goodness! Impart to 
me Thine essence and Thy faculties, that I may be more 
truly Thine! ‘Take me, that I may no longer be my 
own. If Iam not duly purified, cast me back into the 
furnace. If I am not finely moulded, let me be made 
into some useful ploughshare or victorious sword. 
Grant me some glorious martyrdom to proclaim Thy 
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word. Even if Thou reject me, I will bless Thy 
justice. If my exceeding love may win in a moment 
what hard and patient labour may not obtain, snatch me 
up in Thy chariot of fire! Whether Thou shalt grant 
me to triumph or to suffer again, blessed be Thou ! 
But if I suffer for Thee, is not that a triumph! ‘Take 
me—seize, snatch, drag me away! Or, if Thou wilt, 
reject me! Thou art He whom I worship, and who 
can do no wrong.—Ah!”’ he cried after a pause, ‘ the 
bonds are breaking. Pure spirits, holy throng, come 
forth from the depths, fly over the surface of the 
luminous flood! ‘The hour has struck, come, gather 
round me. We will sing at the gates of the sanctuary, 
our chants shall disperse the last lingering clouds. We 
will unite to hail the morn of everlasting day. Behold 
the dawn of the true Light! Why cannot I take my 
friends with me ?—Farewell, poor earth, farewell !’ 


Vil 
THE ASSUMPTION 


Tuis last hymn was not uttered in words, nor expressed 
by gestures, nor by any of the signs which serve men 
as a means of communicating their thoughts, but as the 
soul speaks to itself; for, at the moment when Sera- 
phita was revealed in her true nature, her ideas were no 
longer enslaved to human language. The vehemence 
of her last prayer had broken the bonds. Like a white 
dove, the soul hovered for a moment above this body, of 
which the exhausted materials were about to dissever. 

The aspiration of this soul to heaven was so infectious, 
that Wilfrid and Minna failed to discern death as they 
saw the radiant spark of life. 

They had fallen on their knees when Seraphitus 
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had turned to the dawn, and they were inspired by his 
ecstasy. 

The fear of the Lord, who creates man anew and 
purges him of his dross, consumed their hearts. ‘Their 
eyes were closed to the things of the earth, and opened 
to the glories of heaven. 

‘Though surprised by the trembling before God which 
overcame some of those seers known to men as prophets, 
they still trembled, like them, when they found them- 
selves within the circle where the glory of the Spirit 
was shining. 

Then the veil of the flesh, which had hitherto hidden 
him from them, insensibly faded away, revealing the 
divine substance. “They were left in the twilight of the 
dawn, whose pale light prepared them to see the true 
light, and to hear the living word without dying of it. 

In this condition they both began to understand the 
immeasurable distances that divide the things of earth 
from the things of heaven. 

The life on whose brink they stood, trembling 
and dazzled in a close embrace, as two children take 
refuge side by side to gaze at a conflagration—that Life 
gave no hold tothe senses. The Spirit was above them ; 
it shed fragrance without odour, and melody without 
the help of sound; here, where they knelt, there were 
neither surfaces, nor angles, nor atmosphere. “They 
dared no longer question him nor gaze on him, but 
remained under his shadow, as under the burning rays 
of the tropical sun we dare not raise our eyes for fear of 
being blinded. 

They felt themselves near to him, though they could 
not tell by what means they thus found themselves, as 
in a dream, on the border line of the visible and the 
invisible, nor how they had ceased to see the visible and 
perceived the invisible. 

They said to themselves, ‘If he should touch us, we 
shall die!’ But the Spirit was in the infinite, and they 
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did not know that in the infinite time and space are 
not, that they were divided from him by gulfs, though 
apparently so near. ‘Their souls not being prepared 
to receive a complete knowledge of the faculties of 
that life, they only perceived it darkly, apprehending 
it according to their weakness. 

Otherwise, when the Living Word rang forth, of 
which the distant sound fell on their ear, its meaning 
entering into their soul as life enters into a body, a 
single tone of that Word would have swept them away, 
as a whirl of fire seizes a straw. 

Thus they beheld only what their nature, upheld by 
the power of the Spirit, allowed them to see; they heard 
only so much as they were able to hear. 

Still, in spite of these mitigations, they shuddered as 
they heard the voice of the suffering soul, the hymn of 
the spirit awaiting life, and crying out forit. That cry 
froze the very marrow in their bones. 

The Spirit knocked at the sacred gate. 

‘What wilt thou?’ asked a choir, whose voice rang 
through all the worlds. 

“To go to God.’ 

© Hast thou conquered ?’ 

‘I have conquered the flesh by abstinence; I have 
vanquished false speech by silence; I have vanquished 
false knowledge by humility; I have vanquished pride 
by charity ; I have vanquished the earth by love; I 
have paid my tribute of suffering; I am purified by 
burning for the faith; I have striven for life by prayer ; 
I wait adoring, and I am resigned.’ 

But no reply came. 

‘The Lord be praised!’ said the Spirit, believing 
himself rejected. His tears flowed, and fell in dew on 
the kneeling witnesses, who shuddered at the judgments 
of God. 

On a sudden, the trumpets sounded for the victory of 
the Angel in this last test ; their music filled space, like 
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a sound met by an echo; it rang through it, making the 
universe tremble. Wilfrid and Minna felt the world 
shrink under their feet. “They shivered, shaken by the 
terrors of apprehending the mystery that was to be 
accomplished. 

There was, in fact, a vast stir, as though the eternal 
legions were forming to march, and gathering in spiral 
order. ‘The worlds spun round, like clouds swept away 
by a mad whirlwind. It was all in a moment. The 
veils were rent; they saw far above them, as it were, a 
star immeasurably brighter than the brightest star in the 
skies; it fell from its place like a thunderbolt, still 
flashing like the lightning, paling in its flight all that 
they had ever hitherto thought to be light. 

This was the messenger bearing the good tidings, 
and the plume in his helmet was a flame of life. He left 
behind him a wake, filled up at once by the waves of the 
luminous flood he passed through. 

He borea palm anda sword; with the palm he touched 
the Spirit, and it was transfigured; its white wings 
spread without a sound. 

At the communication of the Light, which changed 
the Spirit into a seraph, the garb of heavenly armour 
that clothed its glorious form, shed such radiance that 
the two seers were blinded. And, like the three apostles 
to whose sight Jesus appeared, Wilfrid and Minna were 
conscious of the burthen of their bodies, which hindered 
them from complete and unclouded intuition of the 
Word and the True Life. 

They saw the nakedness of their souls, and could 
measure their lack of brightness by comparison with the 
halo of the seraph, in which they stood as a shameful 
spot. They felt an ardent desire to rush back into the 
mire of the universe, to endure trial there, so as to be 
able some day to utter at the sacred gate the answer 
spoken by the glorified Spirit. 

That seraph knelt down at the gate of the sanctuary, 
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which he could at last see face to face, and said, pointing 
to them— 

‘Grant them to see more clearly. They will love the 
Lord, and proclaim His Word.’ 

In answer to this prayer, a veil fell, Whether the 
unknown power that laid a hand on the two seers did 
for a moment annihilate their physical bodies, or whether 
it released their spirit to soar free, they were aware 
of a separation in themselves of the pure from the 
impure. 

Then the seraph’s tears rose round them in the form 
of a vapour which hid the lower worlds from their eyes, 
and wrapped them round and carried them away, and 
gave them oblivion of earthly meanings, and the power 
of understanding the sense of divine things. ‘The True 
Light appeared ; it shed light on all creation, which, to 
them, looked barren indeed when they saw the source 
whence the worlds, earthly, spiritual, and divine, derive 
motion. 

Each world had a centre to which tended every atom 
of the sphere; these worlds were themselves each an 
atom tending to the centre of their species. Each 
species had its centre in the vast celestial region that 
is in communion with the inexhaustible and flaming 
motor power of all that exists. ‘Thus, from the most 
vast to the smallest of the worlds, and from the 
smallest sphere to the minutest atom of the creation that 
constitutes it, each thing was an individual, and yet all 
was one, 

What, then, was the purpose of the Being, immutable 
in Essence and Faculty, but able to communicate them 
without loss, able to manifest them as phenomena with- 
out separating them from Himself, and causing every- 
thing outside Himself to be a creation immutable in its 
essence and mutable in its form? The two guests 
bidden to this high festival could only see the order and 
arrangement of beings, and wonder at their immediate 
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ends. None but angels could go beyond that, and 
know the means and understand the purpose. 

But that which those two chosen ones could contem- 
plate, and of which they carried away the evidence to 
be a light to their souls for ever after, was the certainty 
of the action of worlds and beings, and a knowledge of 
the effort with which they all tend to a final result. 
They heard the various parts of the infinite forming a 
living melody; and at each beat, when the concord made 
itself felt as a deep expiration, the worlds, carried on by 
this unanimous motion, bowed to the Omnipotent One, 
who in His unapproachable centre made all things issue 
from Him andreturn to Him. This ceaseless alternation 
of voices and silence seemed to be the rhythm of the holy 
hymn that was echoed and sustained from age to age. 

Wilfrid and Minna now understood some of the 
mysterious words of the being who on earth had appeared 
to them under the form which was intelligible to each— 
Seraphitus to one, Seraphita to the other—seeing that 
here all was homogeneous. Light gave birth to melody, 
and melody to light; colours were both light and melody; 
motion was number endowed by the Word; in short, 
everything was at once sonorous, diaphanous, and mobile; 
so that, everything existing in everything else, extension 
knew no limits, and the angels could traverse it every- 
where to the utmost depths of the infinite. 

They saw then how puerile were the human sciences 
of which they had heard. Before them lay a view 
without any horizon, an abyss into which ardent craving 
invited them to plunge; but burthened with their hapless 
bodies, they had the desire without the power. 

The seraph lightly spread his wings to take his flight, 
and did not look back at them—he had nothing now in 
common with the earth. 

He sprang upwards; the vast span of his dazzling 
pinions covered the two seers like a beneficent shade, 
allowing them to raise their eyes and see him borne away 
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in his glory escorted by the rejoicing archangel. He 
mounted like a beaming sun rising from the bosom of 
the waters; but, more happy he than the day star, and 
destined to more glorious ends, he was not bound, like 
inferior creatures, to a circular orbit; he followed the 
direct line of the infinite, tending undeviatingly to the 
central one, to be lost there in life eternal, and to absorb 
into his faculties and into his essence the power of 
rejoicing through love and the gift of comprehending 
through wisdom. 

The spectacle that was then suddenly unveiled to the 
eyes of the two seers overpowered them by its vastness, 
for they felt like atoms whose smallness was comparable 
only to the minutest fraction which infinite divisibility 
allows man to conceive of, brought face to face with the 
infinitely numerous which God alone can contemplate 
as He contemplates Himself. 

What humiliation and what greatness in those two 
points, strength and love, which the seraph’s first desire 
had placed as two links uniting the immensity of the 
inferior universe to the immensity of the superior 
universe! They understood the invisible bonds by 
which material worlds are attached to the spiritual 
worlds. As they recalled the stupendous efforts of the 
greatest human minds, they discerned the principle of 
melody as they heard the songs of heaven which gave 
them all the sensations of colour, perfume, and thought, 
and reminded them of the innumerable details of all the 
creations, as an earthly song-can revive the slenderest 
memories of love. 

Strung by the excessive exaltation of their faculties to 
a pitch for which there is no word in any language, for 
a moment they were suffered to glance into the divine 
sphere. ‘There all was gladness. M)yriads of angels 
winged their way with one consent and without con- 
fusion, all alike but all different, as simple as the wild 
rose, as vast as worlds. 
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Wilfrid and Minna did not see them come nor go; 
they suddenly pervaded the infinite with their presence, 
as stars appear in the unfathomable ether. The blaze 
of all their diadems flashed into light in space, as the 
heavenly fire is lighted when the day rises among moun- 
tains. Waves of light fell from their hair, and their 
movements gave rise to undulating throbs like the 
dancing waves of a phosphorescent sea. 

The two seers could discern the seraph as a darker 
object amid deathless legions, whose wings were as the 
mighty plumage of a forest swept by the breeze. And 
then, as though all the arrows of a quiver were shot off 
at once, the spirits dispelled with a breath every vestige 
of his former shape; as the seraph mounted higher he 
was purified, and ere long he was no more than a filmy 
image of what they had seen when he was first trans- 
figured—lines of fire with no shadow. Up and up, 
receiving a fresh gift at each circle, while the sign of his 
election was transmitted to the highest heaven, whither 
he mounted purer and purer. 

None of the voices ceased; the hymn spread in all its 
modes— 

‘ Hail to him who rises to life! Come, flower of the 
worlds, diamond passed through the fire of affliction, pearl 
without spot, desire without flesh, new link between 
earth and heaven, be thou Light! Conquering spirit, 
queen of the world, fly to take thy crown; victorious 
over the earth, receive thy diadem! Be one of us!’ 

The angel’s virtues reappeared in all their beauty. 
His first longing for heaven was seen in the grace of 
tender infancy. His deeds adorned him with bright- 
ness like constellations ; his acts of faith blazed like the 
hyacinth of the skies, the hue of the stars. Charity 
decked him with oriental pearls, treasured tears. Divine 
love bowered him in roses, and his pious resignation by 
its whiteness divested him of every trace of earthliness. 

Soon, to their eyes, he was no more than a speck of 
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flame, growing more and more intense, its motion lost 
in the melodious acclamations that hailed his arrival in 
heaven. 

The celestial voices made the two exiles weep. 

Suddenly the silence of death spread like a solemn 
veil from the highest to the lowest sphere, throwing 
Wilfrid and Minna into unutterable expectancy. At 
that instant the seraph was lost in the heart of the 
sanctuary, where he received the gift of eternal life. 

Then they were aware of an impulse of intense 
adoration, which filled them with rapture mingled with 
awe. ‘They felt that every being had fallen prostrate 
in the divine spheres, in the spiritual spheres, and in the 
worlds of darkness. ‘The angels bent the knee to do 
honour to his glory, the spirits bent the knee to testify 
to their eagerness, and in the abyss all knelt, shuddering 
with awe. 

A mighty shout of joy broke out, as a choked spring 
breaks forth again, tossing up its thousands of flower- 
like jets, mirroring the sun which turns the sparkling 
drops to diamond and pearl, at the instant when the 
seraph emerged, a blaze of light, crying : 

‘Eternal! Eternal! Eternal!’ 

The worlds heard him and acknowledged him; he 
became one with them as God is, and took possession 
of the infinite. 

The seven divine worlds were aroused by his voice 
and answered him. 

At this instant there was a great rush, as if whole 
stars were purified and went up in dazzling glory to be 
eternal. Perhaps the seraph’s first duty was to call all 
creations filled with the Word to come to God. 

But the hallelujah was already dying away in the ears 
of Wilfrid and Minna, like the last waves of dying 
music. The glories of heaven were already vanishing, 
like the hues of a setting sun amid curtains of purple 
and gold, 
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Death and impurity were repossessing themselves of 
their prey. 


As they resumed the bondage of the flesh from which 
their spirit had for a moment been released by a sublime 
trance, the two mortals felt as on awaking in the 
morning from a night of splendid dreams, of which 
reminiscences float in the brain, though the senses have 
no knowledge of them, and human language would fail 
to express them. The blackness of the limbo into 
which they fell was the sphere where the sun of visible 
worlds shines. 

‘We must go down again,’ said Wilfrid to Minna. 

©We will do as he bids us,’ replied she. ‘Having 
seen the worlds moving on towards God, we know the 
right way.—Our starry diadems are above !’ 

They fell into the abyss, into the dust of the lower 
worlds, and suddenly saw the earth as it were a crypt, 
of which the prospect was made clear to them by the 
light they brought back in their souls, for it still wrapped 
them in a halo, and through it they still vaguely heard 
the vanishing harmonies of heaven. This was the 
spectacle which of old fell on the mind’s eye of the 
prophets. Ministers ef various religions, all calling 
themselves true, kings consecrated by force and fear, 
warriors and conquerors sharing the nations, learned 
men and rich lording it over a refractory and suffering 
populace whom they trampled under foot,—these were 
all attended by their followers and their women, all 
were clad in robes of gold, silver, and azure, covered 
with pearls and gems torn from the bowels of the earth 
or from the depths of the sea by the perennial toil of 
sweating and blaspheming humanity. But in the eyes 
of the exiles this wealth and splendour, harvested with 
blood, were but filthy rags. 

‘What do ye here in motionless ranks?’ asked 
Wilfrid. 
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They made no answer. 

‘What do ye here in motionless ranks ?? 

But they made no answer. 

Wilfrid laid his hands on them and shouted— 

‘What do ye here in motionless ranks ?’ 

By a common impulse they all opened their robes and 
showed him their bodies, dried up, eaten by worms, 
corrupt, falling to dust, and consumed by horrible 
diseases. ‘ Ye lead the nations to death,’ said Wilfrid ; 
‘ye have defiled the earth, perverted the Word, prosti- 
tuted justice. Ye have eaten the herb of the field, and 
now ye would kill the lambs! Do ye think that 
there is justification in showing your wounds? I shall 
warn those of my brethren who still can hear the Voice, 
that they may slake their thirst at the springs that you 
have hidden.’ 

‘Let us save our strength for prayer,’ said Minna. 
‘It is not your mission to be a prophet, nor a redeemer, 
nor an evangelist. Weare as yet only on the margin 
of the lowest sphere; let us strive to cleave through 
space on the pinions of prayer.’ 

‘You are my sole love!’ 

‘ You are my sole strength !’ 

‘We have had a glimpse of the higher mysteries; we 
are, each to the other, the only creatures here below 
with whom joy and grief are conceivable. Come then, 
we will pray; we know the road, we will walk 
in it.’ 

‘Give me your hand,’ said the girl. ‘If we always 
Peer oecthel, the path will seem less rough and not so 
ong. 

‘Only with -you,’ said the young man, ‘could I 
traverse that vast desert without allowing myself to 
repine.’ 

‘ And we will go to heaven together ! ’ said she. 

The clouds fell, forming a dark canopy. Suddenly 
the lovers found themselves kneeling by a dead body, 
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which old David was protecting from prying curiosity, 
and insisted on burying with his own hands. 

Outside, the first summer of the nineteenth century 
was in all its glory; the lovers fancied they could hear 
a voice in the sunbeams. ‘They breathed heavenly 
perfume from the new-born flowers, and said as they 
took each other by the hand— 

‘The vast ocean that gleams out there is an image of 
that we saw above!’ 

‘Whither are you going?’ asked Pastor Becker. 

‘We mean to go to God,’ said they. ‘Come with 
us, father.’ 


GrnEvA AND Paris, 
ecember 1833—INovember 1835. 


LOUIS LAMBERT 


DEDICATION: 


‘Et nunc et semper dilecte dicatum, 


Louis LamBErtT was born in 1797 at Montoire, a little 
town in the Venddmois, where his father owned a 
tannery of no great magnitude, and intended that his 
son should succeed him; but his precocious bent for 
study modified the paternal decision. For, indeed, the 
tanner and his wife adored Louis, their only child, and 
never contradicted him in anything. 

At the age of five Louis had begun by reading the 
Old and New ‘Testaments; and these two Books, 
including so many books, had sealed his fate. Could 
that childish imagination understand the mystical depths 
of the Scriptures? Could it so early follow the flight 
of the Holy Spirit across the worlds? Or was it merely 
attracted by the romantic touches which abound in 
those Oriental poems! Our narrative will answer these 
questions to some readers. 

One thing resulted from this first reading of the 
Bible: Louis went all over Montoire begging for books, 
and he obtained them by those winning ways peculiar to 
children, which no one can resist. While devoting 
himself to these studies under no sort of guidance, he 
reached the age of ten. 

At that period substitutes for the army were scarce; 
rich families secured them long beforehand to have them 


ready when the lots were drawn. The poor tanner’s 
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modest fortune did not allow of their purchasing a 
substitute for their son, and they saw no means allowed 
by law for evading the conscription but that of making 
him a priest ; so, in 1807, they sent him to his maternal 
uncle, the parish priest of Mer, another small town on 
the Loire, not far from Blois. This arrangement at 
once satisfied Louis’s passion for knowledge, and his 
parents’ wish not to expose him to the dreadful chances 
of war ; and, indeed, his taste for study and precocious 
intelligence gave grounds for hoping that he might rise 
to high fortunes in the Church. 

After remaining for about three years with his uncle, 
an old and not uncultured Oratorian, Louis left him 
early in 1811 to enter the College at Venddme, where 
he was maintained at the cost of Madame de Staél. 

Lambert owed the favour and patronage of this 
celebrated lady to chance, or shall we not say to Provi- 
dence, who can smooth the path of forlorn genius. To 
us, indeed, who do not see below the surface of human 
things, such vicissitudes, of which we find many 
examples in the lives of great men, appear to be merely 
the result of physical phenomena; to most biographers 
the head of a man of genius rises above the herd as some 
noble plant in the fields attracts the eye of the botanist 
by its splendour. ‘This comparison may well be applied 
to Louis Lambert’s adventure ; he was accustomed to 
spend the time allowed him by his uncle for holidays at 
his father’s house; but instead of indulging, after the 
manner of schoolboys, in the sweets of the delightful 
far niente that tempts us at every age, he set out every 
morning with part of a loaf and his books, and went to 
read and meditate in the woods, to escape his mother’s 
remonstrances, for she believed such persistent study to 
be injurious. How admirable is a mother’s instinct ! 
From that time reading was in Louis a sort of appetite 
which nothing could satisfy; he devoured books of 
every kind, feeding indiscriminately on religious works, 
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history, philosophy, and physics. He has told me that 
he found indescribable delight in reading dictionaries for 
lack of other books, and I readily believed him. What 
scholar has not many a time found pleasure in seeking 
the probable meaning of some unknown word? The 
analysis of a word, its physiognomy and history, would 
be to Lambert matter for long dreaming. But these 
were not the instinctive dreams by which a _ boy 
accustoms himself to the phenomena of life, steels him- 
self to every moral or physical perception—an involun- 
tary education which subsequently brings forth fruit 
both in the understanding and character of a man; no, 
Louis mastered the facts, and he accounted for them 
after seeking out both the principle and the end with the 
mother wit of a savage. Indeed, from the age of four- 
teen, by one of those startling freaks in which nature 
sometimes indulges, and which proved how anomalous 
was his temperament, he would utter quite simply ideas 
of which the depth was not revealed to me till a long 
time after. 

‘Often,’ he has said to me when speaking of his 
studies, ‘often have I made the most delightful voyage, 
floating on a word down the abyss of the past, like an 
insect embarked on a blade of grass tossing on the ripples 
of a stream. Starting from Greece, I would get to 
Rome, and traverse the whole extent of modern ages. 
What a fine book might be written of the life and 
adventures of a word! It has, of course, received 
various stamps from the occasions on which it has 
served its purpose; it has conveyed different ideas in 
different places; but is it not still grander to think of it 
under the three aspects of soul, body, and motion ? 
Merely to regard it in the abstract, apart from its 
functions, its effects, and its influence, is enough to 
cast one into an ocean of meditations? Are not most 
words coloured by the idea they represent? Then, to 
whose genius are they due? If it takes great intelli- 


Louis Lambert 161 


gence to create a word, how old may human speech be? 
_ The combination of letters, their shapes, and the look 
they give to the word, are the exact reflection, in 
accordance with the character of each nation, of the 
unknown beings whose traces survive in us. 

‘Who can philosophically explain the transition from 
sensation to thought, from thought to word, from the 
word to its hieroglyphic presentment, from hieroglyphics 
to the alphabet, from the alphabet to written language, 
of which the eloquent beauty resides in a series of 
images, classified by rhetoric, and forming, in a sense, 
the hieroglyphics of thought? Was it not the ancient 
mode of representing human ideas as embodied in the 
forms of animals that gave rise to the shapes of the first 
signs used in the East for writing down language? 
Then has it not left its traces by tradition on our modern 
languages, which have all seized some remnant of the 
primitive speech of nations, a majestic and solemn tongue 
whose grandeur and solemnity decrease as communities 
grow old; whose sonorous tones ring in the Hebrew 
Bible, and still are noble in Greece, but grow weaker 
under the progress of successive phases of civilisation ? 

‘Is it to this time-honoured spirit that we owe the 
mysteries lying buried in every human word? In the 
word True do we not discern a certain imaginary 
rectitude? Does not the compact brevity of its sound 
suggest a vague image of chaste nudity and the simplicity 
of Truth in all things? The syllable seems to me 
singularly crisp and fresh. 

©T chose the formula of an abstract idea on purpose, 
not wishing to illustrate the case by a word which should 
make it too obvious to the apprehension, as the word 
Flight for instance, which is a direct appeal to the 
senses. 

‘But is it not so with every root word? They all 
are stamped with a living power that comes from the 
soul, and which they restore to the soul through the 
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mysterious and wonderful action and reaction between 
thought and speech. Might we not speak of it as a 
lover who finds on his mistress’s lips as much love as he 
gives? Thus, by their mere physiognomy, words call 
to life in our brain the beings which they serve to 
clothe. Like all beings, there is but one place where 
their properties are at full liberty to act and develop. 
But the subject demands a science to itself perhaps!” 

And he would shrug his shoulders, as much as to say, 
‘ But we are too high and too low!” 

Louis’s passion for reading had on the whole been very 
well satisfied. The curé of Mer had two or three 
thousand volumes. ‘This treasure had been derived from 
the plunder committed during the Revolution in the 
neighbouring chateaux and abbeys. As a priest who 
had taken the oath, the worthy man had been able to 
choose the best books from among these precious 
libraries, which were sold by the pound. In three years 
Louis Lambert had assimilated the contents of all the 
books in his uncle’s library that were worth reading. 
The process of absorbing ideas by means of reading had 
become in him a very strange phenomenon. His eye 
took in six or seven lines at once, and his mind grasped 
the sense with a swiftness as remarkable as that of his 
eye; sometimes even one word in a sentence was 
enough to enable him to seize the gist of the matter. 

His memory was prodigious. He remembered with 
equal exactitude the ideas he had derived from reading, 
and those which had occurred to him in the course of 
meditation or conversation. Indeed, he had every form 
of memory—for places, for names, for words, things, 
and faces. He not only recalled any object at will, but 
he saw them in his mind, situated, lighted, and coloured 
as he had originally seen them. And this power he 
could exert with equal effect with regard to the most 
abstract efforts of the intellect. He could remember, 
as he said, not merely the position of a sentence in the 
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book where he had met with it, but the frame of mind 
he had been in at remote dates. Thus his was the 
singular privilege of being able to retrace in memory 
the whole life and progress of his mind, from the ideas he 
had first acquired to the last thought evolved in it, from 
the most obscure to the clearest. His brain, accustomed 
in early youth to the mysterious mechanism by which 
human faculties are concentrated, drew from this rich 
treasury endless images full of life and freshness, on 
which he fed his spirit during those lucid spells of 
contemplation. 

‘Whenever I wish it,’ said he to me in his own 
language, to which a fund of remembrance gave pre- 
cocious originality, ‘I can draw a veil over my eyes. 
Then I suddenly see within me a camera obscura, where 
natural objects are reproduced in purer forms than those 
under which they first appeared to my external sense.’ 

At the age of twelve his imagination, stimulated by 
the perpetual exercise of his faculties, had developed to 
a point which permitted him to have such precise 
concepts of things which he knew only from reading 
about them, that the image stamped on his mind could 
not have been clearer if he had actually seen them, 
whether this was by a process of analogy or that he was 
gifted with a sort of second sight by which he could 
command all nature. 

‘When I read the story of the battle of Austerlitz,’ 
said he to me one day, ‘I saw every incident. The roar 
of the cannon, the cries of the fighting men rang in my 
ears, and made my inmost self quiver; I could smell the 
powder ; I heard the clatter of horses and the voices of 
men; I looked down on the plain where armed nations 
were in collision, just as if I had been on the heights of 
Santon. The scene was as terrifying as a passage from 
the Apocalypse.’ On the occasions when he brought all 
his powers into play, and in some degree lost conscious- 
ness of his physical existence, and lived on only by the 
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remarkable energy of his mental powers, whose sphere 
was enormously expanded, he left space behind him, to 
use his own words. 

But I will not here anticipate the intellectual phases 
of his life. Already, in spite of myself, I have reversed 
the order in which I ought to tell the history of this 
man, who transferred all his activities to thinking, as 
others throw all their life into action. 

A strong bias drew his mind to mystical studies. 

© Abyssus abyssum, he would say. ‘Our spirit is 
abysmal and loves the abyss. In childhood, manhood, 
and old age we are always eager for mysteries in what- 
ever form they present themselves.’ 

This predilection was disastrous; if indeed his life can 
be measured by ordinary standards, or if we may gauge 
another’s happiness by our own or by social notions. 
This taste for the ‘things of heaven,’ another phrase he 
was fond of using, this mens divinior, was due perhaps to 
the influence produced on his mind by the first books he 
read at his uncle’s. Saint Theresa and Madame Guyon 
were a sequel to the Bible; they had the firstfruits of his 
manly intelligence, and accustomed him to those swift 
reactions of the soul of which ecstasy is at once the 
result and the means. This line of study, this peculiar 
taste, elevated his heart, purified, ennobled it, gave him 
an appetite for the divine nature, and suggested to him 
the almost womanly refinement of feeling which is 
instinctive in great men; perhaps their sublime superi- 
ority is no more than the desire to devote themselves 
which characterises woman, only transferred to the 
greatest things. 

As a result of these early impressions, Louis passed 
immaculate through his school life; this beautiful 
virginity of the senses naturally resulted in the richer 
fervour of his blood, and in increased faculties of mind. 

The Baroness de Staél, forbidden to come within forty 
leagues of Paris, spent several months of her banishment 
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on an estate near Vend6me. One day, when out walk- 
ing, she met on the skirts of the park the tanner’s son, 
almost in rags, and absorbed in reading. The book 
was a translation of Heaven and Hell. At that time 
Monsieur Saint-Martin, Monsieur de Gence, and a few 
other French or half German writers were almost the 
only persons in the French Empire to whom the name 
of Swedenborg was known. Madame de Staél, greatly 
surprised, took the book from him with the roughness 
' she affected in her questions, looks, and manners, and 
with a keen glance at Lambert,— 

‘Do you understand all this?’ she asked. 

€Do you pray to God ?” said the child. 

‘Why? yes! 

‘And do you understand Him ?” 

The Baroness was silent for a moment; then she sat 
down by Lambert, and began to talk to him. Unfor- 
tunately, my memory, though retentive, is far from 
being so trustworthy as my friend’s, and I have for- 
gotten the whole of the dialogue excepting those first 
words, 

Such a meeting was of a kind to strike Madame de 
Staél very greatly ; on her return home she said but little 
about it, notwithstanding an effusiveness which in her 
became mere deduseity’s but it evidently occupied her 
thoughts. 

The only person now living who preserves any 
recollection of the incident, and whom I catechised to 
be informed of what few words Madame de Staél had 
let drop, could with difficulty recall these words spoken 
by the Baroness as describing Lambert, ‘He is a real 
seer.’ 

Louis failed to justify in the eyes of the world the 
high hopes he had inspired in his protectress. The 
transient favour she showed him was regarded as a 
feminine caprice, one of the fancies characteristic of 
artist souls, Madame de Staél determined to save Louis 
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Lambert alike from serving the Emperor or the Church, 
and to preserve him for the glorious destiny which, she 
thought, awaited him; for she made him out to be a 
second Moses snatched from the waters. Before her 
departure she instructed a friend of hers, Monsieur de 
Corbigny, to send her Moses in due course to the High 
School at Vendéme; then she probably forgot him. 


Having entered this college at the age of fourteen, 
early in 1811, Lambert would leave it at the end of 1814, 
when he had finished the course of Philosophy. I doubt 
whether during the whole time he ever heard a word of 
his benefactress—if indeed it was the act of a benefac- 
tress to pay for a lad’s schooling for three years without 
a thought of his future prospects, after diverting him from 
a career in which he might have found happiness. The 
circumstances of the time, and Louis Lambert’s character, 
may toa great extent absolve Madame de Staél for her 
thoughtlessness and her generosity. “The gentleman who 
was to have kept up communications between her 
and the boy left Blois just at the time when Louis 
passed out of the college. The political events that 
ensued were then a sufficient éxcuse for this gentleman’s 
neglect of the Baroness’s protégé. “The authoress of 
Corinne heard no more of her little Moses. 

A. hundred louis, which she placed in the hands of 
Monsieur de Corbigny, who died, I believe, in 1812, 
was not a sufficiently large sum to leave lasting memories 
in Madame de Staél, whose excitable nature found ample 
pasture during the vicissitudes of 1814 and 1815, which 
absorbed all her interest. 

At this time Louis Lambert was at once too proud 
and too poor to go in search of a patroness who was 
travelling all over Europe. However, he went on foot 
from Blois to Paris in the hope of seeing her, and 
arrived, unluckily, on the very day of her death. Two 
letters from Lambert to the Baroness remained unan- 
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swered. The memory of Madame de Staél’s good 
intentions with regard to Louis remains, therefore, only 
in some few young minds, struck, as mine was, by the 
strangeness of the story. 

No one who had not gone through the training at our 
college could understand the effect usually made on our 
minds by the announcement that a ‘new boy’ had 
arrived, or the impression that such an adventure as 
Louis Lambert’s was calculated to produce. 

And here a little information must be given as to the 
primitive administration of this institution, originally 
half-military and half-monastic, to explain the new life 
which there awaited Lambert. Before the Revolution, 
the Oratorians, devoted, like the Society of Jesus, to the 
education of youth—succeeding the Jesuits, in fact, in 
certain of their establishments—had various provincial 
houses, of which the most famous were the colleges of 
Vendéme, of Tournon, of la Fléche, Pont-Levoy, 
Sorréze, and Juilly. That at Vendéme, like the others, 
I believe, turned out a certain number of cadets for the 
army. ‘he abolition of educational bodies, decreed by 
the Convention, had but little effect on the college at 
Vendéme. When the first crisis had blown over, the 
authorities recovered possession of their buildings ; certain 
Oratorians, scattered about the country, came back to 
the college and re-opened it under the old rules, with 
the habits, practices, and customs which gave this school 
a character with which I have seen nothing at all com- 
parable in any that I have visited since I left that estab- 
lishment. 

Standing in the heart of the town, on the little river 
Loir which flows under its walls, the college possesses ex- 
tensive precincts, carefully enclosed by walls,and including 
all the buildings necessary for an institution on that 
scale: a chapel, a theatre, an infirmary, a bakehouse, 
gardens, and water supply. This college is the most 
celebrated home of learning in all the central provinces, 
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and receives pupils from them and from the colonies. 
Distance prohibits any frequent visits from parents to 
their children. 

The rule of the House forbids holidays away from it. 
Once entered there, a pupil never leaves till his studies 
are finished. With the exception of walks taken under 
the guidance of the Fathers, everything is calculated to 
give the School the benefit of conventual discipline ; in my 
day the tawse was still a living memory, and the classical 
leather strap played its terrible part with all the honours. 
The punishments originally invented by the Society of 
Jesus, as alarming to the moral as to the physical man, 
were still in force in all the integrity of the original code. 

Letters to parents were obligatory on certain days, so 
was confession. ‘Thus our sins and our sentiments were 
all according to pattern. Everything bore the stamp of 
monastic rule. I well remember, among other relics of 
the ancient order, the inspection we went through every 
Sunday. We were all in our best, placed in file like 
soldiers to await the arrival of the two inspectors who, 
attended by the tutors and the tradesmen, examined 
us from the three points of view of dress, health, and 
morals, 

The two or three hundred pupils lodged in the estab- 
lishment were divided, according to ancient custom, into 
the minimes (the smallest), the little boys, the middle boys, 
and the big boys. The division of the minimes included 
the eighth and seventh classes; the little boys formed 
the sixth, fifth, and fourth ; the middle boys were classed 
as third and second; and the first class comprised the 
senior students— of philosophy, rhetoric, the higher 
mathematics, and chemistry. Each of these divisions 
had its own building, class-rooms, and play-ground, in 
the large common precincts on to which the class-rooms 
opened, and beyond which was the refectory. 

This dining-hall, worthy of an ancient religious 
Order, accommodated all the school. Contrary to the 
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usual practice in educational institutions, we were allowed 
to talk at our meals, a tolerant Oratorian rule which 
enabled us to exchange plates according to our taste. 
This gastronomical barter was always one of the chief 
pleasures of our college life. If one of the ‘middle’ 
boys at the head of his table wished for a helping of 
lentils instead of dessert—for we had dessert—the offer 
was passed down from one to another: ‘ Dessert for 
lentils!’ till some other epicure had accepted; then the 
plate of lentils was passed up to the bidder from hand to 
hand, and the plate of dessert returned by the same road, 
Mistakes were never made. If several identical offers 
were made, they were taken in order, and the formula 
would be, ‘ Lentils number one for dessert number one.’ 
The tables were very long; our incessant barter kept 
everything moving; we transacted it with amazing 
eagerness; and the chatter of three hundred lads, the 
bustling to and fro of the servants employed in changing 
the plates, setting down the dishes, handing the bread, 
with the tours of inspection of the masters, made this 
refectory at Vendéme a scene unique in its way, and the 
amazement of visitors. 

To make our life more tolerable, deprived as we were 
of all communication with the outer world and of family 
affection, we were allowed to keep pigeons and to have 
gardens. Our two or three hundred pigeon-houses, 
with a thousand birds nesting all round the outer wall, and 
above thirty garden plots, were a sight even stranger 
than our meals. But a full account of the peculiarities 
which made the college at Vendéme a place unique in 
itself and fertile in reminiscences to those who spent 
their boyhood there, would be weariness to the reader. 
Which of us all but remembers with delight, notwith- 
standing the bitterness of learning, the eccentric pleasures 
of that cloistered life? ‘The sweetmeats purchased by 
stealth in the course of our walks, permission obtained to 
play cards and devise theatrical performances during the 
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holidays, such tricks and freedom as were necessitated by 
our seclusion ; then, again, our military band, a relic of 
the cadets; our academy, our chaplain, our Father pro- 
fessors, and all our games permitted or prohibited, as the 
case might be ; the cavalry charges on stilts, the long slides 
made in winter, the clatter of our clogs ; and, above all, 
the trading transactions with ‘the shop’ set up in the 
courtyard itself. 

This shop was kept by a sort of cheap-jack, of whom 
big and little boys could procure—according to his pro- 
spectus—boxes, stilts, tools, Jacobin pigeons, and Nuns, 
Mass-books—an article in small demand—penknives, 
paper, pens, pencils, ink of all colours, balls and marbles ; 
in short, the whole catalogue of the most treasured pos- 
sessions of boys, including everything from sauce for the 
pigeons we were obliged to kill off, to the earthenware 
pots in which we set aside the rice from supper to be 
eaten at next morning’s breakfast. Which of us is so 
unhappy as to have forgotten how his heart beat at the 
sight of this booth, open periodically during play-hours 
on Sundays, to which we went, each in his turn, to spend 
his little pocket-money ; while the smallness of the sum 
allowed by our parents for these minor pleasures required 
us to make a choice among all the objects that appealed 
so strongly to our desires? Did ever a young wife, to 
whom her husband, during the first days of happiness, 
hands, twelve times a years, a purse of gold, the budget 
of her personal fancies, dream of so many different pur- 
chases, each of which would absorb the whole sum, as we 
imagined possible on the eve of the first Sunday in each 
month? For six francs during one night we owned 
every delight of that inexhaustible shop ! and during Mass 
every response we chanted was mixed up in our minds 
with our secret calculations. Which of us all can 
recollect ever having had a sou left to spend on the Sun- 
day following? And which of us but obeyed the 
instinctive law of social existence by pitying, helping, and 
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despising those pariahs who, by the avarice or poverty of 
their parents, found themselves penniless? 

Any one who formsa clear idea of this huge college, with 
its monastic buildings in the heart of a little town, and 
the four plots in which we were distributed as by a 
monastic rule, will easily conceive of the excitement that 
we felt at the arrival of a new boy, a passenger suddenly 
embarked on the ship. No young duchess, on her first 
appearance at Court, was ever more spitefully criticised 
than the new boy by the youths in his division. Usually 
during the evening play-hour before prayers, those syco- 
phants who were accustomed to ingratiate themselves with 
the Fathers who took it in turns two and two for a week 
to keep an eye on us, would be the first to hear on trust- 
worthy authority : ‘ There will be a new boy to-morrow !” 
and then suddenly the shout, ‘A New Boy!—A New 
Boy!’ rang through the courts. We hurried up to 
crowd round the superintendent and pester him with 
questions— 

‘Where was he coming from? What was his name? 
Which class would he be in?’ and so forth. 

Louis Lambert’s advent was the subject of a romance 
worthy of the Arabian Nights. I was in the fourth 
class at the time—among the little boys. Our house- 
masters were two men whom we called Fathers from 
habit and tradition, though they were not priests. In 
my time there were indeed but three genuine Oratorians 
to whom this title legitimately belonged; in 1814 
they all left the college, which had gradually become 
secularised, to find occupation about the altar in various 
country parishes, like the curé of Mer. 

Father Haugoult, the master for the week, was not 
a bad man, but of very moderate attainments, and he 
lacked the tact which is indispensable for discerning the 
different characters of children, and graduating their 
punishment to their powers of resistance. Father 
Haugoult, then, began very obligingly to communicate 
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to his pupils the wonderful events which were to end on 
the morrow in the advent of the most singular of ‘new 
boys.’ Games were at an end. All the children came 
round in silence to hear the story of Louis Lambert, 
discovered, like an aérolite, by Madame de Staél, in a 
corner of the wood. Monsieur Haugoult had to tell us 
all about Madame de Staél; that evening she seemed 
to me ten feet high; I saw at a later time the 
picture of Corinne, in which Gérard represents her as so 
tall and handsome; and, alas! the woman painted by 
my imagination so far transcended this, that the real 
Madame de Staél fell at once in my estimation, even 
after I read her book of really masculine power, De 
? Allemagne. 

But Lambert at that time was an even greater 
wonder. Monsieur Mareschal, the headmaster, after 
examining him, had thought of placing him among the 
senior boys. It was Louis’s ignorance of Latin that 
placed him so low as the fourth class, but he would cer- 
tainly leap up a class every year; and, as a remarkable 
exception, he was to be one of the ‘Academy.’ Proh 
pudor ! we were to have the honour of counting among 
the ‘little boys’ one whose coat was adorned with 
the red ribbon displayed by the ‘Academicians’ of 
Venddme. These Academicians enjoyed distinguished 
privileges ; they often dined at the director’s table, and 
held two literary meetings annually, at which we were 
all present to hear their elucubrations. An Academician 
was a great man in embryo. And if every Venddme 
scholar would speak the truth, he would confess that, in 
later life, an Academician of the great French Academy 
seemed to him far less remarkable than the stupendous 
boy who wore the cross and the imposing red ribbon 
which were the insignia of our ‘ Academy.’ 

It was very unusual to be one of that illustrious body 
before attaining to the second class, for the Academicians 
were expected to hold public meetings every Thursday 
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during the holidays, and to read tales in verse or prose, 
epistles, essays, tragedies, dramas— compositions far 
above the intelligence of the lower classes. I long 
treasured the memory of a story called the ‘Green Ass,’ 
which was, I think, the masterpiece of this unknown 
Society. In the fourth, and an Academician! This 
boy of fourteen, a poet already, the protégé of Madame 
de Staél, a coming genius, said Father Haugoult, was 
to be one of us! a wizard, a youth capable of writing a 
composition or a translation while we were being called 
in to lessons, and of learning his lessons by reading them 
through but once. Louis Lambert bewildered all our 
ideas. And Father Haugoult’s curiosity and impatience 
to see this new boy added fuel to our excited fancy. 

“If he has pigeons, he can have no pigeon-house ;_ there 
is not room for another. Well, it cannot be helped,’ said 
one boy, since famous as an agriculturist. 

‘Who will sit next to him ?’ said another. 

‘Oh, I wish I might be his chum!’ cried an 
enthusiast. 

In school language, the word here rendered chum— 
faisant, or, in some schools, copin—expressed a fraternal 
sharing of the joys and evils of your childish existence, 
a community of interests that was fruitful of squabbling 
and making friends again, a treaty of alliance offensive 
and defensive. It is strange, but never in my time did 
I know brothers who were chums. If man lives by his 
feelings, he thinks perhaps that he will make his life the 
poorer if he merges an affection of his own choosing in 
a natural tie. 

The impression made upon me by Father Haugoult’s 
harangue that evening is one of the most vivid 
reminiscences of my childhood ; I can compare it with 
nothing but my first reading of Robinson Crusoe. Indeed, 
I owe to my recollection of these prodigious impressions 
an observation that may perhaps be new as to the 
different sense attached to words by each hearer. The 
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word in itself has no final meaning; we affect a word 
more than it affects us; its value is in relation to the 
images we have assimilated and grouped round it ; but a 
study of this fact would require considerable elaboration, 
and lead us too far from our immediate subject. 

Not being able to sleep, I had a long discussion with 
my next neighbour in the dormitory as to the remark- 
able being who on the morrow was to be one of us. 
This neighbour, who became an officer, and is now a 
writer with lofty philosophical views, Barchou de 
Penhoén, has not been false to his predestination, nor to 
the hazard of fortune by which the only two scholars of 
Vendéme, of whose fame Vendome ever hears, were 
brought together in the same classroom, on the same 
form, and under the same roof. Our comrade Dufaure 
had not, when this book was published, made his appear- 
ance in public life as a lawyer. The translator of Fichte, 
the expositor and friend of Ballanche, was already 
interested, as I myself was, in metaphysical questions ; 
we often talked nonsense together about God, ourselves, 
and nature. He at that time affected pyrrhonism. 
Jealous of his place as leader, he doubted Lambert’s pre- 
cocious gifts; while I, having lately read Les Enfants 
célébres, overwhelmed him with evidence, quoting young 
Montcalm, Pico della Mirandola, Pascal—in short, a 
score of early developed brains, anomalies that are 
famous in the history of the human mind, and Lambert’s 
predecessors, 

I was at the time passionately addicted to. reading. 
My father, who was ambitious to see me in the Ecole 
Polytechnique, paid for me to have a special course of 
private lessons in mathematics. My mathematical master 
was the librarian of the college, and allowed me to help 
myself to books without much caring what I chose to 
take from the library, a quiet spot where I went to him 
during play-hours to have my lesson. Either he was no 
great mathematician, or he was absorbed in some grand 
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scheme, for he very willingly left me to read when I 
ought to have been learning, while he worked at I knew 
not what. So, by a tacit understanding between us, I 
made no complaints of being taught nothing, and he said 
nothing of the books I borrowed. 

Carried away by this ill-timed mania, I neglected my 
studies to compose poems, which certainly can have 
. shown no great promise, to judge by a line of too many 
feet which became famous among my companions—the 
beginning of an epic on the Incas— 


©O Inca! O roi infortuné et malheureux !” 


In derision of such attempts, I was nicknamed the 
Poet, but mockery did not cure me. I was always 
rhyming, in spite of good advice from Monsieur 
Mareschal, the headmaster, who tried to cure me of an 
unfortunately inveterate passion by telling me the fable 
of a linnet that fell out of the nest because it tried to fly 
before its wings were grown. I persisted in my reading ; 
I became the least emulous, the idlest, the most dreamy 
of all the division of ‘little boys,’ and consequently the 
most frequently punished. 

This autobiographical digression may give some idea 
of the reflections I was led to make in anticipation of 
Lambert’s arrival. I was then twelve years old. I felt 
sympathy from the first for the boy whose temperament 
had some points of likeness to my own. I was at last 
to have a companion in day-dreams and meditations. 
Though I knew not yet what glory meant, I thought it 
glory to be the familiar friend of a child whose immortality 
was foreseen by Madame de Staél. To me Louis 
Lambert was as a giant. 

The looked-for morrow came at last. A minute 
before breakfast we heard the steps of Monsieur Mare- 
schal and of the new boy in the quiet courtyard. Every 
head was turned at once to the door of the class-room. 
Father Haugoult, who participated in our torments of 
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curiosity, did not sound the whistle he used to reduce our 
mutterings to silence and bring us back to our tasks. 
We then saw this famous new boy, whom Monsieur 
Mareschal was leading by the hand. The superintendent 
descended from his desk, and the headmaster said to him 
solemnly, according to etiquette: ‘Monsieur, I have 
brought you Monsieur Louis Lambert ; will you place 
him in the fourth class, he will begin work to-morrow.’ 

Then, after speaking a few words in an undertone to 
the class-master, he said— 

‘Where can he sit ?’ 

It would have been unfair to displace one of us for a 
new-comer ; so as there was but one desk vacant, Louis 
Lambert came to fill it, next to me, for I had last joined 
the class. Though we still had some time to wait before 
lessons were over, we all stood up to look at Louis 
Lambert. Monsieur Mareschal heard our mutterings, 
saw how eager we were, and said, with the kindness that 
endeared him to us all— 

© Well, well, but make no noise; do not disturb the 
other classes.’ 

These words set us free to play some little time before 
breakfast, and we all gathered round Lambert while 
Monsieur Mareschal walked up and down the courtyard 
with Father Haugoult. 

There were about eighty of us little demons, as bold 
as birds of prey. ‘Though we ourselves had all gone 
through this cruel novitiate, we showed no mercy on a 
new-comer, never sparing him the mockery, the catechism, 
the impertinence, which were inexhaustible on such 
occasions, to the discomfityre of the neophyte, whose 
_ manners, strength, and temper were thus tested. Lam- 
bert, whether he was stoical or dumbfounded, made no 
reply to any questions. One of us thereupon remarked 
that he was no doubt of the school of Pythagoras, and 
there was a shout of laughter. The new boy was thence- 
forth Pythagoras through all his life at the college. 
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At the same time, Lambert’s piercing eye, the scorn 
expressed in his face for our childishness, so far removed 
from the stamp of his own nature, the easy attitude he 
assumed, and his evident strength in proportion to his 
years, infused a certain respect into the veriest scamps 
among us. For my part, 1 kept near him, absorbed in 
studying him in silence. 


Louis Lambert was slightly built, nearly five feet in 
height ; his face was tanned, and his hands were burnt 
brown by the sun, giving him an appearance of manly 
vigour, which, in fact, he did not possess. Indeed, two 
months after he came to the college, when study in the 
classroom had faded his vivid, so to speak, vegetable 
colouring, he became as pale and white as a woman. 

His head was unusually large. His hair, of a fine, bright 
black in masses of curls, gave wonderful beauty to his 
brow, of which the proportions were extraordinary even 
to us heedless boys, knowing nothing, as may be sup- 
posed, of the auguries of phrenology, a science still in its 
cradle. The distinction of this prophetic brow lay 
principally in the exquisitely chiselled shape of the 
arches under which his black eyes sparkled, and which 
had the transparency of alabaster, the line having the 
unusual beauty of being perfectly level to where it met 
the top of the nose. But when you saw his eyes it was 
dificult to think of the rest of his face, which was indeed 
plain enough, for their look was full of a wonderful variety 
of expression ; they seemed to have a soul in their depths. 
At one moment astonishingly clear and piercing, at an- 
other full of heavenly sweetness, those eyes became dull, 
almost colourless, as it seemed, when he was lost in medi- 
tation. They then looked like a window from which 
the sun had suddenly vanished after lighting it up. His 
strength and his voice were no less variable; equally 
rigid, equally unexpected. His tone could be as sweet as 
that of a woman compelled to own her love; at other 

M 


178 Louis Lambert 


times it was laboured, rough, rugged, if I may use such 
words in a new sense. As to his strength, he was 
habitually incapable of enduring the fatigue of any game, 
and seemed weakly, almost infirm. But during the 
early days of his school-life, one of our little bullies having 
made game of this sickliness, which rendered him unfit 
for the violent exercise in vogue among his fellows, 
Lambert took hold with both hands of one of the class- 
tables, consisting of twelve large desks, face to face and 
sloping from the middle; he leaned back against the 
class-master’s desk, steadying the table with his feet on 
the cross-bar below, and said— 

‘ Now, ten of you try to move it !” 

I was present, and can vouch for this strange display of 
strength ; it was impossible to move the table. 

Lambert had the gift of summoning to his aid at 
certain times the most extraordinary powers, and of con- 
centrating all his forces on a given point. But children, 
like men, are wont to judge of everything by first impres- 
sions, and after the first few days we ceased to study Louis; 
he entirely belied Madame de Staél’s prognostications, 
and displayed none of the prodigies we looked for in him. 

After three months at school, Louis was looked upon 
as a quite ordinary scholar. I alone was allowed really 
to know that sublime—why should I not say divine ?— 
soul, for what is nearer to God than genius in the heart 
ofachild? ‘The similarity of our tastes and ideas made 
us friends and chums; our intimacy was so brotherly 
that our school-fellows joined our two names; one 
was never spoken without the other, and to call either 
they always shouted ‘Poet-and-Pythagoras!’ Some other 
names had been known coupled ina like manner. Thus 
for two years I was the school friend of poor Louis Lam- 
bert ; and during that time my life was so identified with 
his, that I am enabled now to write his intellectual 
biography. 

It was long before I fully knew the poetry and the 
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wealth of ideas that lay hidden in my companion’s heart 
and brain. It was not till 1 was thirty years of age, till 
my experience was matured and condensed, till the flash 
of an intense illumination had thrown a fresh light upon 
it, that I was capable of understanding all the bearings 
of the phenomena which I witnessed at that early time. 
I benefited by them without understanding their great- 
ness or their processes ; indeed, I have forgotten some, or 
remember only the most conspicuous facts; still, my 
memory is now able to co-ordinate them, and I have 
mastered the secrets of that fertile brain by looking back 
to the delightful days of our boyish affection. So it was 
time alone that initiated me into the meaning of the 
events and facts that were crowded into that obscure 
life, as into that of many another man who is lost to 
science. Indeed, this narrative, so far as the expression 
and appreciation of many things is concerned, will be 
found full of what may be termed moral anachronisms, 
which perhaps will not detract from its peculiar interest. 


In the course of the first few months after coming 
to Vendéme, Louis became the victim of a malady 
which, though the symptoms were invisible to the eye 
of our superiors, considerably interfered with the exercise 
of his remarkable gifts. Accustomed to live in the open 
air, and to the freedom of a purely hap-hazard education, 
happy in the tender care of an old man who was devoted 
to him, used to meditating in the sunshine, he found it 
very hard to submit to college rules, to walk in the ranks, 
to live within the four walls of a room where eighty boys 
were sitting in silence on wooden forms each in front of 
his desk. His senses were developed to such perfection 
as gave them the most sensitive keenness, and every 
part of him suffered from this life in common. 

The effluvia that vitiated the air, mingled with the 
odours of a class-room that was never clean or free from 
the fragments of our breakfasts or snacks, affected his 
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sense of smell, the sense which, being more immediately 
connected than the others with the nerve-centres of the 
brain, must, when shocked, cause invisible disturbance to 
the organs of thought. 

Besides these elements of impurity in the atmosphere, 
there were lockers in the class-rooms in which the boys 
kept their miscellaneous plunder—pigeons killed for féte 
days, or titbits filched from the dinner-table. In each 
class-room, too, there was a large stone slab, on which 
two. pails full of water were kept standing, a sort of 
sink, where we every morning washed our faces and 
hands, one after another, in the master’s presence. We 
then passed on to a table, where women combed and 
powdered our hair. Thus the place, being cleaned but 
once a day before we were up, was always more or less 
dirty. In spite of numerous windows and lofty doors, 
the air was constantly fouled by the smells from the 
washing-place, the hairdressing, the lockers, and the 
thousand messes made by the boys, to say nothing of 
their eighty closely packed bodies. And this sort of humus, 
mingling with the mud we brought in from the playing- 
yard, produced a suffocatingly pestilent muck-heap. 

The loss of the fresh and fragrant country air in which 
he had hitherto lived, the change of habits and strict 
discipline, combined to depress Lambert. With his 
elbow on his desk and his head supported on his left hand, 
he spent the hours of study gazing at the trees in the 
court or the clouds in the sky ; he seemed to be thinking 
of his lessons ; but the master, seeing his pen motionless, 
or the sheet before him still a blank, would call out— 

‘Lambert, you are doing nothing !’ 

This ‘you are doing nothing!’ was a pin-thrust that 
wounded Louis to the quick. And then he never 
earned the rest of play-time; he always had impositions 
to write. The imposition, a punishment which varies 
according to the practice of different schools, consisted at 
Vendome of a certain number of lines to be written out 
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in play hours. Lambert and I were so overpowered with 
impositions, that we had not six free days during the two 
years of our school friendship. But for the books we 
took out of the library, which maintained some vitality 
in our brains, this system of discipline would have reduced 
us to idiotcy. Want of exercise is fatal to children. 
The habit of preserving a dignified appearance, begun in 
tender infancy, has, it is said, a visible effect on the con- 
stitution of royal personages when the faults of such an 
education are not counteracted by the life of the battle- 
field or the laborious sport of hunting. And if the laws 
of etiquette and Court manners can act on the spinal 
marrow to such an extent as to affect the pelvis of kings, 
to soften their cerebral tissue, and so degenerate the race, 
what deep-seated mischief, physical and moral, must 
result in schoolboys from the constant lack of air, exer- 
cise, and cheerfulness ! 

Indeed, the rules of punishment carried out in schoois 
deserve the attention of the Office of Public Instruction 
when any thinkers are to be found there who do not 
think exclusively of themselves. 

We incurred the infliction of an imposition in a thou- 
sand ways. Our memory was so good that we never 
learned a lesson. It was enough for either of us to hear 
our class-fellows repeat the task in French, Latin, or 
grammar, and we could say it when our turn came; but 
if the master, unfortunately, took it into his head to 
reverse the usual order and call upon us first, we very 
often did not even know what the lesson was; then the 
imposition fell in spite of our most ingenious excuses. 
Then we always put off writing our exercises till the 
last moment ; if there were a book to be finished, or if 
we were lost in thought, the task was forgotten—again 
an imposition. How often have we scribbled an exercise 
during the time when the head-boy, whose business it 
was to collect them when we came into school, was 
gathering them from the others ! 
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In addition to the moral misery which Lambert went 
through in trying to acclimatise himself to college life, 
there was a scarcely less cruel apprenticeship through 
which every boy had to pass: to those bodily sufferings 
which seemed infinitely varied. The tenderness of a 
child’s skin needs extreme care, especially in winter, when 
a school-boy is constantly exchanging the frozen air of 
the muddy playing-yard for the stuffy atmosphere of the 
class-room. ‘The ‘little boys’ and the smallest of all, for 
lack of a mother’s care, were martyrs to chilblains and 
chaps so severe that they had to be regularly dressed 
during the breakfast hour; but this could only be very 
indifferently done to so many damaged hands, toes, and 
heels, A good many of the boys indeed were obliged to 
prefer the evil to the remedy; the choice constantly lay 
between their lessons waiting to be finished or the joys of a 
slide, and waiting for a bandage carelessly put on, and still 
more carelessly cast off again. Also it was the fashion 
in the school to gibe at the poor, feeble creatures who 
went to be doctored ; the bullies vied with each other in 
snatching off the rags which the infirmary nurse had tied 
on. Hence, in winter, many of us, with half-dead feet 
and fingers, sick with pain, were incapable of work, and 
punished for not working. The Fathers, too often 
deluded by shammed ailments, would not believe in real 
suffering. 

The price paid tor our schooling and board also covered 
the cost of clothing. ‘The committee contracted for the 
shoes and clothes supplied to the boys; hence the weekly 
inspection of which I have spoken. This plan, though 
admirable for the manager, is always disastrous to the 
managed. Woe to the boy who indulged in the bad 
habit of treading his shoes down at heel, of cracking the 
shoe-leather, or wearing out the soles too fast, whether 
from a defect in his gait, or by fidgeting during lessons in 
obedience to the instinctive need of movement common 
to all children, That boy did not get through the 
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winter without great suffering. In the first place, his 
chilblains would ache and shoot as badly as a fit of the 
gout ; then the rivets and pack-thread intended to repair 
the shoes would give way, or the broken heels would pre- 
vent the wretched shoes from keeping on his feet ; he 
was obliged to drag them wearily along the frozen roads, 
or sometimes to dispute their possession with the clay 
soil of the district ; the water and snow got in through 
some unnoticed crack or ill-sewn patch, and the foot 
would swell. 

Out of sixty boys, not ten perhaps could walk without 
some special form of torture; and yet they all kept up 
with the body of the troop, dragged on by the general 
movement, as men are driven through life by life itself. 
Many a time some proud-tempered boy would shed tears 
of rage while summoning his remaining energy to run 
ahead and get home again in spite of pain, so sensitively 
afraid of laughter or of pity—two forms of scorn—is the 
still tender soul at that age. 

At school, as in social life, the strong despise the 
feeble without knowing in what true strength consists. 

Nor was this all. No gloves. If by good hap a boy’s 
parents, the infirmary nurse, or the headmaster gave 
gloves to a particularly delicate lad, the wags or the big 
boys of the class would put them on the stove, amused 
to see them dry and shrivel ; or if the gloves escaped the 
marauders, after getting wet they shrunk as they dried 
for want of care. No, gloves were impossible. Gloves 
were a privilege, and boys insist on equality. 

Louis Lambert fell a victim to all these varieties of 
torment. Like many contemplative men, who, when 
lost in thought, acquire a habit of mechanical motion, he 
had a mania for fidgeting with his shoes, and destroyed 
them very quickly. His girlish complexion, the skin of 
his ears and lips, cracked with the least cold. His soft, 
white hands grew red and swollen. He had perpetual 
colds. Thus he was a constant sufferer till he became 
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inured to school-life. ‘Taught at last by cruel experience, 
he was obliged to ‘look after his things,’ to use the school 
phrase. He was forced to take care of his locker, his 
desk, his clothes, his shoes ; to protect his ink, his books, 
his copy-paper, and his pens from pilferers ; in short, to 
give his mind to the thousand details of our trivial life, 
to which more selfish and commonplace minds devoted 
such strict attention—thus infallibly securing prizes for 
‘proficiency’ and ‘good conduct’—while they were 
overlooked by a boy of the highest promise, who, under 
the hand of an almost divine imagination, gave himself 
up with rapture to the flow of his ideas. 

' This was notall. There isa perpetual struggle going 
on between the masters and the boys, a struggle without 
truce, to be compared with nothing else in the social 
world, unless it be the resistance of the opposition to the 
ministry in a representative government. But journalists 
and opposition speakers are probably less prompt to take 
advantage of a weak point, less extreme in resenting an 
injury, and less merciless in their mockery than boys are 
in regard to those who rule over them. It is a task to 
put angels out of patience. An unhappy class-master 
must then not be too severely blamed, ill-paid as he is, 
and consequently not too competent, if he is occasionally 
unjust or out of temper. Perpetually watched by a hun- 
dred mocking eyes, and surrounded with snares, he some- 
times revenges himself for his own blunders on the boys 
who are only too ready to detect them. 

Unless for serious misdemeanours, for which there were 
other forms of punishment, the strap was regarded at 
Vendome as the ultima ratio Patrum. Exercises for- 
gotten, lessons ill learnt, common ill behaviour were 
sufficiently punished by an imposition, but offended 
dignity spoke in the master through the strap. Of all 
the physical torments to which we were exposed, cer- 
tainly the most acute was that inflicted by this leathern 
instrument, about two fingers wide, applied to our poor 
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little hands with all the strength and all the fury of the 
administrator. To endure this classical form of cor- 
rection, the victim knelt in the middle of the room. 
He had to leave his form and go to kneel down near the 
master’s desk under the curious and generally merciless 
eyes of his fellows. ‘To sensitive natures these prelimi- 
naries were an introductory torture, like the journey 
from the Palais de Justice to the Place de Gréve which 
the condemned used to make to the scaffold. 

Some boys cried out and shed bitter tears before or 
after the application of the strap; others accepted the 
infliction with stoic calm; it was a question of nature; 
but few could control an expression of anguish in| 
anticipation. 

Louis Lambert was constantly enduring the strap, and 
owed it to a peculiarity of his physiognomy of which he 
was for a long time quite unconscious. Whenever he 
was suddenly roused from a fit of abstraction by the 
master’s cry, ‘You are doing nothing!’ it often happened 
that, without knowing it, he flashed at his teacher a look 
full of fierce contempt, and charged with thought, as a 
Leyden jar is charged with electricity. This look, no 
doubt, discomfited the master, who, indignant at this 
unspoken retort, wished to cure his scholar of that 
thunderous flash. 

The first time the Father took offence at this ray of 
scorn, which struck him like a lightning-flash, he made 
this speech, as I well remember— 

‘Tf you look at me again in that way, Lambert, you 
will get the strap.’ 

At these words every nose was in the air, every eye 
looked alternately at the master and at Louis. The 
observation was so utterly foolish, that the boy again 
looked at the Father, overwhelming him with another 
flash. From this arose a standing feud between Lambert 
and his master, resulting in a certain amount of ‘strap.’ 
Thus did he first discover the power of his eye. 
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The hapless poet, so full of nerves, as sensitive as a 
woman, under the sway of chronic melancholy, and as 
sick with genius as a girl with love that she pines for, 
knowing nothing of it ;—this boy, at once so powerful 
and so weak, transplanted by ‘Corinne’ from the 
country he loved, to be squeezed in the mould of a col- 
legiate routine to which every spirit and every body must 
yield, whatever their range or temperament, accepting 
its rule and its uniform as gold is crushed into round 
coin under the press; Louis Lambert suffered in every 
spot where pain can touch the soul or the flesh. Stuck 
_ ona form, restricted to the acreage of his desk, a victim 
to the strap and to a sickly frame, tortured in every 
sense, environed by distress—everything compelled him 
to give his body up to the myriad tyrannies of school 
life ; and, like the martyrs who smiled in the midst of 
suffering, he took refuge in heaven, which lay open to 
his mind. Perhaps this life of purely inward emotions 
helped him to see something of the mysteries he so 
entirely believed in ! 

Our independence, our illicit amusements, our appa- 
rent waste of time, our persistent indifference, our fre- 
quent punishments and aversion for our exercises and 
impositions, earned us a reputation, which no one cared to 
controvert, for being an idle and incorrigible pair. Our 
masters treated us with contempt, and we fell into utter 
disgrace with our companions, from whom we concealed 
our secret studies for fear of being laughed at. This 
hard judgment, which was injustice in the masters, was 
but natural in our schoolfellows. We could neither play 
ball, nor run races, nor walk on stilts. On exceptional 
holidays, when amnesty was proclaimed and we got a few 
hours of freedom, we shared in none of the popular diver- 
sions of the school. Aliens from the pleasures enjoyed by 
the others, we were outcasts, sitting forlorn under a tree 
in the playing-ground. ‘The Poet-and-Pythagoras formed 
an exception and led a life apart from the life of the rest. 
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The penetrating instinct and unerring conceit of 
schoolboys made them feel that we were of a nature 
either far above or far beneath their own; hence some 
simply hated our aristocratic reserve, others merely 
scorned our ineptitude. These feelings were equally 
shared by us without our knowing it; perhaps I have 
but now divined them. We lived exactly like two 
rats, huddled into the corner of the room where our 
desks were, sitting there alike during lesson time and 
play hours. ‘This strange state of affairs inevitably and 
in fact placed us on a footing of war with all the other 
boys in our division. Forgotten for the most part, we 
sat there very contentedly ; half happy, like two plants, 
two images who would have been missed from the 
furniture of the room. But the most aggressive of our 
schoolfellows would sometimes torment us, just to show 
their malignant power, and we responded with stolid 
contempt, which brought many a thrashing down on 
the Poet-and-Pythagoras. 

Lambert’s home-sickness lasted for many months. I 
know no words to describe the dejection to which he 
was aprey. Louis has taken the glory off many a mas- 
terpiece for me. We had both played the part of the 
‘Leper of Aosta,’ and had both experienced the feelings 
described in Monsieur de Maistre’s story, before we read 
them as expressed by his eloquent pen. A book may, 
indeed, revive the memories of our childhood, but it can 
never compete with them successfully. Lambert’s woes 
had taught me many a chant of sorrow far more appeal- 
ing than the finest passages in ‘Werther.’ And, indeed, 
there is no possible comparison between the pangs of a 
passion condemned, whether rightly or wrongly, by 
every law, and the grief of a poor child pining for the 
glorious sunshine, the dews of the valley, and liberty. 
Werther is the slave of desire; Louis Lambert was an 
enslaved soul. Given equal talent, the more pathetic 
sorrow, founded on desires which, being purer, are 
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the more genuine, must transcend the wail even of 
genius. 

After sitting for a long time with his eyes fixed on a 
lime-tree in the playground, Louis would say just a 
word; but that word would reveal an infinite speculation. 

‘Happily for me,’ he exclaimed one day, ‘there are 
hours of comfort when I feel as though the walls of the 
room had fallen and I were away—away in the fields ! 
What a pleasure it is to let oneself go on the stream of 
one’s thoughts as a bird is borne up on its wings !” 

‘Why is green a colour so largely diffused throughout 
creation?’ he would ask me. ‘Why are there so few 
straight lines in nature? Why is it that man, in his 
structures, rarely introduces curves? Why is it that he 
alone, of all creatures, has a sense of straightness ?” 

These queries revealed long excursions in space. He 
had, I am sure, seen vast landscapes, fragrant with the 
scent of woods. He was always silent and resigned, a 
living elegy, always suffering but unable to complain of 
suffering. An eagle that needed the world to feed him, 
shut in between four narrow, dirty walls; and thus his 
life became an ideal life in the strictest meaning of the 
words. Filled as he was with contempt of the almost 
useless studies to which we were harnessed, Louis went 
on his skyward way absolutely unconscious of the things 
about us. 

I, obeying the imitative instinct that is so strong in 
childhood, tried to regulate my life in conformity with 
his. And Louis the more easily infected me with the 
sort of torpor in which deep contemplation leaves the 
body, because I was younger and more impressionable 
than he. Like two lovers, we got into the habit of 
thinking together in a common reverie. His intuitions 
had already acquired that acuteness which must surely 
characterise the intellectual perceptiveness of great poets 
and often bring them to the verge of madness. 

‘Do you ever feel,’ said he to me one day, ‘as though 
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imagined suffering affected you in spite of yourself? 
If, for instance, I think with concentration of the effect 
that the blade of my penknife would have in piercing 
my flesh, I feel an acute pain as if I had really cut 
myself ; only the blood is wanting. But the pain comes 
suddenly, and startles me like a sharp noise breaking 
profound silence. Can an idea cause physical pain !— 
What do you say to that, eh?’ 

When he gave utterance to such subtle reflections, we 
both fell into artless meditation; we set to work to 
detect in ourselves the inscrutable phenomena of the 
origin of thoughts, which Lambert hoped to discover in 
their earliest germ, so as to describe some day the un- 
known process. ‘Then, after much discussion, often 
mixed up with childish notions, a look would flash from 
Lambert’s eager eyes; he would grasp my hand, and a 
word from the depths of his soul would show the current 
of his mind. 

‘ Thinking is seeing,’ said he one day, carried away by 
some objection raised as to the first principles of our 
organisation. ‘Every human science is based on deduc- 
tion, which is a slow process of seeing by which we work 
up from the effect to the cause; or, in a wider sense, all 
poetry, like every work of art, proceeds from a swift 
vision of things.’ 

He was a spiritualist (as opposed to materialism) ; but 
I would venture to contradict him, using his own argu- 
ments to consider the intellect as a purely physical 
phenomenon. We both were right. Perhaps the words 
materialism and spiritualism express the two faces of the 
same fact. His considerations on the substance of the 
mind led to his accepting, with a certain pride, the life 
of privation to which we were condemned in conse- 
quence of our idleness and our indifference to learning. 
He had a certain consciousness of his own powers which 
bore him up through his spiritual cogitations. How 
delightful it was to me to feel his soul acting on my own! 
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Many a time have we remained sitting on our form, both 
buried in one book, having quite forgotten each other’s 
existence, and yet not apart; each conscious of the 
other’s presence, and bathing in an ocean of thought, like 
two fish swimming in the same waters. 

Our life, apparently, was merely vegetating ; but we 
lived through our heart and brain. 

Lambert’s influence over my imagination left traces 
that still abide. I used to listen hungrily to his tales, 
full of the marvels which make men, as well as children, 
rapturously devour stories in which truth assumes the 
most grotesque forms. His passion for mystery, and the 
credulity natural to the young, often led us to discuss 
Heaven and Hell. ‘Then Louis, by expounding Sweden- 
borg, would try to make me share in his beliefs concern- 
ing angels. In his least logical arguments there were 
still amazing observations as to the powers of man, which 
gave his words that colour of truth without which 
nothing can be done in any art. The romantic end he 
foresaw as the destiny of man was calculated to flatter 
the yearning which tempts blameless imaginations to 
give themselves up to beliefs. Is it not during the 
youth of a nation that its dogmas and idols are conceived ? 
And are not the supernatural beings before whom the 
people tremble the personification of their feelings and 
their magnified desires. 


All that I can now remember of the poetical conversa- 
tions we held together concerning the Swedish prophet, 
whose works I have since had the curiosity to read, may 
be told in a few paragraphs. 

In each of us there are two distinct beings. Accord- 
ing to Swedenborg, the angel is an individual in whom 
the inner being conquers the external being. Ifa man 
desires to earn his call to be an angel, as soon as his 
mind reveals to him his twofold existence, he must strive 
to foster the delicate angelic essence that exists within 
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him. If, for lack of a lucid appreciation of his destiny, 
he allows bodily action to predominate, instead of con- 
firming his intellectual being, all his powers will be 
absorbed in the use of his external senses, and the angel 
will slowly perish by the materialisation of both natures. 
In the contrary case, if he nourishes his inner being with 
the aliment needful to it, the soul triumphs over matter 
and strives to get free. 

When they separate by the act of what we call death, 
the angel, strong enough then to cast off its wrappings, 
survives and. begins its real life. ‘The infinite variety 
which differentiates individual men can only be explained 
by this twofold existence, which, again, is proved and 
made intelligible by that variety. 

In point of fact, the wide distance between a man 
whose torpid intelligence condemns him to evident 
stupidity, and one who, by the exercise of his inner life, 
has acquired the gift of some power, allows us to suppose 
that there is as great a difference between men of genius 
and other beings as there is between the blind and those 
who see. ‘This hypothesis, since it extends creation 
beyond all limits, gives us, as it were, the clue to heaven. 
The beings who, here on earth, are apparently mingled 
without distinction, are there distributed, according to 
their inner perfection, in distinct spheres whose speech 
and manners have nothing in common. In the invisible 
world, as in the real world, if some native of the lower 
spheres comes, all unworthy, into a higher sphere, not 
only can he never understand the customs and language 
there, but his mere presence paralyses the voice and 
hearts of those who dwell therein. 

Dante, in his Divine Comedy, had perhaps some slight 
intuition of those spheres which begin in the world of 
torment, and rise, circle on circle, to the highest heaven. 
Thus Swedenborg’s doctrine is the product of .a lucid 
spirit noting down the innumerable signs by which the 
angels manifest their presence among men. 
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This doctrine, which I have endeavoured to sum up in 
a more or less consistent form, was set before me by 
Lambert with all the fascination of mysticism, swathed 
in the wrappings of the phraseology affected by mystical 
writers: an obscure language full of abstractions, and 
taking such effect on the brain, that there are books by 
Jacob Boehm, Swedenborg, and Madame Guyon, so 
strangely powerful that they give rise to phantasies as 
various as the dreams of the opium-eater. Lambert told 
me of mystical facts so extraordinary, he so acted on 
my imagination, that he made my brain reel. Still, I 
loved to plunge into that realm of mystery, invisible to 
the senses, in which every one likes to dwell, whether he 
pictures it to himself under the indefinite ideal of the 
Future, or clothes it in the more solid guise of romance. 
These violent revulsions of the mind on itself gave me, 
without my knowing it, a comprehension of its power, 
and accustomed me to the workings of the mind. 

Lambert himself explained everything by his theory of 
the angels. To him pure love—love as we dream of it 
in youth—was the coalescence of two angelic natures. 
Nothing could exceed the fervency with which he 
longed to meet a woman angel. And who better than 
he could inspire or feel love? If anything could give 
an impression of an exquisite nature, was it not the 
amiability and kindliness that marked his feelings, his 
words, his actions, his slightest gestures, the conjugal 
regard that united us as boys, and that we expressed 
when we called ourselves chums? 

There was no distinction for us between my ideas and 
his. We imitated each other’s handwriting, so that one 
might write the tasks of both. Thus, if one of us had 
a book to finish and to return to the mathematical 
master, he could read on without interruption while the 
other scribbled off his exercise and imposition. We did 
our tasks as though paying a task on our peace of mind. 
If my memory does not play me false, they were some- 


Louis Lambert 193 


times of remarkable merit when Lambert did them. 
But on the foregone conclusion that we were both of us 
idiots, the master always went through them under a 
rooted prejudice, and even kept them to read to be 
laughed at by our schoolfellows. 

I remember one afternoon, at the end of the lesson, 
which lasted from two till four, the master took posses- 
sion of a page of translation by Lambert. The passage 
began with, Caius Gracchus, vir nobilis; Lambert had 
construed this by ‘Caius Gracchus had a noble heart.’ 

‘Where do you find “heart” in nobilis?’ said the 
Father sharply. 

And there was a roar of laughter, while Lambert 
looked at the master in some bewilderment. 

“What would Madame la Baronne de Staél say if she 
could know that you make such nonsense of a word that 
means of noble family, of patrician rank ?’ 

‘She would say that you were an ass!’ said I in a 
muttered tone. 

‘Master Poet, you will stay in for a week,’ replied the 
master, who unfortunately overheard me. 

Lambert simply repeated, looking at me with inex- 

pressible affection, ‘ Vir nobilis !” 
Madame de Staél was, in fact, partly the cause of 
Lambert’s troubles. On: every pretext masters and 
pupils threw the name in his teeth, either in irony or in 
reproof, 

Louis lost no time in getting himself ‘kept in’ to 
share my imprisonment. Freer thus than in any other 
circumstances, we could talk the whole day long in the 
silence of the dormitories, where each boy had a cubicle 
six feet square, the partitions consisting at the top of 
open bars. The doors, fitted with gratings, were locked 
at night and opened in the morning under the eye of the 
Father whose duty it was to superintend our rising and 
going to bed. ‘The creak of these gates, which the 
college servants unlocked with remarkable expedition, 
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was a sound peculiar to that college. These little cells 
were our prison, and boys were sometimes shut up there 
fora month at a time. The boys in these coops were 
under the stern eye of the prefect, a sort of censor who 
stole up at certain hours, or at unexpected moments, 
with a silent step, to hear if we were talking instead of 
writing our impositions. But a few walnut shells 
dropped on the stairs, or the sharpness of our hearing, 
almost always enabled us to beware of his coming, so we 
could give ourselves up without anxiety to our favourite 
studies. However, as books were prohibited, our prison 
hours were chiefly filled up with metaphysical discussions, 
or with relating singular facts connected with the 
phenomena of mind. 

One of the most extraordinary of these incidents 
beyond question is this, which I will here record, not 
only because it concerns Lambert, but because it perhaps 
was the turning-point of his scientific career. By the 
law of custom in all schools, Thursday and Sunday were 
holidays ; but the services, which we were made to attend 
very regularly, so completely filled up Sunday, that we 
considered Thursday our only real day of freedom. 
After once attending mass, we had a long day before us 
to spend in walks in the country round the town of 
Venddme. The manor of Rochambeau was the most 
interesting object of our excursions, perhaps by reason of 
its distance ; the smaller boys were very seldom taken on 
so fatiguing an expedition. However, once or twice a 
year the class-masters would hold out Rochambeau as a 
reward for diligence. 

In 1812, towards the end of the spring, we were to go 
there for the first time. Our anxiety to see this famous 
chateau of Rochambeau, where the owner sometimes 
treated the boys to milk, made us all very good, and 
nothing hindered the outing. Neither Lambert nor I had 
ever seen the pretty valley of the Loir where the house 
stood. So his imagination and mine were much excited 
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by the prospect of this excursion, which filled the school 
with traditional glee. We talked of it all the evening, 
planning to spend in fruit or milk such money as we had 
saved, against all the habits of school-life. 

After dinner next day, we set out at half-past twelve, 
each provided with a square hunch of bread, given to us 
for our afternoon snack. And off we went, as gay as 
swallows, marching in a body on the famous chateau 
with an eagerness which would at first allow of no 
fatigue. When we reached the hill, whence we looked 
down on the house standing halfway down the slope, on 
the devious valley through which the river winds and 
sparkles between meadows in graceful curves—a beauti- 
ful landscape, one of those scenes to which the keen 
emotions of early youth or of love lend such a charm, 
that it is wise never to see them again in later years— 
Louis Lambert said to me, ‘ Why, I saw this last night 
in a dream.’ 

He recognised the clump of trees under which we 
were standing, the grouping of the woods, the colour of 
the water, the turrets of the chateau, the details, the 
distance, in fact every part of the prospect which he 
looked on for the first time. We were mere children ; 
I, at any rate, who was but thirteen; Louis, at fifteen, 
might have the precocity of genius, but at that time we 
were incapable of falsehood in the most trivial matters of 
our life as friends. Indeed, if Lambert’s powerful mind 
had any presentiment of the importance of such facts, he 
was far from appreciating their whole bearing ; and he 
was quite astonished by this incident. I asked him if he 
had not perhaps been brought to Rochambeau in his 
infancy, and my question struck him ; but after thinking 
it over, he answered in the negative. ‘This incident, 
analogous to what may be known of the phenomena of 
sleep in several persons, will illustrate the beginnings of 
Lambert’s line of talent ; he took it, in fact, as the basis 
of a whole system, using a fragment—as Cuvier did in 
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another branch of inquiry—as a clue to the reconstruc- 
tion of a complete system. 

At this moment we were sitting together on an old 
oak-stump, and after a few minutes’ reflection, Louis said 
to me— 

‘If the landscape did not come to me—which it is 
absurd to imagine—I must have come here. If I was 
here while I was asleep in my cubicle, does not that 
constitute a complete severance of my body and my inner 
being? Does it not prove some inscrutable locomotive 
faculty in the spirit with effects resembling those 
of locomotion in the body? Well, then, if my spirit 
and my body can be severed during sleep, why should I 
not insist on their separating in the same way while I 
am awake? I see no half-way mean between the two 
propositions. 

‘ But if we go further into details: Either the facts are 
due to the action of a faculty which brings out a second 
being to whom my body is merely a husk, since I was 
in my cell, and yet I saw the landscape—and this upsets 
many systems; or the facts took place either in some 
nerve centre, of which the name is yet to be discovered, 
where our feelings dwell and move; or else in the 
cerebral centre, where ideas are formed. ‘This last 
hypothesis gives rise to some strange questions. I 
walked, I saw, I heard. Motion is inconceivable but in 
space, sound acts only at certain angles or on surfaces, 
colour is caused only by light. If, in the dark, with my 
eyes shut, I saw, in myself, coloured objects; if I heard 
sounds in the most perfect silence and without the condi- 
tions requisite for the production of sound ; if without 
stirring I traversed wide tracts of space, there must be 
inner faculties independent of the external laws of 
physics. Material nature must be penetrable by the 
spirit. 

‘How is it that men have hitherto given so little 
thought to the phenomena of sleep, which seem to prove 
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that man has a double life? May there not be a new 
science lying beneath them?’ he added, striking his 
brow with his hand. ‘If not the elements of a science, 
at any rate the revelation of stupendous powers in man ; 
at least they prove a frequent severance of our two 
natures, the fact I have been thinking out for a very 
long time. At last, then, I have hit on evidence to 
show the superiority that distinguishes our latent senses 
from our corporeal senses! Homo duplex ! 

‘And yet, he went on, after a pause, with a doubtful 
shrug, ‘ perhaps we have not two natures; perhaps we 
are merely gifted with personal and perfectible qualities, 
of which the development within us produces certain 
unobserved phenomena of activity, penetration, and 
vision. In our love of the marvellous, a passion begotten 
of our pride, we have translated these effects into poetical 
inventions, because we did not understand them. It is 
so convenient to deify the incomprehensible! 

‘T should, I own, lament over the loss of my illusions. 
Iso much wished to believe in our twofold nature and 
in Swedenborg’s angels. Must this new science destroy 
them? Yes; for the study of our unknown properties 
involves us in a science that appears to be materialistic, 
for the Spirit uses, divides, and animates the Substance ; 
but it does not destroy it.’ 

He remained pensive, almost sad. Perhaps he saw the 
dreams of his youth as swaddling clothes that he must 
soon shake off. 

‘Sight and hearing are, no doubt, the sheaths for a very 
marvellous instrument,’ said he, laughing at his own 
figure of speech. 

Always when he was talking to me of Heaven and Hell, 
he was wont to treat of Nature as being master; but now, 
as he pronounced these last words, big with prescience, 
he seemed to soar more boldly than ever above the land- 
scape, and his forehead seemed ready to burst with the 
afflatus of genius. His powers—mental powers we must 
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call them till some new term is found—seemed to flash 
from the organs intended to express them. His eyes 
shot out thoughts; his uplifted hand, his silent but 
tremulous lips were eloquent; his burning glance was 
radiant; at last his head, as though too heavy, or 
exhausted by too eager a flight, fell on his breast. This 
boy—this giant—bent his head, took my hand and clasped 
it in his own, which was damp, so fevered was he for the 
search for truth ; then, after a pause, he said— 

‘J shall be famous !—And you too,’ he added after a 
pause. ‘We will both study the Chemistry of the 
Will? 

Noble soul! I recognised his superiority, though he 
took great care never to make me feel it. He shared 
with me all the treasures of his mind, and regarded me 
as instrumental in his discoveries, leaving me the credit 
of my insignificant contributions. He was always as 
gracious as a woman in love; he had all the bashful 
feeling, the delicacy of soul which make life happy and 
pleasant to endure. 


On the following day he began writing what he called 
a Treatise on the Will; his subsequent reflections led 
to many changes in its plan and method; but the incident 
of that day was certainly the germ of the work, just as the 
electric shock always felt by Mesmer at the approach of 
a particular man-servant was the starting-point of his 
discoveries in magnetism, a science till then interred 
under the mysteries of Isis, of Delphi, of the cave of 
Trophonius, and rediscovered by that prodigious genius, 
close on Lavater, and the precursor of Gall. 

Lambert’s ideas, suddenly illuminated by this flash of 
light, assumed vaster proportions; he disentangled certain 
truths from his many acquisitions and brought them into 
order; then, like a founder, he cast the model of his 
work. At the end of six months’ indefatigable labour, 
Lambert’s writings excited the curiosity of our com- 
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panions, and became the object of cruel practical jokes 
which led to a fatal issue. 

One day one of the masters, who was bent on seeing 
the manuscripts, enlisted the aid of our tyrants, and came 
to seize, by force, a box that contained the precious 
papers. Lambert and I defended it with incredible 
courage. The trunk was locked, our aggressors could 
not open it, but they tried to smash it in the struggle, a 
stroke of malignity at which we shrieked with rage. 
Some of the boys, with a sense of justice, or struck per- 
haps by our heroic defence, advised the attacking party 
to leave us in peace, crushing us with insulting con- 
tempt. But suddenly, brought to the spot by the noise 
of a battle, Father Haugoult roughly intervened, inquir- 
ing as to the cause of the fight. Our enemies had 
interrupted us in writing our impositions, and the 
class-master came to protect his slaves. The foe, in 
self-defence, betrayed the existence of the manuscript. 
The dreadful Haugoult insisted on our giving up the 
box ; if we should resist, he would have it broken open. 
Lambert gave him the key; the master took out the 
papers, glanced through them, and said, as he confiscated 
them— 

‘And it is for such rubbish as this that you neglect 
your lessons !” 

Large tears fell from Lambert’s eyes, wrung from him 
as much by a sense of his offended moral superiority as 
by the gratuitous insult and betrayal that we had 
suffered. We gave the accusers a glance of stern 
reproach: had they not delivered us over to the common 
enemy? If the common law of school entitled them to 
thrash us, did it not require them to keep silence as to 
our misdeeds ? 

In a moment they were no doubt ashamed of their 
baseness. 

Father Haugoult probably sold the Treatise on the 
Will to a local grocer, unconscious of the scientific 
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treasure, of which the germs thus fell into unworthy 
hands. 


Six months later I left the school, and I do not know 
whether Lambert ever recommenced his labours. Our 
parting threw him into a mood of the darkest melan- 
choly. 

It was in memory of the disaster that befell Louis’s 
book that, in the tale which comes first in these Etudes, 
I adopted the title invented by Lambert for a work of 
fiction, and gave the name of a woman who was dear to 
him to a girl characterised by her self-devotion ; but this 
is not all I have borrowed from him: his character and 
occupations were of great value to me in writing that 
book, and the subject arose from some reminiscences of 
our youthful meditations. This present volume is 
intended as a modest monument, a broken column, to 
commemorate the life of the man who bequeathed to 
me all he had to leave—his thoughts. 

In that boyish effort Lambert had enshrined the ideas 
ofa man. ‘Ten years later, when I met some learned 
men who were devoting serious attention to the 
phenomena that had struck us and that Lambert had 
so marvellously analysed, I understood the value of his 
work, then already forgotten as childish. I at once 
spent several months in recalling the principal theories 
discovered by my poor school-mate. Having collected 
my reminiscences, I can boldly state that, by 1812, he 
had proved, divined, and set forth in his Treatise several 
important facts of which, as he had declared, evidence 
was certain to come sooner or later. His philosophical 
speculations ought undoubtedly to gain him recognition 
as one of the great thinkers who have appeared at wide 
intervals among men, to reveal to them the bare skeleton 
of some science to come, of which the roots spread 
slowly, but which, in due time, bring forth fair fruit in 
the intellectual sphere. Thus a humble artisan, Bernard 
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Palissy, searching the soil to find minerals for glazing 
pottery, proclaimed, in the sixteenth century, with the 
infallible intuition of genius, geological facts which it is 
now the glory of Cuvier and Buffon to have demon- 
strated. 

I can, I believe, give some idea of Lambert’s Treatise 
by stating the chief propositions on which it was based ; 
but, in spite of myself, I shall strip them of the ideas in 
which they were clothed, and which were indeed their 
indispensable accompaniment. I started on a different 
path, and only made use of those of his researches which 
answered the purpose of my scheme. I know not, 
therefore, whether as his disciple I can faithfully expound 
his views, having assimilated them in the first instance 
so as to colour them with my own. 

New ideas require new words, or a new and expanded 
use of old words, extended and defined in their meaning. 
Thus Lambert, to set forth the basis of his system, had 
adopted certain common words that answered to his 
notions. The word Will he used to connote the 
medium in which the mind moves, or to use a less 
abstract expression, the mass of power by which man 
can reproduce, outside himself, the actions constituting 
his external life. Volition—a word due to Locke— 
expressed the act by which a man exerts his will. The 
word Mind, or Thought, which he regarded as the 
quintessential product of the Will, also represented the 
medium in which the ideas originate to which thought 
gives substance. "The Idea, a name common to every 
creation of the brain, constituted the act by which man 
uses his mind. Thus the Will and the Mind were the - 
two generating forces; the Volition and the Idea were 
the two products. Volition, he thought, was the Idea 
evolved from the abstract state toa concrete state, from 
its generative fluid to a solid expression, so to speak, if 
such words may be taken to formulate notions so difficult 
of definition. According to him, the Mind and Ideas 
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are the motion and the outcome of our inner organisa- 
tion, just asthe Will and Volition are of our external 
activity. 

He gave the Will precedence over the Mind. 

‘You must will before you can think,’ he said. 
‘Many beings live in a condition of Willing without 
ever attaining to the condition of Thinking. In the 
North, life is long ; in the South, it is shorter; but in 
the North we see torpor, in the South a constant 
excitability of the Will, up to the point where from an 
excess of cold or of heat the organs are almost nullified.’ 

The use of the word ‘ medium’ was suggested to him 
by an observation he had made in his childhood, though, 
to be sure, he had no suspicion then of its importance, 
but its singularity naturally struck his delicately alert 
imagination. His mother, a fragile, nervous woman, 
all sensitiveness and affection, was one of those beings 
created to represent womanhood in all the perfection of 
her attributes, but relegated by a mistaken fate to too 
low a place in the social scale. Wholly loving, and 
consequently wholly suffering, she died young, having 
thrown all her energies into her motherly love. 
Lambert, a child of six, lying, but not always sleeping, 
in a cot by his mother’s bed, saw the electric sparks from 
her hair when she combed it. The man of fifteen 
made scientific application of this fact which had amused 
the child, a fact beyond dispute, of which there is ample 
evidence in many instances, especially of women who 
by a sad fatality are doomed to let unappreciated feelings 
evaporate in the air, or some superabundant power run 
to waste. 

In support of his definitions, Lambert propounded a 
variety of problems to be solved, challenges flung out to 
science, though he proposed to seek the solution for 
himself. He inquired, for instance, whether the element 
that constitutes electricity does not enter as a base into 
the specific fluid whence our Ideas and Volitions proceed ? 
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Whether the hair, which loses its colour, turns white, 
falls out, or disappears, in proportion to the decay or 
crystallisation of our thoughts, may not be in fact a 
capillary system, either absorbent or diffusive, and wholly 
electrical? Whether the fluid phenomena of the Will, 
a matter generated within us, and spontaneously reacting 
under the impress of conditions as yet unobserved, were 
at all more extraordinary than those of the invisible and 
intangible fluid produced by a voltaic pile, and applied to 
the nervous system of a dead man? Whether the 
formation of Ideas and their constant diffusion was less 
incomprehensible than evaporation of the atoms, imper- 
ceptible indeed, but so violent in their effects, that are 

iven off from a grain of musk without any loss of 
weight. Whether, granting that the function of the 
skin is purely protective, absorbent, excretive, and 
tactile, the circulation of the blood and all its mechanism 
would not correspond with the transubstantiation of our 
Will, as the circulation of the nerve fluid corresponds to 
that of the Mind? Finally, whether the more or less 
rapid affuence of these two real substances may not be 
the result of a certain perfection or imperfection of 
organs whose conditions require investigation in every 
manifestation ? 

Having set forth these principles, he proposed to class 
the phenomena of human life in two series of distinct 
results, demanding, with the ardent insistency of con- 
viction, a special analysis for each. In fact, having 
observed in almost every type of created thing two 
separate motions, he assumed, nay, he asserted, their 
existence in our human nature, and designated this vital 
antithesis Action and Reaction. 

‘A desire,’ he said, ‘is a fact completely accomplished 
in our will before it is accomplished externally.’ 

Hence the sum-total of our Volitions and our Ideas 
constitutes Action, and the sum-total of our external 
acts he called Reaction. 
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When I subsequently read the observations made by 
Bichat on the duality of our external senses, I was really 
bewildered by my recollections, recognising the startling 
coincidences between the views of that celebrated 
physiologist and those of Louis Lambert. They both 
died too young, and they had with equal steps arrived at 
the same strange truths. Nature has in every case been 
pleased to give a twofold purpose to the various apparatus 
that constitute her creatures ; and the twofold action of 
the human organism, which is now ascertained beyond 
dispute, proves by a mass of evidence in daily life how 
true were Lambert’s deductions as to Action and Reaction. 

The inner Being, the Being of Action—the word 
he used to designate an unknown specialisation—the 
mysterious nexus of fibrils to which we owe the 
inadequately investigated powers of thought and will— 
in short, the nameless entity which sees, acts, foresees 
the end, and accomplishes everything before express- 
ing itself in any physical phenomenon—must, in con- 
formity with its nature, be free from the physical con- 
ditions by which the external Being of Reaction, the 
visible man, is fettered in its manifestation. From this 
followed a multitude of logical explanation as to those 
results of our twofold nature which appear the strangest, 
and a rectification of various systems in which truth and 
falsehood are mingled. 

Certain men, having had a glimpse of some phenomena 
of the natural working of the Being of Action, were, like 
Swedenborg, carried away above this world by their 
ardent soul, thirsting for poetry, and filled with the 
Divine Spirit. Thus, in their ignorance of the causes 
and their admiration of the facts, they pleased their fancy 
by regarding that inner man as divine, and constructing 
a mystical universe. Hence we have angels! A lovely 
illusion which Lambert would never abandon, cherishing 
it even when the sword of his logic was cutting off their 
dazzling wings. 
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‘Heaven,’ he would say, ‘must, after all, be the sur- 
vival of our perfected faculties, and hell the void into 
which our unperfected faculties are cast away.’ 

But how, then, in the ages when the understanding 
had preserved the religious and spiritualist impressions, 
which prevailed from the time of Christ till that of 
Descartes, between faith and doubt, how could men help 
accounting for the mysteries of our nature otherwise 
than by divine interposition? Of whom but of God 
Himself could sages demand an account of an invisible 
creature so actively and so reactively sensitive, gifted with 
faculties so extensive, so improvable by use, and so power- 
ful under certain occult influences, that they could 
sometimes see it annihilate, by some phenomenon of 
sight or movement, space in its two manifestations— 
Time and Distance—of which the former is the space of 
the intellect, the latter is physical space? Sometimes 
they found it reconstructing the past, either by the 
power of retrospective vision, or by the mystery of a 
palingenesis not unlike the power a man might have of 
detecting in the form, integument, and embryo in a seed, 
the flowers of the past, and the numberless variations of 
their colour, scent, and shape; and sometimes, again, it 
could be seen vaguely foreseeing the future, either by its 
apprehension of final causes, or by some phenomenon of 
physical pre-sentiment. 

Other men, less poetically religious, cold, and argu- 
mentative—quacks perhaps, but enthusiasts in brain at 
least, if not in heart—recognising some isolated examples 
of such phenomena, admitted their truth while refusing 
to consider them as radiating from a common centre. 
Each of these was, then, bent on constructing a science 
out of a simple fact. Hence arose demonology, judicial 
astrology, the black arts, in short, every form of divination 
founded on circumstances that were essentially transient, 
because they varied according to men’s temperament, 
and to conditions that are still completely unknown. 
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But from these errors of the learned, and from the 
ecclesiastical trials under which fell so many martyrs to 
their own powers, startling evidence was derived of the 
prodigious faculties at the command of the Being of 
Action, which, according to Lambert, can abstract itself 
completely from the Being of Reaction, bursting its 
envelope, and piercing walls by its potent vision; a 
phenomenon known to the Hindoos, as missionaries tell 
us, by the name of Toéefad ; or again, by another faculty, 
can grasp in the brain, in spite of its closest convolu- 
tions, the ideas which are formed or forming there, and 
the whole of past consciousness. 

‘If apparitions are not impossible,” said Lambert, 
‘they must be due to a faculty of discerning the ideas 
which represent man in his purest essence, whose life, 
imperishable perhaps, escapes our grosser senses, though 
they may become perceptible to the inner being when 
it has reached a high degree of ecstasy, or a great 
perfection of vision.’ 

I know—though my remembrance is now vague— 
that Lambert, by following the results of Mind and Will 
step by step, after he had established their laws, accounted 
for a multitude of phenomena which, till then, had been 
regarded with reason as incomprehensible. Thus wizards, 
men possessed, those gifted with second sight, and 
demoniacs of every degree—the victims of the Middle 
Ages—became the subject of explanations so natural, that 
their very simplicity often seemed to me the seal of their 
truth. The marvellous gifts which the Church of Rome, 
gee of all mysteries, punished with the stake, were, in 

ouis’s opinion, the result of certain affinities between the 
constituent elements of matter and those of mind, which 
proceed from the same source. The man holding a hazel 
rod when he found a spring of water was guided by some 
antipathy or sympathy of which he was unconscious ; 
nothing but the eccentricity of these phenomena could 
have availed to give some of them historic certainty. 
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Sympathies have rarely been proved; they afford a 
kind of pleasure which those who are so happy as to 
possess them rarely speak of unless they are abnormally 
singular, and even then only in the privacy of intimate 
intercourse, where everything is buried. But the anti- 
pathies that arise from the inversion of affinities have, 
very happily, been recorded when developed in famous 
men. ‘Thus, Bayle had hysterics when he heard water 
splashing, Scaliger turned pale at the sight of water-cress, 
Erasmus was thrown into a fever by the smell of fish. 
‘These three ,antipathies were connected with water. 
The Duc d’Epernon fainted at the sight of a hare, 
Tycho-Brahe at that of a fox, Henri 11. at the presence 
of a cat, the Maréchal d’Albret at the sight of a wild 
hog ; these antipathies were produced by animal emana- 
tions, and often took effect at a great distance, ‘The 
Chevalier de Guise, Marie de’ Medici, and many other 
persons, have felt faint at seeing a rose even in a painting. 
Lord Bacon, whether he were forewarned or no of an 
eclipse of the moon, always fell into a syncope while it 
lasted ; and his vitality, suspended while the phenomenon 
lasted, was restored as soon as it was over without his 
feeling any further inconvenience. These effects of 
antipathy, all well authenticated, and chosen from among 
many which history has happened to preserve, are enough 
to give a clue to the sympathies which remain unknown. 

This. fragment of Lambert’s investigations, which I 
remember from among his essays, will throw a light on 
the method on which he worked. I need not emphasise 
the obvious connection between this theory and the 
collateral sciences projected by Gall and Lavater; they 
were its natural corollary; and every more or less scientific 
brain will discern the ramifications by which it is in- 
evitably connected with the phrenological observations of 
one and the speculations on physiognomy of the other. 

Mesmer’s discovery, so important, though as yet so 
little appreciated, was also embodied in a single section 
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of this treatise, though Louis did not know the Swiss 
doctor’s writings—which are few and brief. 

A simple and logical inference from these principles 
led him to perceive that the will might be accumulated 
by a contractile effort of the inner man, and then, by . 
another effort, projected, or even imparted, to material 
objects. Thus, the whole force of a man must have the 
property of reacting on other men, and of infusing into 
them an essence foreign to their own, if they could not 
protect themselves against such an aggression. The 
evidence of this theorem of the science of humanity is, 
of course, very multifarious; but there is nothing to 
establish it beyond question. We have only the notorious 
disaster of Marius and his harangue to the Cimbrian 
commanded to kill him, or the august injunction of a 
mother to the Lion of Florence, in historic proof of 
instances of such lightning flashes of mind, To 
Lambert, then, Will and Thought were diving forces ; and 
he spoke of them in such a way as to impress his belief 
on the hearer. ‘To him these two forces were, in a way, 
visible, tangible. “Thought was slow or alert, heavy or 
nimble, light or dark ; he ascribed to it all the attributes 
of an active agent, and thought of it as rising, resting, 
waking, expanding, growing old, shrinking, becoming 
atrophied, or resuscitating; he described its life, and 
specified all its actions by the strangest words in our 
language, speaking of its spontaneity, its strength, and 
all its qualities with a kind of intuition which enabled 
him to recognise all the manifestations of its substantial 
existence. 

‘Often,’ said he, ‘in the midst of quiet and silence, 
when our inner faculties are dormant, when we have 
given ourselves up to sweet repose, when a sort of 
darkness reigns within us, and we are lost in the con- 
templation of things outside us, an idea suddenly flies 
forth, and rushes with the swiftness of lightning across 
the infinite space which our inner vision allows us to 
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perceive. This radiant idea, springing into existence 
like a will-o’-the-wisp, dies out never to return; an 
ephemeral life, like that of babes who give their parents 
such infinite joy and sorrow ; a sort of still-born blossom 
in the fields of the mind. Sometimes an idea, instead of 
springing forcibly into life and dying unembodied, dawns 
gradually, hovers in the unknown limbo of the organs 
where it has its birth; exhausts us by long gestation, 
develops, is itself fruitful, grows outwardly in all the grace 
of youth and the promising attributes of a long life; it can 
endure the closest inspection, invites it, and never tires 
the sight; the investigation it undergoes commands the 
admiration we give to works slowly elaborated. Some- 
times ideas are evolved in a swarm; one brings another; 
they come linked together ; they vie with each other ; 
they fly in clouds, wild and headlong. Again, they rise 
up pallid and misty, and perish for want of strength or 
of nutrition; the vital force is lacking. Or again, on 
certain days, they rush down into the depths to light up 
that immense obscurity ; they terrify us and leave the 
soul dejected. 

‘Ideas are a complete system within us, resembling a 
natural kingdom, a sort of flora, of which the icono- 
graphy will one day be outlined by some man who will 
perhaps be accounted a madman. 

‘Yes, within us and without, everything testifies to 
the livingness of those exquisite creations, which I com- 
pare with flowers in obedience to some unutterable 
revelation of their true nature ! 

‘Their being produced as the final cause of man is, 
after all, not more amazing than the production of per- 
fume and colour in aplant. Perfumes are ideas, perhaps ! 

‘When we consider that the line where flesh ends 
and the nail begins contains the invisible and inexplic- 
able mystery of the constant transformation of a fluid 
into horn, we must confess that nothing is impossible in 
the marvellous modifications of human tissue. 

O 
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‘And are there not in our inner nature phenomena of 
weight and motion comparable to those of physical 
nature? Suspense, to choose an example vividly familiar 
to everybody, is painful only as a result of the law in virtue 
of which the weight of a body is multiplied by its velo- 
city. The weight of the feeling produced by suspense 
increases by the constant addition of past pain to the 
pain of the moment. 

‘And then, to what, unless it be to the electric fluid, 
are we to attribute the magic by which the Will enthrones 
itself so imperiously in the eye to demolish obstacles at 
the behest of genius, thunders in the voice, or filters, in 
spite of dissimulation, through the human frame? The 
current of that sovereign fluid, which, in obedience to 
the high pressure of thought or of feeling, flows ina torrent 
or is reduced to a mere thread, and collects to flash in 
lightnings, is the occult agent to which are due the evil 
or the beneficent efforts of Art and Passion—intonation 
of voice, whether harsh or suave, terrible, lascivious, 
horrifying or seductive by turns, thrilling the heart, the 
nerves, or the brain at our will; the marvels of the 
touch, the instrument of the mental transfusions of a 
myriad artists, whose creative fingers are able, after pas- 
sionate study, to reproduce the forms of nature; or, 
again, the infinite gradations of the eye from dull 
inertia to the emission of the most terrifying gleams. 

__ © By this system God is bereft of none of His rights. 
Mind, as a form of matter, has brought me a new con- 
viction of His greatness.’ 

After hearing him discourse thus, after receiving into 
my soul his look like a ray of light, it was difficult not 
to be dazzled by his conviction and carried away by his 
arguments. ‘Ihe Mind appeared to me as a purely physi- 
cal power, surrounded by its innumerable progeny. It 
was a new conception of humanity under a new form. 

This brief sketch of the laws which, as Lambert 
maintained, constitute the formula of our intellect, must 
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suffice to give a notion of the prodigious activity of his 
spirit feeding on itself. Louis had sought for proofs of 
his theories in the history of great men, whose lives, as 
set forth by their biographers, supply very curious par- 
ticulars as to the operation of their understanding. His 
memory allowed him to recall such facts as might serve 
to support his statements ; he had appended them to each 
chapter in the form of demonstrations, so as to give to 
many of his theories an almost mathematical certainty. 
The works of Cardan, a man gifted with singular 
powers of insight, supplied him with valuable materials, 
He had not forgotten that Apollonius of Tyana had, in 
Asia, announced the death of the tyrant with every 
detail of his execution, at the very hour when it was 
taking place in Rome; nor that Plotinus, when far away 
from Porphyrius, was aware of his friend’s intention to 
kill himself, and flew to dissuade him ; nor the incident 
in the last century, proved in the face of the most 
incredulous mockery ever known—an incident most 
surprising to men who were accustomed to regard doubt 
as a weapon against the fact alone, but simple enough to 
believers—the fact that Alphonzo-Maria di Liguori, 
Bishop of Saint-Agatha,administered consolations to Pope 
Ganganelli, who saw him, heard him, and answered him, 
while the Bishop himself, at a great distance from Rome, 
was in a trance at home, in the chair where he commonly 
sat on his return from Mass. On recovering conscious- 
ness, he saw all his attendants kneeling beside him, 
believing him to be dead: ‘ My friends,’ said he, ‘ the 
Holy Father is just dead.’ Two days later a letter con- 
firmed the news. ‘The hour of the Pope’s death coin- 
cided with that when the Bishop had been restored to his 
natural state. F 

Nor had Lambert omitted the yet more recent adven- 
ture of an English girl who was passionately attached to 
a sailor, and set out from London to seek him. She 
found him, without a guide, making her way alone in the 
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North American wilderness, reaching him just in time 
to save his life. 

Louis had found confirmatory evidence in the mysteries 
of the ancients, in the acts of the martyrs—in which 
glorious instances may be found of the triumph of human 
will, in the demonology of the Middle Ages, in criminal 
trials and medical researches ; always selecting the real 
fact, the probable phenomenon, with admirable sagacity. 

All this rich collection of scientific anecdotes, culled 
from so many books, most of them worthy of credit, 
served no doubt to wrap parcels in ; and this work, which 
was curious, to say the least of it, as the outcome of a 
most extraordinary memory, was doomed to destruc- 
tion. 

Among the various cases which added to the value of 
Lambert’s Treatise was an incident that had taken place 
in his own family, of which he had told me before he 
wrote his essay. “This fact, bearing on the post-existence 
of the inner man, if I may be allowed to coin a new 
word for a phenomenon hitherto nameless, struck me so 
forcibly that I have never forgotten it. His father and 
mother were being forced into a lawsuit, of which the 
loss would leave them with a stain on their good name, 
the only thing they had in the world. Hence their 
anxiety was very great when the question first arose as 
to whether they should yield to the plaintiff’s unjust 
demands, or should defend themselves against him. ‘Che 
matter came under discussion one autumn evening, 
before a turf fire in the room used by the tanner and his 
wife, ‘I'wo or three relations were invited to this family 
council, and among others Louis’s maternal great-grand- 
father, an old labourer, much bent, but with a venerable 
and dignified countenance, bright eyes, and a bald, yellow 
head, on which grew a few locks of thin, white hair. 
Like the Obi of the Negroes, or the Sagamore of the 
Indian savage, he was a sort of oracle, consulted on 
important occasions, His land was tilled by his grand- 
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children, who fed and served him; he predicted rain and 
fine weather, and told them when to mow the hay and 
gather the crops. The barometric exactitude of his 
forecasts was quite famous, and added to the confidence 
and respect he inspired. For whole days he would sit 
immovable in his armchair. This state of rapt medi- 
tation often came upon him since his wife’s death ; 
he had been attached to her with the truest and most 
faithful affection. 

This discussion was held in his presence, but he did 
not seem to give much heed to it. 

‘My children,’ said he, when he was asked for his 
opinion, ‘ this is too serious a matter for me to decide on 
alone. I must go and consult my wife.’ 

The old man rose, took his stick, and went out, to the 
great astonishment of the others, who thought him 
daft. He presently came back and said— 

‘I did not have to go so far as the graveyard; your 
mother came to meet me; I found her by the brook. 
She tells me that you will find some receipts in the 
hands of a notary at Blois, which will enable you to gain 
your suit.” 

The words were spoken in a firm tone; the old man’s 
demeanour and countenance showed that such an appari- 
tion was habitual with him. In fact, the disputed receipts 
were found, and the lawsuit was not attempted. 

This event, under his father’s roof and to his own 
knowledge, when Louis was nine years old, contributed 
largely to his belief in Swedenborg’s miraculous visions, 
for in the course of that philosopher’s life he repeatedly 
gave proofs of the power of sight developed in his Inner 
Being. As he grew older, and as his intelligence was 
developed, Lambert was naturally led to seek in the laws 
of nature for the causes of the miracle which, in his 
childhood, had captivated his attention. What name 
can be given to the chance which brought within his 
ken so many facts and books bearing on such phenomena, 
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and made him the principal subject and actor in such 
marvellous manifestations of mind? 

If Lambert had no other title to fame than the fact of 
his having formulated, in his sixteenth year, such a 
psychological dictum as this :—‘ The events which bear 
witness to the action of the human race, and are the out- 
come of its intellect, have causes by which they are 
preconceived, as our actions are accomplished in our 
mind before they are reproduced by the outer man; 
presentiments or predictions are the perception of these 
causes’—I think we may deplore in him a genius 
equal to Pascal, Lavoisier, or Laplace. His chimerical 
notions about angels perhaps overruled his work too 
long; but was it not in trying to make gold that the 
alchemists unconsciously created chemistry? At the 
same time, Lambert, at a later period, studied compara- 
tive anatomy, physics, geometry, and other sciences 
bearing on his discoveries, and this was undoubtedly with 
the purpose of collecting facts and submitting them to 
analysis—the only torch that can guide us through the 
dark places of the most inscrutable work of nature. He 
had too much good sense to dwell among the clouds of 
theories which can all be expressed in a few words. In 
our day, is not the simplest demonstration based on facts 
more highly esteemed than the most specious system 
though defended by more or less ingenious inductions? 
But as I did not know him at the period of his life when 
his cogitations were, no doubt, the most productive of 
results, I can only conjecture what the bent of his work 
must have been from that of his first efforts of thought. 

It is easy to see where his Treatise on the Will was 
faulty. Though gifted already with the powers which 
characterise superior men, he was but a boy. His brain, 
though endowed with a great faculty for abstractions, 
was still full of the delightful beliefs that hover around 
youth, Thus his conception, while at some points it 
touched the ripest fruits of his genius, still, by many 
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more, clung to the smaller elements of its germs. To 
certain readers, lovers of poetry, what he chiefly lacked 
must have been a certain vein of interest. 

But his work bore the stamp of the struggle that was 
going on in that noble Spirit between the two great 
principles of Spiritualism and Materialism, round which 
so many a fine genius has beaten its way without ever 
daring to amalgamate them. Louis, at first purely 
Spiritualist, had been irresistibly led to recognise the 
Material conditions of Mind. Confounded by the facts 
of analysis at the moment when his heart still gazed 
with yearning at the clouds that floated in Swedenborg’s 
heaven, he had not yet acquired the necessary powers to 
produce a coherent system, compactly cast in a piece, as 
it were. Hence certain inconsistencies that have left 
their stamp even on the sketch here given of his first 
attempts. Still, incomplete as his work may have been, 
was it not the rough copy of a science of which he would 
have investigated the secrets at a later time, have secured 
the foundations, have examined, deduced, and connected 
the logical sequence ? 


Six months after the confiscation of the Treatise on 
the Will J \eft school. Our parting was unexpected. 
My mother, alarmed by a feverish attack which for some 
months I had been unable to shake off, while my inactive 
lie induced symptoms of coma, carried me off at four or 
fire hours’ notice. The announcement of my departure 
reduced Lambert to dreadful dejection. 

‘Shall I ever see you again?’ said he in his gentle 
voice, as he clasped me in his arms. ‘ You will live,’ he 
went on, ‘but I shall die. If I can, I will come back to 

Ou.’ 
Only the young can utter such words with the accent 
of conviction that gives them the impressiveness of 
proshecy, of a pledge, leaving a terror of its fulfilment. 
For a long time indeed I vaguely looked for the promised 
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apparition. Even now there are days of depression, of 
doubt, alarm, and loneliness, when I am forced to repel 
the intrusion of that sad parting, though it was not fated 
to be the last. 

When I crossed the yard by which we left, Lambert 
was at one of the refectory windows to see me pass. By 
my request my mother obtained leave for him to dine 
with us at the inn, and in the evening I escorted him 
back to the fatal gate of the college. No lover and his 
mistress ever shed more tears at parting. 

‘Well, good-bye; I shall be left alone in this desert!’ 
said he, pointing to the playground where two hundred 
boys were disporting themselves and shouting. ‘ When 
I come back half dead with fatigue from my long excur- 
sions through the fields of thought, on whose heart can I 
rest? I could tell you everything in a look. Who will 
understand me now ?—Good-bye! I could wish I had 
never met you; I should not know all I am losing.’ 

‘And what is to become of me?’ said I. ‘Is not my 
position a dreadful one? J have nothing here to uphold 
me !’ and I slapped my forehead. 

He shook his head with a gentle gesture, gracious and 
sad, and we parted. 

At that time Louis Lambert was about five feet five 
inches in height; he grew no more. His countenance, 
which was full of expression, revealed his sweet nature. 
Divine patience, developed by harsh usage, and the con- 
stant concentration needed for his meditative life, had 
bereft his eyes of the audacious pride which is so attrac- 
tive in some faces, and which had so shocked our 
masters. Peaceful mildness gave charm to his face,an 
exquisite serenity that was never marred by a tinge of 
irony or satire; for his natural kindliness tempered his 
conscious strength and superiority. He had pretty 
hands, very slender, and almost always moist. His frame 
was a marvel, a model for a sculptor ; but our iron-grey 
uniform, with gilt buttons and knee-breeches, gave us 
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such an ungainly appearance that Lambert’s fine pro- 
portions and firm muscles could only be appreciated in 
the bath. When we swam in our pool in the Loir, 
Louis was conspicuous by the whiteness of his skin, 
which was unlike the different shades of our school- 
fellows’ bodies mottled by the cold, or blue from the 
water. Gracefully formed, elegant in his attitudes, 
delicate in hue, never shivering after his bath, perhaps 
because he avoided the shade and always ran into the 
sunshine, Louis was like one of those cautious blossoms 
that close their petals to the blast and refuse to open 
unless to a clear sky. He ate little, and drank water 
only ; either by instinct or by choice he was averse to 
any exertion that made a demand on his strength; his 
movements were few and simple, like those of Orientals 
or of savages, with whom gravity seems a condition of 
nature. 

As a rule, he disliked everything that resembled any 
special care for his person. He commonly sat with his 
head a little inclined to the left, and so constantly rested 
his elbows on the table, that the sleeves of his coats were 
soon in holes. 

To this slight picture of the outer man I must add a 
sketch of his moral qualities, for I believe I can now 
judge him impartially. 

Though naturally religious, Louis did not accept the 
minute practices of the Roman ritual; his ideas were 
more intimately in sympathy with Saint Theresa and 
Fénelon, and several Fathers and certain Saints, who, in 
our day, would be regarded as heresiarchs or atheists. 
He was rigidly calm during the services. His own 
prayers went up in gusts, in aspirations, without any 
regular formality ; in all things he gave himself up to 
nature, and would not pray, any more than he would 
think, at any fixed hour. In chapel he was equally apt 
to think of God or to meditate on some problem of 
philosophy. 
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To him Jesus Christ was the most perfect type of his 
system. Et Verbum caro factum est seemed a sublime 
statement intended to express the traditional formula of 
the Will, the Word, and the Act made visible. Christ’s 
unconsciousness of His Death—having so perfected His 
inner Being by divine works, that one day the invisible 
form of it appeared to His disciples—and the other 
Mysteries of the Gospels, the magnetic cures wrought by 
Christ, and the gift of tongues, all to him confirmed his 
doctrine. I remember once hearing him say on this 
subject, that the greatest work that could be written 
nowadays was a History of the Primitive Church. 
And he never rose to such poetic heights as when, in the 
evening, as we conversed, he would enter on an inquiry 
into miracles worked by the power of Will during 
that great age of faith. He discerned the strongest 
evidence of his theory in most of the martyrdoms endured 
during the first century of our era, which he spoke of as 
the great era of the Mind. 

‘Do not the phenomena observed in almost every 
instance of the torments so heroically endured by the 
early Christians for the establishment of the faith, amply 
prove that Material force will never prevail against the 
force of Ideas or the Will of man?’ he would say. 
‘From this effect, produced by the Will of all, each man 
may draw conclusions in favour of his own.” 

I need say nothing of his views on poetry or history, 
nor of his judgment on the masterpieces of our language. 
There would be little interest in the record of opinions 
now almost universally held, though at that time, from 
the lips of a boy, they might seem remarkable. Louis 
was capable of the highest flights. To give a notion of 
his talents in two words, he could have written Zadig as 
wittily as Voltaire; he could have thought out the 
Dialogue between Sylla and Eucrates as powerfully as 
Montesquieu. His rectitude of character made him 
desire above all else in a work that it should bear the 
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stamp of utility; at the same time, his refined taste 
demanded novelty of thought as well as of form. One 

_ of his most remarkable literary observations, which will 

serve as a clue to all the others, and show the lucidity of 
his judgment, is this, which has ever dwelt in my 
memory, ‘The Apocalypse is written ecstasy.’ He 
regarded the Bible as a part of the traditional history of 
the antediluvian nations which had taken for its share the 
new humanity. He thought that the mythology of the 
Greeks was borrowed both from the Hebrew Scriptures 
and from the sacred Books of India, adapted after their 
own fashion by the beauty-loving Hellenes. 

‘It is impossible,’ said he, ‘to doubt the priority of the 
Asiatic Scriptures; they are earlier than our Sacred 
Books. The man who is candid enough to admit this 
historical fact sees the whole world expand before him. 
Was it not on the Asiatic highland that the few men 
took refuge who were able to escape the catastrophe that 
ruined our globe—if, indeed, men had existed before that 
cataclysm or shock? A serious query, the answer to 
which lies at the bottom of the sea. “The anthropogony 
of the Bible is merely a genealogy of a swarm escaping 
from the human hive which settled on the mountainous 
slopes of Thibet between the summits of the Himalaya 
and the Caucasus. 

‘The character of the primitive ideas of that horde, 
called by its lawgiver the people of God, no doubt to 
secure its unity, and perhaps also to induce it to maintain 
his laws and his system of government—for the Books of 
Moses are a religious, political, and civil code—that 
character bears the authority of terror; convulsions of 
nature are interpreted with stupendous power as a 
vengeance from on high. In fact, since this wandering 
tribe knew none of the ease enjoyed by a community 
settled in a patriarchal home, their sorrows as pilgrims 
inspired them with none but gloomy poems, majestic but 
blood-stained. In the Hindoos, on the contrary, the 
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spectacle of the rapid recoveries of the natural world, 
and the prodigious effects of sunshine, which they were 
the first to recognise, gave rise to happy images of 
_ blissful love, to the worship of Fire and of the endless 
personifications of reproductive force. These fine fancies 
are lacking in the Book of the Hebrews. A constant 
need of self-preservation amid all the dangers and 
the lands they traversed to reach the Promised Land 
engendered their exclusive race-feeling and their hatred 
of all other nations. 

‘ These three Scriptures are the archives of an engulfed 
world. Therein lies the secret of the extraordinary 
splendour of those languages and their myths. A grand 
human history lies beneath those names of men and 
places, and those fables which charm us so irresistibly, 
we know not why. Perhaps it is because we find in 
them the native air of renewed humanity.’ 

Thus, to him, this threefold literature included all 
the thoughts of man. Not a book could be written, in 
his opinion, of which the subject might not there be 
discerned in its germ. ‘This view shows how learnedly 
he had pursued his early studies of the Bible, and how 
far they had led him. Hovering, as it were, over the 
heads of society, and knowing it solely from books, he 
could judge it coldly. 

‘The law,’ said he, ‘never puts a check on the enter- 
prises of the rich and great, but crushes the poor, who, 
on the contrary, need protection.’ 

His kind heart did not therefore allow him to sym- 
pathise in political ideas; his system led rather to the 
passive obedience of which Jesus set the example. During 
the last hours of my life at Vendéme, Louis had ceased 
to feel the spur to glory; he had, in a way, had an ab- 
stract enjoyment of fame ; and having opened it, as the 
ancient priests of sacrifice sought to read the future in 
the hearts of men, he had found nothing in the 
entrails of his chimera. Scorning a sentiment so 


Louis Lambert 221 


wholly personal: ‘Glory,’ said he, ‘is but beatified 
egoism.’ 

Here, perhaps, before taking leave of this exceptional 
boyhood, I may pronounce judgment on it by a rapid 
glance. 

A short time before our separation, Lambert said to 
me :— 

‘Apart from the general laws which I have formulated 
—and this, perhaps, will be my glory—laws which 
must be those of the human organism, the life of man is 
Movement determined in each individual by the pressure 
of some inscrutable influence—by the brain, the heart, 
or the sinews. All the innumerable modes of human 
existence result from the proportions in which these 
three generating forces are more or less intimately com- 
bined with the substances they assimilate in the environ- 
ment they live in.’ 

He stopped short, struck his forehead, and exclaimed : 
‘How strange! In every great man whose portrait I have 
remarked, the neck is short. Perhaps nature requires 
that in them the heart should be nearer to the brain !’ 

Then he went on :— 

‘From that, a sum-total of action takes its rise which 
constitutes social life. “The man of sinew contributes 
action or strength ; the man of brain, genius; the man 
of heart, faith. But,’ he added sadly, ‘faith sees only 
the clouds of the sanctuary ; the Angel alone has light.’ 

So, according to his own definitions, Lambert was all 
brain and all heart. It seems to me that his intellectual 
life was divided into three marked phases. 

Under the impulsion, from his earliest years, of a 
precocious activity, due, no doubt, to some malady—or 
to some special perfection—of organism, his powers were 
concentrated on the functions of the inner senses and a 
superabundant flow of nerve-fluid. As a man of ideas, 
he craved to satisfy the thirst of his brain, to assimilate 
every idea. Hence his reading; and from his reading, 
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the reflections that gave him the power of reducing 
things to their simplest expression, and of absorbing 
them to study them in their essence. Thus, the ad- 
vantages of this splendid stage, acquired by other men 
only after long study, were achieved by Lambert during 
his bodily childhood : a happy childhood, coloured by the 
studious joys of a born poet. 

The point which most thinkers reach at last was to 
him the starting-point, whence his brain was to set out 
one day in search of new worlds of knowledge. Though 
as yet he knew it not, he had made for himself the most 
exacting life possible, and the most insatiably greedy. 
Merely to live, was he not compelled to be perpetually 
casting nutriment into the gulf he had opened in 
himself? Like some beings who dwell in the grosser 
world, might he not die of inanition for want of feeding 
abnormal and disappointed cravings? Was not this a 
sort of debauchery of the intellect which might lead to 
spontaneous combustion, like that of bodies saturated 
with alcohol ? 

I had seen nothing of this first phase of his brain- 
development ; it is only now, at a later day, that I can 
thus give an account of its prodigious fruit and results. 
Lambert was now thirteen. 

I was so fortunate as to witness the first stage of the 
second period. Lambert was cast into all the miseries 
of school-life—and that, perhaps, was his salvation—it 
absorbed the superabundance of his thoughts. After 
passing from concrete ideas to their purest expression, 
from words to their ideal import, and from that import 
to principles, after reducing everything to the abstract, 
to enable him to live he yearned for yet other intellectual 
creations. Quelled by the woes of school and the 
critical development of his physical constitution, he 
became thoughtful, dreamed of feeling, and caught a 
glimpse of new sciences—positively masses of ideas. 
Checked in his career, and not yet strong enough to 


Louis Lambert 223 


contemplate the higher spheres, he contemplated his 
inmost self. I then perceived in him the struggle of the 
Mind reacting on itself, and trying to detect the secrets 
of its own nature, like a physician who watches the 
course of his own disease. 

At this stage of weakness and strength, of childish 
grace and superhuman powers, Louis Lambert is the 
creature who, more than any other, gave me a poetical 
and truthful image of the being we call an angel, always 
excepting one woman whose name, whose features, 
whose identity, and whose life I would fain hide from 
all the world, so as to be sole master of the secret of her 
existence, and to bury it in the depths of my heart. 


The third phase I was not destined to see. It began 
when Lambert and I were parted, for he did not leave 
college till he was eighteen, in the summer of 1815. 
He had at that time lost his father and mother about 
six months before. Finding no member of his family 
with whom his soul could sympathise, expansive still, 
but, since our parting, thrown back on himself, he made 
his home with his uncle, who was also his guardian, and 
who, having been turned out of his benefice as a priest 
who had taken the oaths, had come to settle at Blois. 
There Louis lived for some time; but consumed ere 
long by the desire to finish his incomplete studies, he 
came to Paris to see Madame de Staél, and to drink of 
science at its highest fount. The old priest, being very 
fond of his nephew, left Louis free to spend his whole 
little inheritance in his three years’ stay in Paris, though 
he lived very poorly. ‘This fortune consisted of but a 
few thousand francs. 

Lambert returned to Blois at the beginning of 1820, 
driven from Paris by the sufferings to which the im- 
pecunious are exposed there. He must often have been a 
victim to the secret storms, the terrible rage of mind by 
which artists are tossed to judge from the only fact his 
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uncle recollected, and the only letter he preserved of all 
those which Louis Lambert wrote to him at that time, 
perhaps because it was the last and the longest. 

To begin with the story. Louis one evening was at 
the Théatre-Frangais, seated on a bench in the upper 
gallery, near to one of the pillars which, in those days, 
divided off the third row of boxes. On rising between 
the acts, he saw a young woman who had just come into 
the box next him. The sight of this lady, who was 
young, pretty, well dressed, in a low bodice no doubt, 
and escorted by a man for whom her face beamed with 
all the charms of love, produced such a terrible effect on 
Lambert’s soul and senses, that he was obliged to leave 
the theatre. If he had not been controlled by some 
remaining glimmer of reason, which was not wholly 
extinguished by this first fever of burning passion, he 
might perhaps have yielded to the almost irresistible 
desire that came over him to kill the young man on 
whom the lady’s looks beamed. Was not this a rever- 
sion, in the heart of the Paris world, to the savage passion 
that regards woman as its prey, an effect of animal 
instinct combining with the almost luminous flashes of 
a soul crushed under the weight of thought? In short, 
was it not the prick of the penknife so vividly imagined 
by the boy, felt by the man as the thunderbolt of his 
most vital craving—for love? 

And now, here is the letter that depicts the state of 
his mind as it was struck by the spectacle of Parisian 
civilisation. His feelings, perpetually wounded no doubt 
in that whirlpool of self-interest, must always have suffered 
there; he probably had no friend to comfort him, no 
enemy to give tone to his life. Compelled to live in 
himself alone, having no one to share his subtle raptures, 
he may have hoped to solve the problem of his destiny by 
a life of ecstasy, adopting an almost vegetative attitude, 
like an anchorite of the early Church, and abdicating the 
empire of the intellectual world. 
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This letter seems to hint at such a scheme, which is a 
temptation to all lofty souls at periods of social reform. 
But is not this purpose, in some cases, the result of a voca- 
tion? Do not some of them endeavour to concentrate 
their powers by long silence, so as to emerge fully capable 
of governing the world by word or by deed? Louis must, 
assuredly, have found much bitterness in his intercourse 
with men, or have striven hard with Society in terrible 
irony, without extracting anything from it, before utter- 
ing so strident a cry, and expressing, poor fellow, the 
desire which satiety of power and of all earthly things 
has led even monarchs to indulge ! 

And perhaps, too, he went back to solitude to carry 
out some great work that was floating inchoate in his 
brain. We would gladly believe it as we read this frag- 
ment of his thoughts, betraying the struggle of his soul 
at the time when youth was ending and the terrible 
power of production was coming into being, to which 
we might have owed the works of the man. 

This letter connects itself with the adventure at the 
theatre. The incident and the letter throw light on each 
other, body and soul were tuned to the same pitch. 
This tempest of doubts and asseverations, of clouds and 
of lightnings that flash before the thunder, ending by a 
starved yearning for heavenly illumination, throws such 
a light on the third phase of his education as enables us 
to understand it perfectly. As we read these lines, writ- 
ten at chance moments, taken up when the vicissitudes 
of life in Paris allowed, may we not fancy that we see an 
oak at that stage of its growth when its inner expansion 
bursts the tender green bark, covering it with wrinkles 
and cracks, when its majestic stature is in preparation— 
if indeed the lightnings of heaven and the axe of man 
shall spare it? 

This letter, then, will close, alike for the poet and the 
philosopher, this portentous childhood and unappreciated 
youth. It finishes off the outline of this nature in its 
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germ. Philosophers will regret the foliage frost-nipped 
in the bud; but they will, perhaps, find the flowers 
expanding in regions far above the highest places of the 
earth. 

‘Paris, September-October 1819. 

‘Dear Uncrez,—I shall soon be leaving this part of 
the world, where I could never bear to live. I find no 
one here who likes what I like, who works at my work, 
or is amazed at what amazes me. Thrown back on 
myself, I eat my heart out in misery. My long and 
patient study of Society here has brought me to melan- 
choly conclusions, in which doubt predominates. 

‘ Here, money is the mainspring of everything. Money 
is indispensable, even for going without money. But 
though that dross is necessary to any one who wishes to 
think in peace, I have not courage enough to make it 
the sole motive power of my thoughts. To make a 
fortune, I must take up a profession; in two words, | 
must, by acquiring some privilege of position or of self- 
advertisement, either legal or ingeniously contrived, pur- 
chase the right of taking day by day out of somebody 
else’s purse a certain sum which, by the end of the year, 
would amount to a small capital; and this, in twenty 
years, would hardly secure an income of four or five 
thousand francs to a man who deals honestly. An advo- 
cate, a notary, a merchant, any recognised professional, 
has earned a living for his later days in the course of 
fifteen or sixteen years after ending his apprenticeship. 

‘But I have never felt fit for work of this kind. I 
prefer thought to action, an idea to a transaction, con- 
templation to activity. I am absolutely devoid of the 
constant attention indispensable to the making of a 
fortune. Any mercantile venture, any need for using 
other people’s money would bring me to grief, and I 
should be ruined. ‘Though I have nothing, at least at 
the moment, I owe nothing. The man who gives his 
life to the achievement of great things in the sphere of 
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intellect, needs very little; still, though twenty sous a 
day would be enough, I do not possess that small income 
for my laborious idleness. When I wish to cogitate, 
want drives me out of the sanctuary where my mind has 
its being. What is to become of me? 

‘I am not frightened at poverty. If it were not that 
beggars are imprisoned, branded, scorned, I would beg, to 
enable me to solve at my leisure the problems that haunt 
me. Still, this sublime resignation, by which I might 
emancipate my mind, through abstracting it from my 
body, would not serve my end. I should still need 
money to devote myself to certain experiments. But for 
that, I would accept the outward indigence of a sage 
possessed of both heaven and earth. A man need only 
never stoop, to remain lofty in poverty. He who 
struggles and endures, while marching on to a glorious 
end, presents a noble spectacle; but who can have the 
strength to fight here? We can climb cliffs, but it is 
unendurable to remain for ever tramping the mud, 
Everything here checks the flight of a spirit that strives 
towards the future. 

‘I should not be afraid of myself in a desert cave; I 
am afraid of myself here. In the desert I should be alone 
with myself, undisturbed; here man has a thousand 
wants which drag him down. You go out walking, 
absorbed in dreams; the voice of the beggar asking 
an alms brings you back to this world of hunger 
and thirst. You need money only to take a walk. 
Your organs of sense, perpetually wearied by trifles, 
never get any rest. ‘The poet’s sensitive nerves are 
perpetually shocked, and what ought to be his glory 
becomes his torment; his imagination is his cruellest 
enemy. ‘The injured workman, the poor mother in 
childbed, the prostitute who has fallen ill, the foundling, 
the infirm and aged—even vice and crime here find a 
refuge and charity; but the world is merciless to the 
inventor, to the man who thinks, Here everything must 
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show an immediate and practical result. Fruitless attempts 
are mocked at, though they may lead to the greatest 
discoveries ; the deep and untiring study that demands 
long concentration of every faculty is not valued here. 
The State might pay talent as it pays the bayonet ; but 
it is afraid of being taken in by mere cleverness, as if 
genius could be counterfeited for any length of time. 

‘Ah, my dear uncle, when monastic solitude was 
destroyed, uprooted from its home at the foot of moun- 
tains, under green and silent shade, asylums ought to 
have been provided for those suffering souls who, by an 
idea, promote the progress of nations or prepare some 
new and fruitful development .of science. 


‘September 20th. 


‘ The love of study brought me hither, as you know. 
I have met really learned men, amazing for the most part; 
but the lack of unity in scientific work almost nullifies 
their efforts. ‘There is no Head of instruction or of 
scientific research. At the Museum a professor argues 
to prove that another in the Rue Saint-Jacques talks 
nonsense. The lecturer at the College of Medicine 
abuses him of the Collége de France. When I first 
arrived, 1 went to hear an old Academician who taught 
five hundred youths that Corneille was a haughty and 
powerful genius; Racine, elegiac and graceful; Moliére, 
inimitable; Voltaire, supremely witty; Bossuet and 
Pascal, incomparable in argument. A professor of 
philosophy may make a name by explaining how Plato 
is Platonic. Another discourses on the history of words, 
without troubling himself about ideas. One explains 
Zéschylus, another tells you that communes were com- 
munes, and neither more nor less. These original and 
brilliant discoveries, diluted to last several hours, consti- 
tute the higher education which is to lead to giant strides 
in human knowledge. 

‘If the Government could have an idea, I should suspect 
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it of being afraid of any real superiority, which, once 
roused, might bring Society under the yoke of an intelli- 
gent rule. Then nations would go too far and too fast ; 
so professors are appointed to produce simpletons. How 
else can we account for a scheme devoid of method or 
any notion of the future? 

‘The Institut might be the central government of 
the moral and intellectual world ; but it has been ruined 
lately by its subdivision into separate academies. So 
human science marches on, without a guide, without a 
system, and floats haphazard with no road traced 
out. 

‘This vagueness and uncertainty prevails in politics as 
well as in science. In the order of nature means are 
simple, the end is grand and marvellous ; here in science, 
as In government, the means are stupendous, the end is 
mean. ‘The force which in nature proceeds at an equal 
pace, and of which the sum is constantly being added to 
itself—the A-+-A from which everything is produced— 
is destructive in society. Politics, at the present time, 
place human forces in antagonism to neutralise each 
other, instead of combining them to promote their action 
to some definite end. 

‘ Looking at Europe alone, from Czsar to Constantine, 
from the puny Constantine to the great Attila, from the 
Huns to Charlemagne, from Charlemagne to Leo x., 
from Leo x. to Philip 11., from Philip 11. to Louis x1v.; 
from Venice to England, from England to Napoleon, 
from Napoleon to England, I see no fixed purpose in 
politics ; its constant agitation has led to no progress. 

‘ Nations leave witnesses to their greatness in monu- 
ments, and to their happiness in the welfare of individuals. 
Are modern monuments as fine as those of the ancients ? 
I doubt it. The arts, which are the direct outcome of 
the individual, the products of genius or of handicraft, 
have not advanced much. The pleasures of Lucullus 
were as good as those of Samuel Bernard, of Beaujon, or 
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of the King of Bavaria. And then human longevity has 
diminished. 

‘ Thus, to those who will be candid, man is still the 
same; might is still his only law, and success his only 
wisdom. 

‘Jesus Christ, Mahomet, and Luther only lent a 
different hue to the arena in which youthful nations 
disport themselves. 

‘No development of politics has hindered civilisation, 
with its riches, its manners, its alliance of the strong 
against the weak, its ideas, and its delights, from moving 
from Memphis to Tyre, from Tyre to Baalbek, from 
Tadmor to Carthage, from Carthage to Rome, from 
Rome to Constantinople, from Constantinople to Venice, 
from Venice to Spain, from Spain to England—while no 
trace is left of Memphis, of Tyre, of Carthage, of Rome, 
of Venice, or Madrid. The soul of those great bodies 
has fled. Not one of them has preserved itself from 
destruction, nor formulated this axiom: When the effect 
produced ceases to be in a ratio to its cause, disorganisa- 
tion follows. 

‘The most subtle genius can discover no common 
bond between great social facts. No political theory has 
ever lasted. Governments pass away, as men do, without 
handing down any lesson, and no system gives birth to a 
system better than that which came before it. What can 
we say about politics when a Government directly referred 
to God perished in India and Egypt; when the rule of 
the Sword and of the Tiara are past ; when Monarchy is 
dying ; when the Government of the People has never 
been alive; when no scheme of intellectual power as 
applied to material interests has ever proved durable, and 
everything at this day remains to be done all over again, 
as it has been at every period when man has turned to 
cry out, “‘I am in torment !” 

‘The code, which is considered Napoleon’s greatest 
achievement, is the most Draconian work I know of. 
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Territorial subdivision carried out to the uttermost, 
and its principle confirmed by the equal division of 
property generally, must result in the degeneracy of the 
nation and the death of the Arts and Sciences. The 
land, too much broken up, is cultivated only with cereals 
and small crops; the forests, and consequently the rivers, 
are disappearing ; oxen and horses are no longer bred. 
Means are lacking both for attack and for resistance. 
If we should be invaded, the people must be crushed ; it 
has lost its mainspring—its leaders. ‘This is the history 
of deserts! 

‘Thus the science of politics has no definite principles, 
and it can have no fixity; it is the spirit of the hour, the 
perpetual application of strength proportioned to the 
necessities of the moment. The man who should foresee 
two centuries ahead would die on the place of execution, 
loaded with the imprecations of the mob, or else—which 
seems worse—would be lashed with the myriad whips of 
ridicule. Nations are but individuals, neither wiser nor 
stronger than man, and their destinies are identical. If 
we reflect on man, is not that to consider mankind? 

‘By studying the spectacle of society perpetually 
storm-tossed in its foundations as well as in its results, 
in its causes as well as in its actions, while philanthropy 
is but a splendid mistake, and progress is vanity, I have 
been confirmed in this truth: Life is within and not 
without us; to rise above men, to govern them, is only 
the part of an aggrandised schoolmaster ; and those men 
who are capable of rising to the level whence they can 
enjoy a view of the world should not look at their own 
feet. 


§ November 4th, 


‘I am no doubt occupied with weighty thoughts, I am 
on the way to certain discoveries, an invincible power 
bears me toward a luminary which shone at an early age 
on the darkness of my moral life; but what name can I 


232 Louis Lambert 


give to the power that ties my hands and shuts my 
mouth, and drags me in a direction opposite to my voca- 
tion? I must leave Paris, bid farewell to the books in 
the libraries, those noble centres of illumination, those 
kindly and always accessible sages, and the younger 
geniuses with whom I sympathise. Who is it that drives 
me away? Chance or Providence? 

‘ The two ideas represented by those words are irrecon- 
cilable. If Chance does not exist, we must admit fatalism, 
that is to say, the compulsory co-ordination of things 
under the rule of a general plan. Why then do we 
rebel? If man is not free, what becomes of the scaffold- 
ing of his moral sense? Or, if he can control his destiny, 
if by his own free-will he can interfere with the execution 
of the general plan, what becomes of God? 

‘Why did I come here? IfI examine myself, I find 
the answer : I find in myself axioms that need develop- 
ing. But why then have I such vast faculties without 
being suffered to use them? If my suffering could 
serve as an example, I could understand it; but no, I 
suffer unknown. 

‘ This is perhaps as much the act of Providence as the 
fate of the flower that dies unseen in the heart of the 
virgin forest, where no one can enjoy its perfume or 
admire its splendour. Just as that blossom vainly sheds 
its fragrance to the solitude, so do I, here in a garret, 
give birth to ideas that no one can grasp. 

‘Yesterday evening I sat eating bread and grapes in 
front of my window with a young doctor named Mey- 
raux. We talked as men do whom misfortune has joined 
in brotherhood, and I said to him— 

‘““T am going away; you are staying. Take up my 
ideas and develop them.” 

““T cannot!” said he, with bitter regret ; ““my feeble 
health cannot stand so much work, and I shall die young 
of my struggle with penury.” 

‘We looked up at the sky and grasped hands. We 
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first met at the Comparative Anatomy course, and in 
the galleries of the Museum, attracted thither by the 
same study—the unity of geological structure. In him 
this was the presentiment of genius sent to open a new 
path in the fallows of intellect; in me it was a deduction 
from a general system. 

‘My point is to ascertain the real relation that may 
exist between God and man. Is not this a need of the 
age? Without the highest assurance, it is impossible to 
put bit and bridle on the social factions that have been 
let loose by the spirit of scepticism and discussion, and 
which are now crying aloud: ‘Show us a way in which 
we may walk and find no pitfalls in our way !” 

‘You will wonder what comparative anatomy has to 
do with a question of such importance to the future 
of society. Must we not attain to the conviction 
that man is the end of all earthly means before we ask 
whether he too is not the means to some end? If man 
is bound up with everything, is there not something 
above him with which he again is bound up? If he is 
the end-all of the unexplained transmutations that lead 
up to him, must he not be also the link between the 
visible and invisible creations ? 

‘The activity of the universe is not absurd ; it must 
tend to an’end, and that end is surely not a social body 
constituted as ours is! There is a fearful gulf between 
us and heaven. In our present existence we can neither 
be always happy nor always in torment ; must there not 
be some tremendous change to bring about Paradise and 
Hell, two images without which God cannot exist to the 
mind of the vulgar? I know that a compromise was 
made by the invention of the Soul; but it is repugnant 
to me to make God answerable for human baseness, for 
our disenchantments, our aversions, our degeneracy. 

‘ Again, how can we recognise as divine the principle 
within us which can be overthrown by a few glasses of 
rum? How conceive of immaterial faculties which 
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matter can conquer, and whose exercise is suspended by 
a grain of opium? How imagine that we shall be able 
to feel when we are bereft of the vehicles of sensation ? 
Why must God perish if matter can be proved to think f 
Is the vitality of matter in its innumerable manifesta- 
tions—the effect of its instincts—at all more explicable 
than the effects of the mind? Is not the motion given 
to the worlds enough to prove God’s existence, without 
our plunging into absurd speculations suggested by pride ? 
And if we pass, after our trials, from a perishable state 
of being to a higher existence, is not that enough for a 
creature that is distinguished from other creatures only 
by more perfect instincts? If in moral philosophy there 
is not a single principle which does not lead to the 
absurd, or cannot be disproved by evidence, is it not high 
time that we should set to work to seek such dogmas as 
are written in the innermost nature of things? Must 
we not reverse philosophical science ? 

‘We trouble ourselves very little about the supposed 
void that must have pre-existed for us, and we try to 
fathom the supposed void that lies before us. We make 
God responsible for the future, but we do not expect 
Him to account for the past. And yet it is quite as 
desirable to know whether we have any roots in the 
past as to discover whether we are inseparable from the 
future. 

‘We have been Deists or Atheists in one direction 
only. 

‘Is the world eternal? Was the world created? 
We can conceive of no middle term between these two 
propositions; one, then, is true and the other false ! 
Take your choice. Whichever it may be, God, as our 
reason depicts Him, must be deposed, and that amounts 
to denial. “The world is eternal : then, beyond question, 
God has had it forced upon Him. The world was 
created: then God is an impossibility. How could He 
have subsisted through an eternity, not knowing that He 


Louis Lambert 236 


would presently want to create the world? How could 
He have failed to foresee all the results ? 

‘Whence did He derive the essence of creation? 
Evidently from Himself. If, then, the world proceeds 
from God, how can you account for evil? That Evil 
should proceed from Good is absurd. If evil does not 
exist, what do you make of social life andits laws? On 
all hands we find a precipice! On every side a gulf in 
which reason is lost! Then social science must be 
altogether reconstructed. 

‘Listen to me, uncle; until some splendid genius shall 
have taken account of the obvious inequality of intellects 
and the general sense of humanity, the word God will 
be constantly arraigned, and Society will rest on shifting 
sands. ‘The secret of the various moral zones through 
which man passes will be discovered by the analysis of 
the animal type as a whole. That animal type has 
hitherto been studied with reference only to its differ- 
ences, not to its similitudes; in its organic manifesta- 
tions, not in its faculties. Animal faculties are perfected 
in direct transmission, in obedience to laws which 
remain to be discovered. These faculties correspond to 
the forces which express them, and those forces are 
essentially material and divisible. 

‘Material faculties! Reflect on this juxtaposition of 
words. Is not this a problem as insoluble as that of the 
first communication of motion to matter—an unsounded 
gulf of which the difficulties were transposed rather 
than removed by Newton’s system? Again, the universal 
assimilation of light by everything that exists on earth 
demands a new study of our globe. The same animal 
differs in the tropics of India and in the North. Under 
the angular or the vertical incidence of the sun’s rays 
nature is developed the same, but not the same ; identical 
in its principles, but totally dissimilar in its outcome. 
The phenomenon that amazes our eyes in the zoological 
world when we compare the butterflies of Brazil with 
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those of Europe, is even more startling in the world of 
Mind. A particular facial angle, a certain amount of 
brain convolutions, are indispensable to produce Columbus, 
Raphael, Napoleon, Laplace, or Beethoven ; the sunless 
valley produces the cretin—draw your own conclusions. 
Why such differences, due to the more or less ample 
diffusion of light to men? The masses of suffering 
humanity, more or less active, fed, and enlightened, 
are a difficulty to be accounted for, crying out against 
God. 

‘Why in great joy do we always want to quit the 
earth? whence comes the longing to rise which every 
creature has known or will know? Motion is a great 
Soul, and its alliance with matter is just as difficult to 
account for as the origin of thought in man. In these 
days science is one; it is impossible to touch politics 
independent of moral questions, and these are bound up 
with scientific questions. It seems to me that we are 
on the eve of a great human struggle; the forces are 
there; only I do not see the General. - 


‘ November 25. 


‘Believe me, dear uncle, it is hard to give up the life 
that is in us without a pang. Iam returning to Blois 
with a heavy grip at my heart; I shall die then, taking 
with me some useful truths. No personal interest debases 
my regrets. Is earthly fame a guerdon to those who 
believe that they will mount to a higher sphere? 

‘I am by no means in love with the two syllables 
Lam and bert; whether spoken with respect or with 
contempt over my grave, they can make no change in my 
ultimate destiny. I feel myself strong and energetic ; 
I might become a power; I feel in myself a life so 
luminous that it might enlighten a world, and yet I am 
shut up in a sort of mineral, as perhaps indeed are the 
colours you admire on the neck of an Indian bird. I 
should need to embrace the whole world, to clasp and 


Louis Lambert 237 


re-create it; but those who have done this, who have 
thus embraced and remoulded it began—did they not? 
—by being a wheel in the machine. I can only be 
crushed. Mahomet had the sword ; Jesus had the cross ; 
I shall die unknown, I shall be at Blois for a day, and 
then in my coffin. 

‘Do you know why I have come back to Swedenborg 
after vast studies of all religions, and after proving to 
myself, by reading all the works published within the 
last sixty years by the patient English, by Germany, 
and by France, how deeply true were my youthful views 

about the Bible? Swedenborg undoubtedly epitomises 

all the religions—or rather the one religion—of 
humanity. Though forms of worship are infinitely 
various, neither their true meaning nor their meta- 
physical interpretation has ever varied. In short, man 
has, and has had, but one religion. 

‘Sivaism, Vishnuism, and Brahmanism, the three primi- 
tive creeds, originating as they did in Thibet, in the 
valley of the Indus, and on the vast plains of the Ganges, 
ended their warfare some thousand years before the 
birth of Christ by adopting the Hindoo Trimourti. 
The Trimourti is our Trinity. From this dogma 
Magianism arose in Persia; in Egypt, the African 
beliefs and the Mosaic law; the worship of the Cabiri, 
and the polytheism of Greece and Rome. While by 
this ramification of the Trimourti the Asiatic myths be- 
came adapted to the imaginations of various races in the 
lands they reached by the agency of certain sages whom 
men elevated to be demi-gods—Mithra, Bacchus, Hermes, 
Hercules, and the rest—Buddha, the great reformer of 
the three primeval religions, lived in India, and founded 
his Church there, a sect which still numbers two hundred 
millions more believers than Christianity can show, 
while it certainly influenced the powerful Will both of 
Jesus and of Confucius. 

‘Then Christianity raised her standard. Subsequently 
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Mahomet fused Judaism and Christianity, the Bible and 
the Gospel, in one book, the Koran, adapting them to 
the apprehension of the Arab race. Finally, Swedenborg 
borrowed from Magianism, Brahmanism, Buddhism, and 
Christian mysticism all the truth and divine beauty that 
those four great religious books hold in common, and 
added to them a doctrine, a basis of reasoning, that may 
be termed mathematical. 

‘Any man who plunges into those religious waters, of 
which the sources are not all known, will find proofs 
that Zoroaster, Moses, Buddha, Confucius, Jesus Christ, 
and Swedenborg had identical principles and aimed at 
identical ends. 

‘The last of them all, Swedenborg, will perhaps be the 
Buddha of the North. Obscure and diffuse as his 
writings are, we find in them the elements of a magni- 
ficent conception of society. His Theocracy is sublime, 
and his creed is the only acceptable one to superior souls. 
He alone brings man into immediate communion with 
God, he gives a thirst for God, he has freed the Majesty 
of God from the trappings in which other human dogmas 
have disguised Him. He left Him where He is, making 
His myriad creations and creatures gravitate towards 
Him through successive transformations which promise 
a more immediate and more natural future than the 
Catholic idea of Eternity. Swedenborg has absolved 
God from the reproach attaching to Him in the estima- 
tion of tender souls for the perpetuity of revenge to 
punish the sin of a moment—a system of injustice and 
cruelty. 

‘Each man may know for himself what hope he has 
of life eternal, and whether this world has any rational 
sense. I mean to make the attempt. And this attempt 
may save the world, just as much as the cross at 
Jerusalem or the sword at Mecca. These were both 
the offspring of the desert. Of the thirty-three years 
of Christ’s life, we only know the history of nine; His 
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life of seclusion prepared Him for His life of glory. And 
I too crave for the desert !” 


Notwithstanding the difficulties of the task, I have felt 
it my duty to depict Lambert’s boyhood, the unknown 
life to which I owe the only happy hours, the only 
pleasant memories, of my early days. Excepting during 
those two years I had nothing but annoyances and 
weariness. “Though some happiness was mine at a later 
time, it was always incomplete. 

I have been diffuse, I know; but in default of 
entering into the whole wide heart and brain of Louis 
Lambert—two words which inadequately express the 
infinite aspects of his inner life—it would be almost 
impossible to make the second part of his intellectual 
history intelligible—a phase that was unknown to the 
world and to me, but of which the mystical outcome 
was made evident to my eyes in the course of a few 
hours. Those who have not already dropped this 
volume, will, I hope, understand the events I still have 
to tell, forming as they do a sort of second existence 
lived by this creature—may I not say this creation ?—in 
whom everything was to be so extraordinary, even his 
end. 


When Louis returned to Blois, his uncle was eager to 
procure him some amusement; but the poor priest was 
regarded as a perfect leper in that godly-minded town. 
No one would have anything to say to a revolutionary 
who had taken the oaths. His society, therefore, con- 
sisted of a few individuals of what were then called 
liberal or patriotic, or constitutional opinions, on whom 
he would call for a rubber of whist or of boston. 

At the first house where he was introduced by his 
uncle, Louis met a young lady, whose circumstances 
obliged her to remain in this circle, so contemned by 
those of the fashionable world, though her fortune was 
such as to make it probable that she might by and by 
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marry into the highest aristocracy of the province. 
Mademoiselle Pauline de Villenoix was sole heiress to the 
wealth amassed by her grandfather, a Jew named Salo- 
mon, who, contrary to the customs of his nation, had, 
in his old age, married a Christian and a Catholic. He 
had an only son, who was brought up in his mother’s 
faith. At his father’s death young Salomon purchased 
what was known at that time as a savonnette a vilain 
(literally @ cake of soap for a serf),asmall estate called 
Villenoix, which he contrived to get registered with a 
baronial title, and took its name. He died unmarried, 
but he left a natural daughter, to whom he bequeathed 
the greater part of his fortune, including the lands of 
Villenoix. He appointed one of his uncles, Monsieur 
Joseph Salomon, to be the girl’s guardian. The old 
Jew was so devoted to his ward that he seemed willing to 
make great sacrifices for the sake of marrying her well. 
But Mademoiselle de Villenoix’s birth, and the cherished 
prejudice against Jews that prevails in the provinces, 
would not allow of her being received in the very exclu- 
sive circle which, rightly or wrongly, considers itself 
noble, notwithstanding her own large fortune and her 
guardian’s, 

Monsieur Joseph Salomon was resolved that if she 
could not secure a country squire, his niece should go to 
Paris and make choice of a husband among the peers of 
France, liberal or monarchical ; as to happiness, that he 
believed he could secure her by the terms of the marriage 
contract. 

Mademoiselle de Villenoix was now twenty. Her 
remarkable beauty and gifts of mind were surer guarantees 
of happiness than those offered by money. Her features 
were of the purest type of Jewish beauty ; the oval lines, 
so noble and maidenly, have an indescribable stamp ot 
the ideal, and seem to speak of the joys of the East, its 
unchangeably blue sky, the glories of its lands, and the 
fabulous riches of life there. She had fine eyes, shaded 
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by deep eyelids, fringed with thick, curled lashes. Bib- 
lical innocence sat on her brow. Her complexion was of 
the pure whiteness of the Levite’s robe. She was 
habitually silent and thoughtful, but her movements and 
gestures betrayed a quiet grace, as her speech bore 
witness to a woman’s sweet and loving nature. She had 
not, indeed, the rosy freshness, the fruit-like bloom which 
blush on a girl’s cheek during her careless years. 
Darker shadows, with here and there a redder vein, took 
the place of colour, symptomatic of an energetic temper 
and nervous irritability, such as many men do not like to 
meet with in a wife, while to others they are an indica- 
tion of the most sensitive chastity and passion mingled 
with pride. 

As soon as Louis saw Mademoiselle de Villenoix, he 
discerned the angel within. ‘The richest powers of his 
soul, and his tendency to ecstatic reverie, every faculty 
within him was at once concentrated in boundless love, 
the first love of a young man, a passion which is strong 
indeed in all, but which in him was raised to incalculable 
power by the perennial ardour of his senses, the character 
of his ideas, and the manner in which he lived. This 
passion became a gulf, into which the hapless fellow 
threw everything; a gulf whither the mind dare not 
venture, since his, flexible and firm as it was, was lost 
there. There all was mysterious, for everything went on 
in that moral world, closed to most men, whose laws 
were revealed to him—perhaps to his sorrow. 

When an accident threw me in the way of his uncle, 
the good man showed me into the room which Lambert 
had at that time lived in. I wanted to find some ves- 
tiges of his writings, if he should have left any. There, 
among his papers, untouched by the old man from that 
fine instinct of grief that characterises the aged, I found 
a number of letters, too illegible ever to have been sent to 
Mademoiselle de Villenoix. My familiarity with Lambert’s 
writing enabled me in time to decipher the hieroglyphics 
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of this shorthand, the result of impatience and a frenzy of 
passion. Carried away by his feelings, he had written 
without being conscious of the irregularity of words too 
slow to express his thoughts. He must have been com- 
pelled to copy these chaotic attempts, for the lines often 
ran into each other ; but he was also afraid perhaps of not 
having sufficiently disguised his feelings, and at first, at 
any rate, he had probably written his love-letters twice 
over. 

It required all the fervency of my devotion to his 
memory, and the sort of fanaticism which comes of such 
a task, to enable me to divine and restore the meaning 
of the five letters that here follow. These documents, 
preserved by me with pious care, are the only material 
evidence of his overmastering passion. Mademoiselle de 
Villenoix has no doubt destroyed the real letters that she 
received, eloquent witnesses to the delirium she inspired. 

The first of these papers, evidently a rough sketch, 
betrays by its style and by its length the many emenda- 
tions, the heartfelt alarms, the innumerable terrors 
caused by a desire to please; the changes of expression 
and the hesitation between the whirl of ideas that beset 
a man as he indites his first love-letter—a letter he never 
will forget, each line the result of a reverie, each word 
the subject of long cogitation, while the most unbridled 
passion known to man feels the necessity of the most 
reserved utterance, and like a giant stooping to enter a 
hovel, speaks humbly and low, so as not to alarm a girl’s 
soul. 

No antiquary ever handled his palimpsests with greater 
respect than I showed in reconstructing these mutilated 
documents of such joy and suffering as must always be 
sacred to those who have known similar joy and grief. 


I 
‘Mademoiselle, when you have read this letter, if you 
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ever should read it, my life will be in your hands, for I 
love you; and to me, the hope of being? loved is life. 
Others, perhaps, ere now, have, in speaking of themselves, 
misused the words I must employ to depict the state of 
my soul ; yet, I beseech you to believe in the truth of 
my expressions ; though weak, they are sincere. Perhaps 
I ought not thus to proclaim my love. Indeed, my 
heart counselled me to wait in silence till my passion 
should touch you, that I might the better conceal it if 
its silent demonstrations should displease you; or till I 
could express it even more delicately than in words if I 
found favour in your eyes. Hewever, after having lis- 
tened for long to the coy fears that fill a youthful heart 
with alarms, I write in obedience to the instinct which 
drags useless lamentations from the dying. 

‘It has needed all my courage to silence the pride of 
poverty, and to overleap the barriers which prejudice 
erects between you and me. I have had to smother 
many reflections to love you in spite of your wealth ; 
and as I write to you, am I not in danger of the scorn 
which women often reserve for professions of love, which 
they accept only as one more tribute of flattery? But we 
cannot help rushing with all our might towards happi- 
ness, or being attracted to the life of love as a plant is to 
the light ; we must have been very unhappy before we 
can conquer the torment, the anguish, of those secret 
deliberations when reason proves to us by a thousand 
arguments how barren our yearning must be if it 
remains buried in our hearts, and when hopes bid us 
dare everything. 

‘I was happy when I admired you in silence ; I was so 
lost in the contemplation of your beautiful soul, that 
only to see you left me hardly anything further to 
imagine. And I should not now have dared to address 
you if I had not heard that you were leaving. What 
misery has that one word brought upon me! Indeed, it 
is my despair that has shown me the extent of my 
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attachment—it is unbounded. Mademoiselle, you will 
never know—at least, I hope you may never know—the 
anguish of dreading lest you should lose the only happi- 
ness that has dawned on you on earth, the only thing 
that has thrown a gleam of light in the darkness of 
misery. I understood yesterday that my life was no 
more in myself, but in you. There is but one woman 
in the world for me, as there is but one thought in my 
soul. I dare not tell you to what a state I am reduced 
by my love for you. I would have you only as a gift 
from yourself ; I must therefore avoid showing myself to 
you in all the attractiveness of dejection—for is it not often 
more impressive to a noble soul than that of good 
fortune? ‘There are many things I may not tell you. 
Indeed, I have too lofty a notion of love to taint it with 
ideas that are alien to its nature. If my soul is worthy 
of yours, and my life pure, your heart will have a sym- 
pathetic insight, and you will understand me ! 

“It is the fate of man to offer himself to the woman 
who can make him believe in happiness; but it is your 
prerogative to reject the truest passion if it is not in 
harmony with the vague voices in your heart—that I 
know. If my lot, as decided by you, must be adverse to 
my hopes, Mademoiselle, let me appeal to the delicacy of 
your maiden soul and the ingenuous compassion of a 
woman to burn my letter. On my knees I beseech you 
to forget all! Do not mock at a feeling that is wholly 
respectful, and that is too deeply graven on my heart ever 
to be effaced. Break my heart, but do not rend it! Let 
the expression of my first love, a pure and youthful love, 
be lost in your pure and youthful heart! Let it die 
there as a prayer rises up to die in the bosom of God ! 

‘I owe you much gratitude: I have spent delicious 
hours occupied in watching you, and giving myself up 
to the faint dreams of my life; do not crush these long 
but transient joys by some girlish irony. Be satisfied not 
to answer me. I shall know how to interpret your 
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silence ; you will see me no more. If I must be con- 
demned to know for ever what happiness means, and to 
be for ever bereft of it ; if, like a banished angel, I am to 
cherish the sense of celestial joys while bound for ever 
to a world of sorrow—well, I can keep the secret of my 
love as well as that of my griefs.—And farewell ! 

‘Yes, I resign you to God, to whom I will pray for 
you, beseeching Him to grant you a happy life; for even 
if Iam driven from your heart, into which I have crept 
by stealth, still I shall ever be near you. Otherwise, of 
what value would the sacred words be of this letter, my first 
and perhaps my last entreaty? If I should ever cease to 
think of you, to love you whether in happiness or in woe, 
should I not deserve my punishment ?’ 


II 


‘You are not going away! And I am loved! I,a 
poor, insignificant creature! My beloved Pauline, you 
do not yourself know the power of the look I believe in, 
the look you gave me to tell me that you had chosen 
me—you so young and lovely, with the world at your 
feet ! 

‘To enable you to understand my happiness, I should 
have to give you a history of my life. rere had 
rejected me, all was over for me. I have suffered too 
much. Yes, my love for you, my comforting and 
stupendous love, was a last effort of yearning tor the 
happiness my soul strove to reach—a soul crushed by 
fruitless labour, consumed by fears that make me doubt 
myself, eaten into by despair which has often urged me 
to die. No one in the world can conceive of the terrors 
my fateful imagination inflicts on me. It often bears me 
up to the sky, and suddenly flings me to earth again from 
prodigious heights. Deep-seated rushes of power, or some 
rare and subtle instance of peculiar lucidity, assure me 
now and then that I am capable of great things. ‘Then 
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I embrace the universe in my mind, I knead, shape it, 
inform it, I comprehend it—or fancy that I do; then 
suddenly I awake—alone, sunk in blackest night, helpless 
and weak; I forget the light I saw but now, I find no 
succour; above all, there is no heart where I may take 
refuge. 

‘This distress of my inner life affects my physical 
existence. The nature of my character gives me over 
to the raptures of happiness as defenceless as when the 
fearful light of reflection comes to analyse and demolish 
them. Gifted as I am with the melancholy faculty of 
seeing obstacles and success with equal clearness, accord- 
ing to the mood of the moment, I am happy or miserable 
by turns. 

‘Thus, when first I met you, I felt the presence of an 
angelic nature, I breathed an air that was sweet to my 
burning breast, I heard in my soul the voice that never 
can be false, telling me that here was happiness; but 
perceiving all the barriers that divided us, I understood 
for the first time what worldly prejudices were; I under- 
stood the vastness of their pettiness, and these difficulties 
terrified me more than the prospect of happiness could 
delight me. At once I felt the awful reaction which 
casts my expansive soul back on itself; the smile you had 
brought to my lips suddenly turned to a bitter grimace, 
and I could only strive to keep calm, while my soul was 
boiling with the turmoil of contradictory emotions, In 
short, [experienced that gnawing pang to which twenty- 
three years of suppressed sighs and betrayed affections 
have not inured me. 

‘Well, Pauline, the look by which you promised that 
I should be happy. suddenly warmed my vitality, and 
turned all my sorrows into joy. Now, I could wish that 
I had suffered more. My love is suddenly full-grown. 
My soul was a wide territory that lacked the blessing of 
sunshine, and your eyes have shed light on it. Beloved 
providence! you will be all in all to me, orphan as I am, 
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without a relation but my uncle. You will be my whole 
family, as you are my whole wealth, nay, the whole 
world to me. Have you not bestowed on me every 
gladness man can desire in that chaste—lavish—timid 
glance? 

‘You have given me incredible self-confidence and 
audacity. I can dare all things now. I came back to 
Blois in deep dejection. Five years of study in the heart 
of Paris had made me look on the world as a prison. I 
had conceived of vast schemes, and dared not speak of 
them. Fame seemed to me a prize for charlatans, to 
which a really noble spirit should not stoop. Thus, my 
ideas could only make their way by the assistance of a 
man bold enough to mount the platform of the press, and 
_to harangue loudly the simpletons he scorns. This kind 
of courage I have not. I ploughed my way on, crushed 
by the verdict of the crowd, in despair at never making 
it hear me. I was.at once too humble and too lofty ! 
I swallowed my thoughts as other men swallow humilia- 
tions. I had even come to despise knowledge, blaming 
it for yielding no real happiness. 

“But since yesterday I am wholly changed. For 
your sake I now covet every palm of glory, every 
triumph of success. When I lay my head on your knees, 
I could wish to attract to you the eyes of the whole 
world, just as I long to concentrate in my love every 
idea, every power that is in me. The most splendid 
celebrity is a possession that genius alone can create. 
Well, I can, at my will, make for you a bed of laurels. 
And if the silent ovation paid to science is not all you 
desire, I have within me the sword of the Word; I could 
run in the path of honour and ambition where others 
only crawl. 

‘Command me, Pauline; I will be whatever you will. 
My iron will can do anything—I am loved! Armed 
with that thought, ought not a man to sweep everything 
before him? ‘The man who wants all can do all. If 
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you are the prize of success, I enter the lists to-morrow. 
To win such a look as that you bestowed on me, I would 
leap the deepest abyss. Through you I understand the 
fabulous achievements of chivalry and the most fantastic 
tales of the Arabian Nights. I can believe now in the 
most fantastic excesses of love, and in the success of a 
prisoner’s wildest attempt to recover his liberty. You 
have aroused the thousand virtues that lay dormant 
within me—patience, resignation, all the powers of my 
heart, all the strength of my soul. I live by you and— 
heavenly thought !—for you. Everything now has a 
meaning for me in life. I understand everything, even 
the vanities of wealth. 

‘T find myself shedding all the pearls of the Indies at 
your feet; I fancy you reclining either on the rarest 
flowers, or on the softest tissues, and all the splendour of 
the world seems hardly worthy of you, for whom I would 
I could command the harmony and the light that are 
given out by the harps of seraphs and the stars of heaven! 
Alas! a poor, studious poet, I offer you in words treasures 
I cannot bestow; I can only give you my heart, in 
which you reign for ever. I have nothing else. But 
are there no treasures in eternal gratitude, in a smile 
whose expression will perpetually vary with perennial 
happiness, under the constant eagerness of my devotion 
to guess the wishes of your loving soul? Has not one 
celestial glance given us assurance of always understand- 
ing each other ? 

‘I have a prayer now to be said to God every night— 
a prayer full of you: “Let my Pauline be happy!” 
And will you fill all my days as you now fill my heart? 

‘Farewell, I can but trust you to God alone!’ 


il 


‘Pauline! tell me if I can in any way have displeased 
you yesterday? ‘Throw off the pride of heart which 
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inflicts on me the secret tortures that can be caused by 
one we love. Scold me if you will! Since yesterday, a 
vague, unutterable dread of having offended you pours 
grief on the life of feeling which you had made so sweet 
and sorich. The lightest veil that comes between two 
souls sometimes grows to bea brazen wall. There are 
no venial crimes in love! "If you have the very spirit of 
that noble sentiment, you must feel all its pangs, and we 
must be unceasingly careful not to fret each other by 
some heedless word. 

‘No doubt, my beloved treasure, if there is any fault, 
it is in me. I cannot pride myself in the belief that I 
understand a woman’s heart in all the expansion of its 
tenderness, all the grace of its devotedness; but I will 
always endeavour to appreciate the value of what you 
vouchsafe to show me of the secrets of yours. 

‘Speak to me! Answer me soon! ‘The melancholy 
into which we are thrown by the idea of a wrong done is 
frightful ; it casts a shroud over life, and doubts on 
everything. 

‘I spent this morning sitting on the bank by the 
sunken road, gazing at the turrets of Villenoix, not daring 
to go to our hedge. If you could imagine all I saw in 
my soul! What gloomy visions passed before me under 
the grey sky, whose cold sheen added to my dreary 
mood! I had dark presentiments! I was terrified lest I 
should fail to make you happy. 

‘I must tell you everything, my dear Pauline. There 
are moments when the spirit of vitality seems to abandon 
me. I feel bereft of all strength. Everything is a 
burthen to me; every fibre of my body is inert, every 
sense is flaccid, my sight grows dim, my tongue is 
paralysed, my imagination is extinct, desire is dead— 
nothing survives but my mere human vitality. At such 
times, though you were in all the splendour of your 
beauty, though you should lavish on me your subtlest 
smiles and tenderest words, an evil influence would blind 
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me, and distort the most ravishing melody into discordant 
sounds. At those times—as I believe—some argumenta- 
tive demon stands before me, showing me the void 
beneath the most real possessions. This pitiless demon 
mows down every flower, and mocks at the sweetest 
feelings, saying: “ Well—and then?” He mars the 
fairest work by showing me its skeleton, and reveals the 
mechanism of things while hiding the beautiful results. 

‘At those terrible moments, when the evil spirit takes 
possession of me, when the divine light is darkened in 
my soul without my knowing the cause, I sit in grief 
and anguish, I wish myself deaf and dumb, I long for 
death to give me rest. ‘These hours of doubt and un- 
easiness are perhaps inevitable; at any rate, they teach 
me not to be proud after the flights which have borne 
me to the skies where I have gathered a full harvest of 
thoughts; for it is always after some long excursion in 
the vast fields of the intellect, and after the most luminous 
speculations, that I tumble, broken and weary, into this 
limbo. At such a moment, my angel, a wife would 
doubt my love for her—at any rate, she might. If she 
were capricious, ailing, or depressed, she would need the 
comforting overflow of ingenious affection, and I should 
not have a glance to bestow on her. It is my shame, 
Pauline, to have to tell you that at such times I could ) 
weep with you, but that nothing could make me smile. 

‘A woman can always conceal her troubles; for her 
child, or for the man she loves, she can laugh in the 
midst of suffering. And could not I, for you, Pauline, 
imitate the exquisite reserve of a woman? Since yester- 
day I have doubted by own power. If I could displease 
you once, if I failed once to understand you, I dread lest 
I should often be carried out of our happy circle by my 
evil demon. Supposing I were to have many of those 
dreadful moods, or that my unbounded love could not 
make up for the dark hours of my life—that I were 
doomed to remain such as I am ?—Fatal doubts ! 
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‘ Power is indeed a fatal possession if what I feel within 
me is power. Pauline, go! Leave me, desert me! 
Sooner would I endure every ill in life than endure the 
misery of knowing that you were unhappy through 
me. 

‘But, perhaps, the demon has had such empire over 
me only because I have had no gentle, white hands about 
me to drive him off. No woman has ever shed on me 
the balm of her affection; and I know not whether, if 
love should wave his pinions over my head in these 
moments of exhaustion, new strength might not be 
given to my spirit. This terrible melancholy is perhaps 
a result of my isolation, one of the torments of a lonely 
soul which pays for its hidden treasures with groans 
and unknown suffering. ‘Those who enjoy little shall 
suffer little; immense happiness entails unutterable 
anguish ! 

‘How terrible a doom! If it be so, must we not 
shudder for ourselves, we who are superhumanly happy ? 
If nature sells us everything at its true value, into what 
pit are we not fated to fall? Ah! the most fortunate 
lovers are those who die together in the midst of their 
youth and love! Howsaditallis! Does my soul foresee 
evilin the future? I examine myself, wondering whether 
there is anything in me that can cause you a moment’s 
anxiety. I love you too selfishly perhaps? I shall be 
laying on your beloved head a burthen heavy out of all 
proportion to the joy my leve can bring to your heart. 
If there dwells in me some inexorable power which I 
must obey—if I am compelled to curse when you pray, 
if some dark thought coerces me when I would fain 
kneel at your feet and play as a child, will you not be 
jealous of that wayward and tricky spirit ? 

‘You understand, dearest heart, that what I dread is 
not being wholly yours ; that I would gladly forego all 
the sceptres and the palms of the world to enshrine you 
in one eternal thought, to see a perfect life and an 
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exquisite poem in our rapturous love; to throw my soul 
into it, drown my powers, and wring from each hour the 
joys it has to give ! 

‘ Ah, my memories of love are crowding back upon 
me, the clouds of despair will lift. Farewell. I leave 
you now to be more entirely yours. My beloved soul, I 
look for a line, a word that may restore my peace of 
mind. Let me know whether I really grieved my 
Pauline, or whether some uncertain expression of her 
countenance misled me. I could not bear to have to 
reproach myself after a whole life of happiness, for ever 
having met you without a smile of love, a honeyed 
word. To grieve the woman I love—Pauline, I should 
count it a crime. ‘Tell me the truth, do not put me 
off with some magnanimous subterfuge, but forgive me 
without cruelty.’ 


FRAGMENT. 


‘Is so perfect an attachment happiness? Yes, for 
years of suffering would not pay for an hour of love. 

‘ Yesterday, your sadness, as I suppose, passed into my 
soul as swiftly as a shadow falls. Were you sad or 
suffering? I was wretched. Whence came my dis- 
tress? Write to me at once. Why did I not know it? 
We are not yet completely one in mind. At two 
leagues’ distance or at a thousand I ought to feel your 
pains and sorrows. I shall not believe that I love you 
till my life is so bound up with yours that our life is 
one, till our hearts, our thoughts are one. I must be 
where you are, see what you see, feel what you feel, be 
with you in thought. Did not I know, at once, that 
your carriage had been overthrown and you were bruised? 
But on that day I had been with you, I had never left 
you, I could see you. When my uncle asked me 
what made me turn so pale, I answered at once, 
“ Mademoiselle de Villenoix has had a fall.” 

‘Why, then, yesterday, did I fail to read your soul? 


Louis Lambert 253 


Did you wish to hide the cause of your grief? How- 
ever, I fancied I could feel that you were arguing 
in my favour, though in vain, with that dreadful 
Salomon, who freezes my blood. ‘That man is not of 
our heaven. 

‘Why do you insist that our happiness, which has no 
resemblance to that of other people, should conform to 
the laws of the world? And yet I delight too much in 
your bashfulness, your religion, your superstitions, not to 
obey your lightest whim. What you do must be right ; 
nothing can be purer than your mind, as nothing is 
lovelier than your face, which reflects your divine soul. 

‘I shall wait for a letter before going along the lanes 
to meet the sweet hour you grant me. Oh! if you 
could know how the sight of those turrets makes my 
heart throb when I see them edged with light by the 
moon, our only confidante.’ 


IV 


‘Farewell to glory, farewell to the future, to the life 
I had dreamed of ! Now, my well-beloved, my glory is 
that I am yours, and worthy of you; my future lies 
entirely in the hope of seeing you; and is not my life 
summed up in sitting at your feet, in lying under your 
eyes, in drawing deep breaths in the heaven you have 
created for me? All my powers, all my thoughts must 
be yours, since you could speak those thrilling words, 
“ Your sufferings must be mine!” Should I not be 
stealing some joys from love, some moments from happi- 
ness, some experiences from your divine spirit, if I gave 
my hours to study—ideas to the world and poems to the 
poets? Nay, nay, my very life, I will treasure every- 
thing for you; I will bring to you every flower of my 
soul. Is there anything fine enough, splendid enough, 
in all the resources of the world or of intellect, to do 
honour to a heart so rich, so pure as yours—the heart to 
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which I dare now and again to unite my own? Yes, 
now and again, I dare believe that I can love as much as 
you do. ‘ 

‘And yet, no; you are the angel-woman ; there will 
always be a greater charm in the expression of your 
feelings, more harmony in your voice, more grace in 
your smile, more purity in your looks than in mine. 
Let me feel that you are the creature of a higher sphere 
than that I live in; it will be your pride to have descended 
from it; mine, that I should have deserved you; and you 
will not perhaps have fallen too far by coming down to 
me in my poverty and misery. Nay, if a woman’s most 
glorious refuge is in a heart that is wholly her own, you 
will always reign supreme in mine. Not a thought, not 
a deed, shall ever pollute this heart, this glorious sanctuary, 
so long as you vouchsafe to dwell in it—and will you not 
dwell in it for ever? Did you not enchant me by the 
words, “‘ Now and for ever”? Nunc et semper! And I 
have written these words of our ritual below your por- 
trait—words worthy of you, as they are of God. He is 
nunc et semper, as my love is. 

‘ Never, no, never, can I exhaust that which is immense, 
infinite, unbounded—and such is the feeling I have for 
you; I have imagined its immeasurable extent, as we 
measure space by the dimensions of one of its parts. I 
have had ineffable joys, whole hours filled with delicious 
meditation, as I have recalled a single gesture or the tone 
of a word of yours. ‘Thus there will be memories of 
which the magnitude will overpower me, if the reminis- 
cence of a sweet and friendly interview is enough to 
make me shed tears of joy, to move and thrill my soul, 
and to be an inexhaustible wellspring of gladness. Love 
is the life of angels ! 

‘Ican never, I believe, exhaust my joy in seeing you. 
This rapture, the least fervid of any, though it never 
can last long enough, has made me apprehend the eternal 
contemplation in which seraphs and spirits abide in the 
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presence of God; nothing can be more natural, if from 
His essence there emanates a light as fruitful of new 
emotions as that of your eyes is, of your imposing brow, 
and your beautiful countenance—the image of your 
soul. Then, the soul, our second self, whose pure form 
can never perish, makes our love immortal. I: would 
there were some other language than that I use to ex- 
press to you the ever-new ecstasy of my love; but since 
there is one of our own creating, since our looks are 
living specch, must we not meet face to face to read in 
each other’s eyes those questions and answers from the 
heart, that are so living, so penetrating, that one evening 
you could say to me, “ Be silent!” when I was not 
speaking. Do you remember it, dear life ? 

‘When I am away from you in the darkness of 
absence, am I not reduced to use human words, too 
feeble to express heavenly feelings? But words at any 
rate represent the marks those feelings leave in my 
soul, just as the word God imperfectly sums up the 
notions we form of that mysterious First Cause. But, 
in spite of the subtleties and infinite variety of language, 
I have no words that can express to you the exquisite 
union by which my life is merged into yours whenever I 
think of you. 

‘And with what word can I conclude when I cease 
writing to you, and yet do not part from you?) What 
can farewell mean, unless in death? But is death a 
farewell? Would not my spirit be then more closely one 
with yours? Ah! my first and last thought; formerly 
I offered you my heart and life on my knees; now 
what fresh blossoms of feeling can I discover in my soul 
that I have not already given you? It would bea gift 
of a part of what is wholly yours. 

‘Are you my future? How deeply I regret the past! 
I would I could have back all the years that are ours no 
more, and give them to you to reign over, as you do over 
my present life. What indeed was that time when I 
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knew you not? It would be a void but that I was so 
wretched.’ 


FRAGMENT. 


‘Beloved angel, how delightful last evening was! 
How full of riches your dear heart is! And is your 
love endless, like mine? Each word brought me fresh 
joy, and each look made it deeper. The placid ex- 
pression of your countenance gave our thoughts a limit- 
less horizon. It was all as infinite as the sky, and as 
bland as its blue. The refinement of your adored 
features repeated itself by some inexplicable magic in 
your pretty movements and your least gestures. I knew 
that you were all graciousness, all love, but I did not 
know how variously graceful you could be. Everything 
combined to urge me to tender solicitations, to make me 
ask the first kiss that a woman always refuses, no doubt 
that it may be snatched from her. You, dear soul of my 
life, will never guess beforehand what you may grant to 
my love, and will yield perhaps without knowing it! 
You are utterly true, and obey your heart alone. 

‘The sweet tones of your voice blended with the 
tender harmonies that filled the quiet air, the cloudless 
sky. Not a bird piped, not a breeze whispered— 
solitude, you, and I. The motionless leaves did not 
quiver in the beautiful sunset hues which are both light 
and shadow. You felt that heavenly poetry—you who 
experienced so many various emotions, and who so often 
raised your eyes to heaven to avoid answering me. You 
who are proud and saucy, humble and masterful, who 
give yourself to me so completely in spirit and in 
thought, and evade the most bashful caress: Dear 
witcheries of the heart! They ring in my ears; they 
sound and play there still. Sweet words but half spoken, 
like a child’s speech, neither promise nor confession, but 
allowing love to cherish its fairest hopes without fear or 
torment! How pure a memory for life! What a free 
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blossoming of all the flowers that spring from the soul, 
which a mere trifle can blight, but which, at that 
moment, everything warmed and expanded. 

‘And it will be always so, will it not, my beloved? 
As I recall, this morning, the fresh and living delights 
revealed to me in that hour, I am conscious of a joy 
which makes me conceive of true love as an ocean of 
everlasting and ever-new experiences, into which we 
may plunge with increasing delight. Every day, every 
word, every kiss, every glance, must increase it by its 
tribute of past happiness. Hearts that are large enough 
never to forget must live every moment in their past 
joys as much as in those promised by the future. This 
was my dream of old, and now it is no longer a dream ! 
Have I not met on this earth with an angel who has 
made me know all its happiness, as a reward, perhaps, for 
having endured all its torments? Angel of heaven, 
I salute thee with a kiss. 

‘I shall send you this hymn of thanksgiving from my 
heart, I owe it to you; but it can hardly express my 
gratitude or the morning worship my heart offers up day 
by day to her who epitomised the whole gospel of the 
heart in this divine word: “ Believe.” 


v 


‘What! no further difficulties, dearest heart! We 
shall be free to belong to each other every day, every 
hour, every minute, and for ever! We may be as happy 
for all the days of our life as we now are by stealth, at 
rare intervals! Our pure, deep feelings will assume the 
expression of the thousand fond acts I have dreamed of. 
For me your little foot will be bared, you will be wholly 
mine! Such happiness kills me; it is too much for me. 
My head is too weak, it will burst with the vehemence 
of my ideas. I cry and I laugh—I am possessed ! 
Every joy is as an arrow of flame ; it pierces and burns 

R 


258 Louis Lambert 


me. In fancy you rise before my eyes, ravished and 
dazzled by numberless and capricious images of delight. 

‘In short, our whole future life is before me—its 
torrents, its still places, its joys; it seethes, it flows on, 
it lies sleeping ; then again it awakes fresh and young. 
I see myself and you side by side, walking with equal 
pace, living in the same thought ; each dwelling in the 
other’s heart, understanding each other, responding to 
each other as an echo catches and repeats a sound across 
wide distances. 

“Can life be long when it is thus consumed hour by 
hour? Shall we not die in a first embrace? What if 
our souls have already met in that sweet evening kiss 
which almost overpowered us—a feeling kiss, but the 
crown of my hopes, the ineffectual expression of all the 
prayers I breathe while we are apart, hidden in my soul 
like remorse ? 

“I, who would creep back and hide in the hedge only 
to hear your footsteps as you went homewards—I may 
henceforth admire you at my leisure, see you busy, 
moving, smiling, prattling! An endless joy! You 
cannot imagine all the gladness it is to me to see you 
going and coming; only a man can know that deep 
delight. Your least movement gives me greater pleasure 
than a mother even can feel as she sees her child asleep 
or at play. I love you with every kind of love in one. 
The grace of your least gesture is always new tome. I 
fancy I could spend whole nights breathing your breath ; 
I would I could steal into every detail of your life, be 
the very substance of your thoughts—be your very self. 

‘Well, we shall, at any rate, never part again! No 
human alloy shall ever disturb our love, infinite in its 
phases and as pure as all things are which are One—our 
love, vast as the sea, vast as the sky ! You are mine! 
all mine! I may look into the depths of your eyes to 
read the sweet soul that alternately hides and shines 
there, to anticipate your wishes. 

‘ My best-beloved, listen to some things I have never 
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yet dared to tell you, but which I may confess to you 
now. I felt a certain bashfulness of oe. which hindered 
the full expression of my feelings, so I strove to shroud 
them under the garb of thoughts. But now I long to 
lay my heart bare before you, to tell you of the ardour 
of my dreams, to reveal the boiling demands of my 
senses, excited, no doubt, by the solitude in which I have 
lived, perpetually fired by conceptions of happiness, and 
aroused by you, so fair in form, so attractive in manner. 
How can I express to you my thirst for the unknown 
rapture of possessing an adored wife, a rapture to which 
the union of two souls by love must give frenzied 
intensity. Yes, my Pauline, I have sat for hours in a 
sort of stupor caused by the violence of my passionate 
yearning, lost in the dream of a caress as though ina 
bottomless abyss. At such moments my whole vitality, 
my thoughts and powers, are merged and united in what 
I must call desire, for lack of a word to express that name- 
less delirium. 

‘And I may confess to you now that one day, when 
I would not take your hand when you offered it so 
sweetly—an act of melancholy prudence that made you 
doubt my love—I was in one of those fits of madness 
when a man could commit a murder to possess a woman. 
Yes, if I had felt the exquisite pressure you offered me 
as vividly as I heard your voice in my heart, I know not 
to what lengths my passion might not have carried me. 
But I can be silent, and suffer a great deal. Why speak 
of this anguish when my visions are to become realities ? 
It will be in my power now to make life one long love- 
making ! 

‘Dearest love, there is a certain effect of light on 
your black hair which could rivet me for hours, my eyes 
full of tears, as I gazed at your sweet person, were it not 
that you turn away and say, ‘‘ For shame; you make 
me quite shy !” 

‘To-morrow, then, our love is to be made known! 
Oh, Pauline! the eyes of others, the curiosity of 
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‘strangers, weigh on my soul. Let us go to Villenoix, 
and stay there far from every one. I should like no 
creature in human form to intrude into the sanctuary 
where you are to be mine; I could even wish that, 
when we are dead, it should cease to exist—should be 
destroyed. Yes; I would fain hide from all nature a 
happiness which we alone can understand, alone can feel, 
which is so stupendous that I throw myself into it only 
to die—it is a gulf! 

‘Do not be alarmed by the tears that have wetted 
this page; they are tears of joy. My only blessing, we 
need never part again !” 


In 1823 I travelled trom Paris to Touraine by 
diligence. At Mer we took up a passenger for Blois. 
As the guard put him into that part of the coach where 
I had my seat, he said jestingly— 

You will not be crowded, Monsieur Lefebvre !’—I 
was, in fact, alone. 

On hearing this name, and seeing a white-haired old 
man, who looked eighty at least, I naturally thought of 
Lambert’s uncle. After a few ingenious questions, I 
discovered that I was not mistaken. ‘The good man 
had been looking after his vintage at Mer, and was 
returning to Blois. I then asked for some news of my 
old ‘chum.’ At the first word, the old priest’s face, as 
grave and stern already as that of a soldier who has gone 
through many hardships, became more sad and dark ; the 
lines on his forehead were slightly knit, he set his lips, 
and said, with a suspicious glance— 

‘Then you have never seen him since you left the 
College?’ 

‘Indeed, I have not,’ said I. ‘ But we are equally to 
blame for our forgetfulness. Young men, as you know, 
lead such an adventurous and storm-tossed life when 
they leave their school-forms, that it is only by meeting 
that they can be sure of an enduring affection. How- 
ever, a reminiscence of youth sometimes comes as a 
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reminder, and it is impossible to forget entirely, especially 
when two lads have been such friends as we were. We 
went by the name of the Poet-and-Pythagoras.’ 

I told him my name; when he heard it, the worthy 
man grew gloomier than ever. 

‘Then you have not heard his story ?’ said he. ‘My 
poor nephew was to be married to the richest heiress in 
Blois; but the day before his wedding he went mad.’ 

‘Lambert! Mad!’ cried I in dismay. ‘But from 
what cause? He had the finest memory, the most 
strongly-constituted brain, the soundest judgment, I ever 
met with. Really a great genius—with too great a 
passion for mysticism perhaps; but the kindest heart in 
the world. Something most extraordinary must have 
happened ?’ 

‘I see you knew him well,’ said the priest. 

From Mer, till we reached Blois, we talked only of 
my poor friend, with long digressions, by which I learned 
the facts I have already related in the order of their 
interest. I confessed to his uncle the character of our 
studies and of his nephew’s predominant ideas ; then the 
old man told me of the events that had come into Lam- 
bert’s life since our parting. From Monsieur Lefebvre’s 
account, Lambert had betrayed some symptoms of mad- 
ness before his marriage; but they were such as are 
common to men who love passionately, and seemed to me 
less startling when I knew how vehement his love had 
been and when I saw Mademoiselle de Villenoix. In 
the country, where ideas are scarce, a man overflowing 
with original thought and devoted to a system, as Louis 
was, might well be regarded as eccentric, to say the 
least. His language would, no doubt, seem the stranger 
because he so rarely spoke. He would say, ‘That man 
does not dwell in my heaven,’ where any one else 
would have said, ‘ We are not made on the same pattern.’ 
Every clever man has his own quirks of speech. The 
broader his genius, the more conspicuous are the singu- 
larities which constitute the various degrees of eccen- 
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tricity. In the country an eccentric man is at once set 
down as half mad. 

Hence Monsieur Lefebvre’s first sentences left me 
doubtful of my schoolmate’s insanity. I listened to the 
old man, but I criticised his statements. 

The most serious symptom had supervened a day or 
two before the marriage. Louis had had some well- 
marked attacks of catalepsy. He had once remained 
motionless for fifty-nine hours, his eyes staring, neither 
speaking nor eating ; a purely nervous affection, to which 
persons under the influence of violent passion are liable ; 
a rare malady, but perfectly well known to the medical 
faculty. What was really extraordinary was that Louis 
should not have had several previous attacks, since his 
habits of rapt thought and the character of his mind 
would predispose him to them. But his temperament, 
physical and mental, was so admirably balanced, that it 
had no doubt been able to resist the demands on his 
strength. The excitement to which he had been wound 
up by the anticipation of acute physical enjoyment, 
enhanced by a chaste life and a highly-strung soul, had 
no doubt led to these attacks, of which the results are as 
little known as the cause. 

The letters that have by chance escaped destruction 
show very plainly a transition from pure idealism to the 
most intense sensualism. 

Time was when Lambert and I had admired this pheno- 
menon of the human mind, in which he saw the fortuitous 
separation of our two natures, and the signs of a total 
removal of the inner man, using its unknown faculties 
under the operation of an unknown cause. ‘This 
disorder, a mystery as deep as that of sleep, was con- 
nected with the scheme of evidence which Lambert had 
set forth in his Treatise on the Will, And when Mon- 
sieur Lefebvre spoke to me of Louis’s first attack, I 
suddenly remembered a conversation we had had on the 
subject after reading a medical book. 
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‘Deep meditation and rapt ecstasy are perhaps the 
undeveloped germs of catalepsy,’ he had said in conclusion. 

On the occasion when he so concisely formulated this 
idea, he had been trying to link mental phenomena 
together by a series of results, following the processes of 
the intellect step by step, from their beginnings as those 
simple, purely animal impulses of instinct, which are all- 
sufficient to many human beings, particularly to those 
men whose energies are wholly spent in mere mechanical 
labour ; then, going on to the aggregation of ideas and 
rising to comparison, reflection, meditation, and finally 
ecstasy and catalepsy. Lambert, of course, in the art- 
lessness of youth, imagined that he had laid down the 
lines of a great work when he thus built up a scale of the 
various degrees of man’s mental powers. 

I remember that, by one of those chances which seem 
like predestination, we got hold of a great Martyrology, 
in which the most curious narratives are given of the 
total abeyance of physical life which a man can attain to 
under the paroxysms of the inner life. By reflecting on 
the effects of fanaticism, Lambert was led to believe that 
the collected ideas to which we give the name of 
feelings may very possibly be the material outcome of 
some fluid which is generated in all men, more or less 
abundantly, according to the way in which their organs 
absorb, from the medium in which they live, the elemen- 
tary atoms that produce it. We went crazy over cata- 
lepsy ; and with the eagerness that boys throw into every 
pursuit, we endeavoured to endure pain by thinking of 
something else. We exhausted ourselves by making 
experiments not unlike those of the epileptic fanatics of 
the last century, a religious mania which will some day 
be of service to the science of humanity. I would stand 
on Lambert’s chest, remaining there several minutes 
without giving him the slightest pain; but notwith- 
standing these crazy attempts, we did not achieve an 
attack of catalepsy. 
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This digression seemed necessary to account for my 
first doubts, which were, however, completely dispelled 
by Monsieur Lefebvre. 

‘When this attack had passed off,’ said he, ‘my nephew 
sank into a state of extreme terror, a dejection that 
nothing could overcome. He thought himself unfit for 
marriage. I watched him with the care of a mother for. 
her child, and found him preparing to perform on him- 
self the operation to which Origen believed he owed his 
talents. Iat once carried him off to Paris, and placed 
him under the care of Monsieur Esquirol. All through 
our journey Louis sat sunk in almost unbroken torpor, 
and did not recognise me. ‘The Paris physicians pro- 
nounced him incurable, and unanimously advised his 
being left in perfect solitude, with nothing to break the 
silence that was needful for his very improbable recovery, 
and that he should live always in a cool room with a 
subdued light.—Mademoiselle de Villenoix, whom I had 
been careful not to apprise of Louis’s state,’ he went on, 
blinking his eyes, ‘ but who was supposed to have broken 
off the match, went to Paris and heard what the doctors 
had pronounced. She immediately begged to see my 
nephew, who hardly recognised her; then, like the 
noble soul she is, she insisted on devoting herself to 
giving him such care as might tend to his recovery. 
She would have been obliged to do so if he had been her 
husband, she said, and could she do less for him as her 
lover? 

She removed Louis to Villenoix, where they have been 
living for two years.’ 

So, instead of continuing my journey, I stopped at 
Blois to go to see Louis. Good Monsieur Lefebvre 
would not hear of my lodging anywhere but at his house, 
where he showed me his nephew’s room with the books 
and all else that had belonged to him. At every turn 
the old man could not suppress some mournful exclama- 
tion, showing what hopes Louis’s precocious genius had 
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raised, and the terrible grief into which this irreparable 
ruin had plunged him. 

‘That young fellow knew everything, my dear sir !’ 
_ said he, laying on the table a volume containing Spinoza’s 

works. ‘ How could so well organised a brain go astray ?” 

‘Indeed, Monsieur,’ said I, ‘was it not perhaps the 
result of its being so highly organised? If he really isa 
victim to the malady as yet unstudied in all its aspects, 
which is known simply as madness, I am inclined to 
attribute it to his passion. His studies and his mode of 
life had strung his powers and faculties to a degree of 
energy beyond which the least further strain was too 
much for nature; Love was enough to crack them, or 
to raise them to a new form of expression which we are 
maligning perhaps, by ticketing it without due know- 
ledge. In fact, he may perhaps have regarded the joys 
of marriage as an obstacle to the perfection of his inner 
man and his flight towards spiritual spheres.’ 

‘ My dear sir,’ said the old man, after listening to me 
with attention, ‘ your reasoning is, no doubt, very sound ; 
but even if I could follow it, would this melancholy 
logic comfort me for the loss of my nephew ?’ 

Lambert’s uncle was one of those men who live only 
by their affections. 


I went to Villenoix on the following day. The kind 
old man accompanied me to the gates of Blois. When 
we were out on the road to Villenoix, he stopped me and 
said— 

‘As you may suppose, I do not go there. But do not 
forget what I have said; and in Mademoiselle de Ville- 
noix’s presence affect not to perceive that Louis is mad.’ 

He remained standing on the spot where [ left him, 
watching me till I was out of sight. 

I made my way to the chateau of Villenoix, not 
without deep agitation. My thoughts were many at 
each step on this road, which Louis had so often trodden 
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with a heart full of hopes, a soul spurred on by the 
myriad darts of love. “The shrubs, the trees, the turns 
of the winding road where little gullies broke the banks 
on each side, were to me full of strange interest. I 
tried to enter into the impressions and thoughts of my 
unhappy friend. Those evening meetings on the edge 
of the coombe, where his lady-love had been wont to find 
him, had, no doubt, initiated Mademoiselle de Villenoix 
into the secrets of that vast and lofty spirit, as I had 
learned them all some years before. 

But the thing that most occupied my mind, and gave 
to my pilgrimage the interest of intense curiosity, in addi- 
tion to the almost pious feelings that led me onwards, 
was that glorious faith of Mademoiselle de Villenoix’s 
which the good priest had told me of. Had she in the 
course of time been infected with her lover’s madness, or 
had she so completely entered into his soul that she could 
understand all its thoughts, even the most perplexed? I 
lost myself in the wonderful problem of feeling, passing 
the highest inspirations of passion and the most beautiful 
instances of self-sacrifice. “That one should die for the 
other is an almost vulgar form of devotion. To live 
faithful to one love is a form of heroism that immortalised 
Mademoiselle Dupuis. When the great Napoleon and 
Lord Byron could find successors in the hearts of women 
they had loved, we may well admire Bolingbroke’s 
widow; but Mademoiselle Dupuis could feed on the 
memories of many years of happiness, whereas Made- 
moiselle de Villenoix, having known nothing of love but 
its first excitement, seemed to me to typify love in its 
highest expression. If she were herself almost crazy, it 
was splendid; but if she had understood and entered 
into his madness, she combined with the beauty of a 
noble heart a crowning effort of passion worthy to be 
studied and honoured. 

When I saw the tall turrets of the chateau, remember- 
ing how often poor Lambert must have thrilled at the 
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sight of them, my heart beat anxiously. As I recalled 
the events of our boyhood, I was almost a sharer in 
his present life and situation. At last I reached a wide, 
deserted courtyard, and I went into the hall of the 
house without meeting a soul. There the sound of my 
steps brought out an old woman, to whom I gave a 
letter written to Mademoiselle de Villenoix by Monsieur 
Lefebvre. In a few minutes this woman returned to bid 
me enter, and led me to a low room, floored with black- 
and-white marble; the Venetian shutters were closed, 
and at the end of the room I dimly saw Louis Lambert. 

‘Be seated, Monsieur,’ said a gentle voice that went 
to my heart. 

Mademoiselle de Villenoix was at my side before I was 
aware of her presence, and noiselessly brought me a chair, 
which at first I would not accept. It was so dark that 
at first I saw Mademoiselle de Villenoix and Lambert 
only as two black masses perceived against the gloomy 
background. I presently sat down under the influence 
of the feeling that comes over us, almost in spite of our- 
selves, under the obscure vault of a church. My eyes, 
full of the bright sunshine, accustomed themselves 
gradually to this artificial night. . 

‘Monsieur is your old school-friend,’ she said to Louis. 

He made no reply. At last I could see him, and it 
was one of those spectacles that are stamped on the 
memory for ever. He was standing, his elbows resting 
on the cornice of the low wainscot, which threw his 
body forward, so that it seemed bowed under the weight 
of his bent head. His hair was as long as a woman’s, 
falling over his shoulders and hanging about his face, 
giving him a resemblance to the busts of the great men 
of the time of Louis x1v._ His face was perfectly white. 
He constantly rubbed one leg against the other, with a 
mechanical action that nothing could have checked, and 
the incessant friction of the bones made a doleful sound, 
Near him was a bed of moss on boards. 
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‘He very rarely lies down,’ said Mademoiselle de 
Villenoix ; ‘ but whenever he does, he sleeps for several 
days.’ 

Lbs stood, as I beheld him, day and night with a 
fixed gaze, never winking his eyelids as we do. Having 
asked Mademoiselle de Villenoix whether a little more 
light would hurt our friend, on her reply I opened the 
shutters a little way, and could see the expression of 
Lambert’s countenance. Alas! he was wrinkled, 
white-headed, his eyes dull and lifeless as those of the 
blind. His features seemed all drawn upwards to the 
top of his head. I made several attempts to talk to him, 
but he did not hear me. He was a wreck snatched from 
the grave, a conquest of life from death—or of death 
from life ! 

I stayed for about an hour, sunk in unaccountable 
dreams, and lost in painful thought. I listened to Made- 
moiselle de Villenoix, who told me every detail of this 
life—that of a child in arms. 

Suddenly Louis ceased rubbing his legs together, and 
said slowly— 

‘ The angels are white.’ 

I cannot express the effect produced upon me by this 
utterance, by the sound of the voice I had loved, whose 
accents, so painfully expected, had seemed to be lost for | 
ever. My eyes filled with tears in spite of every effort. 
An involuntary instinct warned me, making me doubt | 
whether Louis had really lost his reason. I was indeed | 
well assured that he neither saw nor heard me; but the 
sweetness of his tone, which seemed to reveal heavenly 
happiness, gave his speech an amazing effect. These 
words, the incomplete revelation of an unknown world, | 
rang in our souls like some glorious distant bells in the | 
depth of a dark night. I was no longer surprised that | 
Mademoiselle de Villenoix considered Lambert to be | 
perfectly sane. The life of the soul had perhaps subdued | 
that of the body. His faithful companion had no doubt 
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—as I had at that moment—intuitions of that melodious 
and beautiful existence to which we give the name of 
Heaven in its highest meaning. 

This woman, this angel, always was with him, seated 
at her embroidery frame; and each time she drew the 
needle out she gazed at Lambert with sad and tender 
feeling. Unable to endure this terrible sight—for I 
could not, like Mademoiselle de Villenoix, read all his 
secrets—I went out, and she came with me to walk for 
a few minutes and talk of herself and of Lambert. 

‘ Louis must, no doubt, appear to be mad,’ said she. 
‘But he is not, if the term mad ought only to be used 
in speaking of those whose brain is for some unknown 
cause diseased, and who can show no reason in their 
actions. Everything in my husband is perfectly balanced. 
Though he did not actively recognise you, it is not that 
he did not see you. He has succeeded in detaching him- 
self from his body, and discerns us under some other 
aspect—what that is, 1 know not. When he speaks, 
he utters wondrous things. Only it often happens that 
he concludes in speech an idea that had its beginning in 
his mind; or he may begin a sentence and finish it in 
thought. To other men he seems insane; to me, 
living as I do in his mind, his ideas are quite lucid. I 
follow the road his spirit travels; and though I do not 
know every turning, I can reach the goal with him. 

‘Which of us has not often known what it is to think of 
some futile thing and be led on to some serious reflection 
through the ideas or memories it brings in its train? 
Not unfrequently, after speaking about some trifle, the 
simple starting-point of a rapid train of reflections, a 
thinker may forget or be silent as to the abstract con- 
nection of ideas leading to his conclusion, and speak 
_again only to utter the last link in the chain of his 
meditations. 

‘Inferior minds, to whom this swift mental vision is a 
thing unknown, who are ignorant of the spirit’s inner 
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workings, laugh at the dreamer ; and if he is subject to 
this kind of obliviousness, regard him as a madman. 
Louis is always in this state; he soars perpetually 
through the spaces of thought, traversing them with the 
swiftness of a swallow; I can follow him in his flight. 
This is the whole history of his madness. Some day, 
perhaps, Louis will come back to the life in which we 
vegetate ; but if he breathes the air of heaven before the 
time when we may be permitted to do so, why should 
we desire to have \him down among us? Iam content 
to hear his heart beat, and all my happiness is to be with 
him. Is he not wholly mine? In three years, twice at 
intervals he was himself for a few days; once in Switzer- 
land, where we went, and once in an island off the wilds 
of Brittany, where he took some sea-baths. I have twice 
been very happy! I can live on memory.’ 

‘But do you write down the things he says ?’ I asked. 

© Why should I?’ said she. 

I was silent ; human knowledge was indeed as nothing 
in this woman’s eyes. 

‘At those times, when he talked a little,’ she added, 
‘I think I have recorded some of his phrases, but I left it 
off ; I did not understand him then.’ 

T asked her for them by a look; she understood me. 
This is what I have been able to preserve from oblivion. 


I 


Everything here on earth is produced by an ethereal 
substance which is the common element of various 
phenomena, known inaccurately as electricity, heat, 
light, the galvanic fluid, the magnetic fluid, and so forth. 
The universal distribution of this substance, under various 
forms, constitutes what is commonly known as Matter. 


II 
The brain is the alembic to which the Animal con- 
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veys what each of its organisations, in proportion to the 
strength of that vessel, can absorb of that Substance, 
which returns it transformed into Will. 

The Will is a fluid inherent in every creature endowed 
with motion. Hence the innumerable forms assumed by 
the Animal, the results of its combinations with that 
Substance. The Animal’s instincts are the product of 
the coercion of the environment in which it develops. 
Hence its variety. 


Itt 


In Man the Will becomes a power peculiar to him, 
and exceeding in intensity that of any other species. 


IV 


By constant assimilation, the Will depends on the 
Substance it meets with again and again in all its 
transmutations, pervading them by Thought, which is a 
product peculiar to the human Will, in combination with 
the modifications of that Substance. 


Vv 


The innumerable forms assumed by Thought are 
the result of the greater or less perfection of the human 
mechanism. 


VI 


The Will acts through organs commonly called the 
five senses, which, in fact, are but one—the faculty of 
Sight. Feeling and tasting, hearing and smelling, are 
Sight modified to the transformations of the Substance 
which Man can absorb in two conditions: untransformed 
and transformed. 


VII 


Everything of which the form comes within the 


~ 
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cognisance of the one sense of Sight may be reduced to 
certain simple bodies of which the elements exist in the 
air, the light, or in the elements of air and light. Sound 
is a condition of the air; colours are all conditions of 
light ; every smell is a combination of air and light; 
hence the four aspects of Matter with regard to Man— 
sound, colour, smell, and shape—have the same origin, 
for the day is not far off when the relationship of the 
phenomena of air and light will be made clear. 

Thought, which is allied to Light, is expressed in 
words which depend on sound. To man, then, every- 
thing is derived from the Substance, whose transforma- 
tions vary only through Number—a certain quantitative 
dissimilarity, the proportions resulting in the individuals 
or objects of what are classed as Kingdoms. 


vill 


When the Substance is absorbed in sufficient number 
(or quantity) it makes of man an immensely powerful 
mechanism, in direct communication with the very 
element of the Substance, and acting on organic nature 
in the same way as a large stream when it absorbs the 
smaller brooks. Volition sets this force in motion inde- 
pendently of the Mind. By its concentration it acquires 
some of the qualities of the Substance, such as the swift- 
ness of light, the penetrating power of electricity, and 
the faculty of saturating a body; to which must be 
added that it apprehends what it can do. 

Still, there is in man a primordial and overruling 
phenomenon which defies analysis. Man may be 
dissected completely ; the elements of Will and Mind 
may perhaps be found; but there still will remain 
beyond apprehension the x against which I once used to 
struggle. That x is the Word, the Logos, whose 
communication burns and consumes those who are not 
prepared to receive it. “The Word is for ever generating 
the Substance. 
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Ix 


Rage, like all our vehement demonstrations, is a 
current of the human force that acts electrically ; its 
turmoil when liberated acts on persons who are present 
even though they be neither its cause nor its object. 
Are there not certain men who by a discharge of 
Volition can sublimate the essence of the feelings of the 
masses ? 


x 


Fanaticism and all emotions are living forces. These 
forces in some beings become rivers that gather in and 
sweep away everything. 


XI 


Though Space is, certain faculties have the power of 
traversing it with such rapidity that it is as though it 
existed not. From your own bed to the frontiers of the 
universe there are but two steps: Will and Faith. 


XII 


Facts are nothing ; they do not subsist ; all that lives 
of us is the Idea. 


XIII 


The realm of Ideas is divided into three spheres: 
that of Instinct, that of Abstractions, that of Specialism. 


XIV 


The greater part, the weaker part of visible humanity, 
dwells in the Sphere of Instinct. The ‘Jnstinctives are 
born, labour, and die without rising to the second degree 
of human intelligence, namely, Abstraction. 

s 
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XV 


Society begins in the sphere of Abstraction. If 
Abstraction, as compared with Instinct, is an almost 
divine power, it is nevertheless incredibly weak as com- 
pared with the gift of Specialism, which is the formula of 
God. Abstraction comprises all nature in a germ, more 
virtually than a seed contains the whole system of a 
plant and its fruits. From Abstraction are derived laws, 
arts, social ideas, and interests. It is the glory and the 
scourge of the earth: its glory because it has created 
social life ; its scourge because it allows man to evade 
entering into Specialism, which is one of the paths to the 
Infinite. Man measures everything by Abstractions: 
Good and Evil, Virtue and Crime. Its formula of equity 
is a pair of scales, its justice is blind. God’s justice sees : 
there is all the difference. 

‘There must be intermediate Beings, then, dividing the 
sphere of Instinct from the sphere of Abstractions, in 
whom the two elements mingle in an infinite variety of 
proportions. Some have more of one, some more of the 
other. And there are also some in which the two 
powers neutralise each other by equality of effect. 


XVI 


Specialism consists in seeing the things of the material 
universe and the things of the spiritual universe in all 
their ramifications original and causative. The greatest 
human geniuses are those who started from the dark- 
ness of Abstraction to attain to the light of Specialism. 
(Specialism, species, sight ; speculation, or seeing every- 
thing, and all at once ; Speculum, a mirror or means of 
apprehending a thing by seeing the whole of it.) Jesus 
had the gift of Specialism ; He saw each fact in its root 
and in its results, in the past where it had its rise, and in 
the future where it would grow and spread; His sight 
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pierced into the understanding of others. The perfection 
of the inner eye gives rise to the gift of Specialism. 
Specialism brings with it Intuition. Intuition is one of 
the faculties of the Inner Man, of which Specialism is an 
attribute. Intuition acts by an imperceptible sensation 
of which he who obeys it is not conscious: for instance, 
Napoleon instinctively moving from a spot struck 
immediately afterwards by a cannon ball. 


XVII 


Between the sphere of Abstraction and that of 
Specialism, as between those of Abstraction and Instinct, 
there are beings in whom the attributes of both combine 
and produce a mixture; these are men of genius. 


XVIII 


Specialism is necessarily the most perfect expression of 
man, and he is the link binding the visible world to the 
higher worlds; he acts, sees, and feels by his inner 
powers. The man of Abstraction thinks. The man of 
Instinct acts. 


XIX 


Hence man has three degrees. ‘That of Instinct, 
below the average; that of Abstraction, the general 
average; that of Specialism, above the average. 
Specialism opens to man his true career; the Infinite 
dawns on him ; he sees what his destiny must be. 


XX 


There are three worlds—the Natural, the Spiritual, 
and the Divine. Humanity passes through the Natural 
world, which is not fixed cither in its essence or its 
faculties. “The Spiritual world is fixed in its essence and 
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unfixed in its faculties. The Divine world is fixed in 
its faculties and its essence both. Hence there is 
necessarily a Material worship, a Spiritual worship, and a 
Divine worship : three forms expressed in action, speech, 
and prayer, or, in other words, in deed, apprehension, 
and love. Instinct demands deed; Abstraction is 
concerned with Ideas; Specialism sees the end, it 
aspires to God with presentiment or contemplation. 


XXI 


Hence, perhaps, some day the converse of Et Verbum 
caro factum est will become the epitome of a new 
Gospel, which will proclaim that The Flesh shall be 
made the Word and become the Utterance of God. 


XXII 


The Resurrection is the work of the Wind of Heaven 
sweeping over the worlds. The angel borne on the 
Wind does not say: ‘Arise, ye dead’; he says, ‘ Arise, 
ye who live !’ 


Such are the meditations which I have with great 
difficulty cast in a form adapted to our understanding. 
There are some others which Pauline remembered more 
exactly, wherefore I know not, and which I wrote from 
her dictation ; but they drive the mind to despair when, 
knowing in what an intellect they originated, we strive 
to understand them. I will quote a few of them to 
complete my study of this figure; partly, too, perhaps, 
because, in these last aphorisms, Lambert’s formulas seem 
to include a larger universe than the former set, which 
would apply only to zoological evolution. — Still, there is 
a relation between the two fragments, evident to those 
persons—though they be but few—who love to dive 
into such intellectual deeps. 
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I 
Everything on earth exists solely by motion and 
number. 
II 


Motion is, so to speak, number in action. 


IIT 


Motion is the product of a force generated by the 
Word and by Resistance, which is Matter. But for 
Resistance, Motion would have had no results; its 
action would have been infinite. Newton’s gravitation 
is not a law, but an effect of the general law of universal 
motion. 


IV 


Motion, acting in proportion to Resistance, produces 
a result which is Life. As soon as one or the other is 
the stronger, Life ceases. 
v 


No portion of Motion is wasted; it always produces 
number ; still, it can be neutralised by disproportionate 
resistance, as in minerals. 


VI 


Number, which produces variety of all kinds, also 
gives rise to Harmony, which, in the highest meaning of 
the word, is the relation of parts to the whole. 

VII 


But for Motion, everything would be one and the 
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same. Its products, identical in their essence, differ only 
by Number, which gives rise to faculties. 


Vill 


Man looks to faculties ; angels look to the Essence. 


Ix 
By giving his body up to elemental action, man can 
achieve an inner union with the Light. 
x 


Number is intellectual evidence belonging to man 
alone ; by it he acquires knowledge of the Word. 


XI 


There is a Number beyond which the impure cannot 
pass: the Number which is the limit of creation. 


xII 


The Unit was the starting-point of every product: 
compounds are derived from it, but the end must be 
identical with the beginning. Hence this Spiritual 


formula: the compound Unit, the variable Unit, the 
fixed Unit. 


XIII 


The Universe is the Unit in variety. Motion is the 
means ; Number is-the result. The end is the return of 
all things to the Unit, which is God. 


XIV 


Three and Seven are the two chief Spiritual numbers. 
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XV 


Three is the formula of created worlds. It is the 
Spiritual Sign of the creation, as it is the Material Sign 
of dimension. In fact, God has worked by curved lines 
only: the Straight Line is an attribute of the Infinite ; 
and man, who has the presentiment of the Infinite, 
reproduces it in his works. ‘Two is the number of 
generation. ‘Three is the number of Life which includes 
generation and offspring. Add the sum of four, and you 
have Seven, the formula of Heaven. Above all is God; 
He is the Unit. 


After going in to see Louis once more, I took leave 
of his wife and went home, lost in ideas so adverse to 
social life that, in spite of a promise to return to 
Villenoix, I did not go. 

The sight of Louis had had some mysteriously sinister 
influence over me. I was afraid to place myself again in 
that heavy atmosphere, where ecstasy was contagious. 
Any man would have felt, as I did, a longing to throw 
himself into the infinite, just as one soldier after another 
killed himself in a certain sentry box where one had 
committed suicide in the camp at Boulogne. It is a 
known fact that Napoleon was obliged to have the hut 
burnt which had harboured an idea that had become a 
mortal infection. 

Louis’s room had perhaps the same fatal effect as that 
sentry box. 

These two facts would then be additional evidence in 
favour of his theory of the transfusion of Will. I was 
conscious of strange disturbances, transcending the most 
fantastic results of taking tea, coffee, or opium, of 
dreams or of fever—mysterious agents, whose terrible 
action often sets our brains on fire. 

I ought perhaps to have made a separate book of these 
fragments of thought, intelligible only to certain spirits 
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who have been accustomed to lean over the edge of 
abysses in the hope of seeing to the bottom. The life of 
that mighty brain, which split up on every side perhaps, 
like a too vast empire, would have been set forth in the 
narrative of this man’s visions—a being incomplete for 
lack of force or of weakness; but I preferred to give an 
account of my own impressions rather than to compose 
a more or less poetical romance. 


Louis Lambert died at the age of twenty-eight, Sep- 
tember 25, 1824, in his true love’s arms. He was 
buried by her desire in an island in the park at Villenoix. 
His tombstone is a plain stone cross, without name or 
date. Like a flower that has blossomed on the margin of 
a precipice, and drops into it, its colours and fragrance all 
unknown, it was fitting that he too should fall. Like 
many another misprized soul, he had often yearned to 
dive haughtily into the void, and abandon there the 
secrets of his own life. 

Mademoiselle de Villenoix would, however, have been 
quite justified in recording his name on that cross with 
her own. Since her partner’s death, reunion has been 
her constant, hourly hope. But. the vanities of woe are 
foreign to faithful souls. 

Villenoix is falling into ruin. She no longer resides 
there ; to the end, no doubt, that she may the better 
picture herself there as she used to be. She had said long 
ago— 

‘His heart was mine ; his genius is with God,’ 


CuArrav px Sacut, Fune-Fuly 1832. 


PAL Ke ehiXclL ES 


ALMAE SORORI 


In the year 1308 few houses were yet standing on the 
Island formed by the alluvium and sand deposited by the 
Seine above the Cité, behind the Church of Notre-Dame. 
The first man who was so bold as to build on this strand, 
then liable to frequent floods, was a constable of the 
watch of the City of Paris, who had been able to do 
some service to their Reverences the Chapter of the 
Cathedral ; and in return the Bishop leased to him twenty- 
five perches of land, with exemption from all feudal dues 
or taxes on the buildings he might erect. 

Seven years before the beginning of this narrative, 
Joseph Tirechair, one of the sternest of Paris constables, 
as his name [Tear Flesh] would indicate, had, thanks to 
his share of the fines collected by him for delinquencies 
committed within the precincts of the Cité, been able to 
build a house on the bank of the Seine just at the end of 
the Rue du Port-Saint-Landry. To protect the mer- 
chandise landed on the strand, the municipality had 
constructed a sort of breakwater of masonry, which may 
still be seen on some old plans of Paris, and which pre- 
served the piles of the landing-place by meeting the rush 
of water and ice at the upper end of the Island. The 
constable had taken advantage of this for the foundation 
of his house, so that there were several steps up to his 
door. 

Like all the houses of that date, this cottage was 
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crowned by a peaked roof, forming a gable-end to the 
front, of half a diamond. To the great regret of his- 
torians, but two or three examples of such roofs survive 
in Paris. A round opening gave light to a loft, where 
the constable’s wife dried the linen of the Chapter, for 
she had the honour of washing for the Cathedral—which 
was certainly not a bad customer. On the first floor 
were two rooms, let to lodgers at a rent, one year with 
another, of forty sous Parisis each, an exorbitant sum, 
that was however justified by the luxury Tirechair had 
lavished on their adornment. Flanders tapestry hung on 
the walls, and a large bed with a top valance of green 
serge, like a peasant’s bed, was amply furnished with 
mattresses, and covered with good sheets of fine linen. 
Each room had a stove called a chauffe-doux ; the floor, 
carefully polished by Dame Tirechair’s apprentices, shone 
like the woodwork of a shrine. Instead of stools, the 
lodgers had deep chairs of carved walnut, the spoils pro- 
bably of some raided castle. Two chests with pewter 
mouldings, and tables on twisted legs, completed the 
fittings, worthy of the most fastidious knights-banneret 
whom business might bring to Paris. 

The windows of those two rooms looked out on the 
river. From one you could only see the shores of the 
Seine, and the three barren islands, of which two were 
subsequently joined together to form the Ile Saint-Louis ; 
the third was the Ile de Louviers. From the other could 
be seen, down a vista of the, Port-Saint-Landry, the 
buildings on the Greve, the Bridge of Notre-Dame, with 
its houses, and the tall towers of the Louvre, but lately 
built by Philippe-Auguste to overlook the then poor and 
squalid town of Paris, which suggests so many imaginary 
marvels to the fancy of modern romancers. 

The ground floor of Tirechair’s house consisted ofa 
large hall, where his wife’s business was carried on, 
through which the lodgers were obliged to pass on their 
way to their own rooms up a stairway like a mill- 
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ladder. Behind this were a kitchen and a bedroom, with 
a view over the Seine. A tiny garden, reclaimed from 
the waters, displayed at the foot of this modest dwelling 
its beds of cabbages and onions, and a few rose-bushes, 
sheltered by palings, forming a sort of hedge. A little 
structure of lath and mud served as a kennel for a big 
dog, the indispensable guardian of so lonely a dwelling. 
Beyond this kennel was a little plot, where the hens 
cackled whose eggs were sold to the Canons. Here and 
there on this patch of earth, muddy or dry according to 
the whimsical Parisian weather, a few trees grew, con- 
stantly lashed by the wind, and teased and broken by the 
passer-by—willows, reeds, and tall grasses. 

The Eyot, the Seine, the landing-place, the house, were 
all overshadowed on the west by the huge basilica of 
Notre-Dame casting its cold gloom over the whole plot 
as the sun moved. ‘Then, as now, there was not in all 
Paris a more deserted spot, a more solemn or more melan- 
choly prospect. The noise of waters, the chanting of 
priests, or the piping of the wind, were the only sounds 
that disturbed this wilderness, where lovers would some- 
times meet to discuss their secrets when the church-folks 
and clergy were safe in church at the services. 


One evening in Aprilin the year 13c8, Tirechair came 
home in a remarkably bad temper. For three days past 
everything had been in good order on the King’s high- . 
way. Now, as an officer of the peace, nothing annoyed 
him so much as to feel himself useless. He flung down 
his halbert in a rage, muttered inarticulate words as he 
pulled off his doublet, half red and half blue, and slipped 
on a shabby camlet jerkin. After helping himself from 
the bread-box to a hunch of bread, and spreading it with 
butter, he seated himself on a bench, looked round at 
his four white-washed walls, counted the beams of the 
ceiling, made a mental inventory of the household goods 
hanging from the nails, scowled at the neatness which 
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left him nothing to complain of, and looked at his wife, 
who said not a word as she ironed the albs and surplices 
from the sacristy. 

‘By my halidom,’ he said, to open the conversation, 
‘I cannot think, Jacqueline, where you go to catch your 
apprenticed maids. Now, here is one,’ he went on, 
pointing to a girl who was folding an altar-cloth, clumsily 
enough, it must be owned, ‘ who looks to me more likea 
damsel rather free of her person than a sturdy, country 
wench. Her hands are as white as a fine lady’s! By 
the Mass! and her hair smells of essences, I verily 
believe, and her hose are as fine as a queen’s. By the 
two horns of Old Nick, matters please me but illas I find 
them here.’ 

The girl coloured, and stole a look at Jacqueline, full 
of alarm not unmixed with pride. The mistress answered 
her glance with a smile, laid down her work, and turned 
to her husband. 

‘Come now,’ said she, in a sharp tone, ‘you need not 
harry me. Are you going to accuse me next of some 
underhand tricks? Patrol your roads as much as you 
please, but do not meddle here with anything but what 
concerns your sleeping in peace, drinking your wine, 
and eating what I set before you, or else, I warn you, 
{I will have no more to do with keeping you healthy 
and happy. Let any one find mea happier man in all the 
town,’ she went on, with a scolding grimace. ‘He has 
silver in his purse, a gable over the Seine, a stout halbert 
on one hand, an honest wife on the other, a house as 
clean and smart as a new pin! And he growls like a 
pilgrim smarting from Saint Anthony’s fire !’ 

‘Hey day!” exclaimed the sergeant of the watch, 
‘do you fancy, Jacqueline, that I have any wish to see 
my house razed down, my halbert given to another, and 
my wife standing in the pillory ?’ 

Jacqueline and the dainty journeywoman turned pale. 

‘Just tell me what you are driving at,’ said the washer- 
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woman sharply, ‘and make a clean breast of it. For 
some days, my man, I have observed that you have some 
maggot twisting in your poor brain. Come up, then, 
and have it all out. You must be a pretty coward 
indeed if you fear any harm when you have only to 
guard the common council and live under the protection 
of the Chapter! Their Reverences the Canons would 
lay the whole bishopric under an interdict if Jacqueline 
brought a complaint of the smallest damage.’ 

As she spoke, she went straight up to her husband and 
took him by the arm. 

“Come with me,’ she added, pulling him up and out 
on to the steps. 

When they were down by the water in their little 
garden, Jacqueline looked saucily in her husband’s face. 

‘I would have you to know, you old gaby, that when 
my lady fair goes out, a piece of gold comes into our 
savings-box.’ 

‘Oh, ho!” said the constable, who stood silent and 
meditative before his wife. But he presently said, ‘ Any 
way, we are done for.—What brings the dame to our 
house ?’ 

‘She comes to see the well-favoured young clerk who 
lives overhead,’ replied Jacqueline, looking up at the 
window that opened on to the vast landscape of the 
Seine valley. 

‘The Devil’s in it!’ cried the man. ‘For a few base 
crowns you have ruined me, Jacqueline. Is that an 
honest trade for a sergeant’s decent wife to ply? And, 
be she Countess or Baroness, the lady will not be able to 
get us out of the trap in which we shall find ourselves 
caught sooner or later. Shall we not have to square 
accounts with some puissant and offended husband? for, 
by the Mass, she is fair to look upon!” 

‘But she is a widow, I tell you, grey gander! How 
dare you accuse your wife of foul play and folly? And 
the lady has never spoken a word to yon gentle clerk; 
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she is content to look on him and think of him. Poor 
lad! he would be dead of starvation by now but for her, 
for she is as good as a mother to him. And he, the 
sweet cherub! it is as easy to cheat him as to rock a 
new-born babe. He believes his pence will last for ever, 
and he has eaten them through twice over in the past six 
months.’ 

‘Woman,’ said the sergeant, solemnly pointing to the 
Place de Gréve, ‘do you remember seeing, even from 
this spot, the fire in which they burnt the Danish woman 
the other day ?’ 

‘What then ?’ said Jacqueline, in a fright. 

‘What then?’ echoed Tirechair. ‘Why, the two 
men who lodge with us smell of scorching. Neither 
Chapter nor Countess nor Protector can serve them. 
Here is Easter come round; the year is ending ; we must 
turn our company out of doors, and that at once. Do 
you think you can teach an old constable how to know 
a gallows-bird? Our two lodgers were on terms with 
la Porette, that heretic jade from Denmark or Norway, 
whose last cries you heard from here. She was a brave 
witch ; she never blenched at the stake, which was proof 
enough of her compact with the Devil. I saw her as 
plain as I see you; she preached to the throng, and 
declared she was in heaven and could see God. 

‘And since that, I tell you, I have never slept quietly 
in my bed. My lord, who lodges over us, is of a surety 
more of a wizard than a Christian. On my word as an 
officer, I shiver when that old man passes near me; he 
never sleeps of nights; if I wake, his voice is ringing like 
a bourdon of bells, and I hear him uttering incantations 
in the language of hell. Have you ever seen him eat an 
honest crust of bread or a hearth-cake made by a good 
Catholic baker? His brown skin has been scorched and 
tanned by hell-fires. Marry, and I tell you his eyes hold 
a spell like those of serpents. Jacqueline, I will have 
none of those two men under my roof. I see too much 
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of the law not to know that it is well to have nothing to 
do with it— You must get rid of our two lodgers; the 
elder, because I suspect him; the youngster, because he 
is too pretty. They neither of them seem to me to keep 
Christian company. The boy is ever staring at the 
moon, the stars, and the clouds, like a wizard watching 
for the hour when he shall mount his broomstick; the 
other old rogue certainly makes some use of the poor 
boy for his black art. My house stands too close to the 
river as it is, and that risk of ruin is bad enough without 
bringing down fire from heaven, or the love affairs of a 
countess. [have spoken. Do not rebel.’ 

In spite of her sway in the house, Jacqueline stood 
stupefied as she listened to the edict fulminated against 
his lodgers by the sergeant of the watch. She mechani- 
cally looked up at the window of the room inhabited by 
the old man, and shivered with horror as she suddenly 
caught sight of the gloomy, melancholy face, and the 
piercing eye that so affected her husband, accustomed as 
he was to dealing with criminals. 

At that period, great and small, priests and laymen, all 
trembled before the idea of any supernatural power. 
The word ‘ magic’ was as powerful as leprosy to root up 
feelings, break social ties, and freeze piety in the most 
generous soul. It suddenly struck the constable’s wife 
that she never, in fact, had seen either of her lodgers exer- 
cising any human function. Though the younger man’s 
voice was as sweet and melodious as the tones of a flute, 
she so rarely heard it that she was tempted to think his 
silence the result of a spell. As she recalled the strange 
beauty of that pink-and-white face, and saw in memory 
the fine fair hair and moist brilliancy of those eyes, she 
believed they were indeed the artifices of the Devil. She 
remembered that for days at a time she had never heard 
the slightest sound from either room. Where were the 
strangers during all those hours ? 

Suddenly the most singular circumstances recurred to 
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her mind. She was completely overmastered by fear, 
and could even discern witchcraft in the rich lady’s 
interest in this young Godefroid, a poor orphan who had 
come from Flanders to study at the University of Paris. 
She hastily put her hand into one of her pockets, pulled 
out four livres of Tournay in large silver coinage, and 
looked at the pieces with an expression of avarice mingled 
with terror. 

‘That, at any rate, is not false coin,’ said she, showing 
the silver to her husband. ‘ Besides,’ she went on, ‘how 
can I turn them out after taking next year’s rent paid in 
advance?’ 

‘You had better inquire of the Dean of the Chapter,’ 
replied Tirechair. ‘Is not it his business to tell us how 
we should deal with these extraordinary persons ?’ 

‘Ay, truly extraordinary,’ cried Jacqueline. ‘To 
think of their cunning; coming here under the very 
shadow of Notre-Dame! Still, she went on, ‘or ever 
I ask the Dean, why not warn that fair and noble lady of 
the risk she runs?’ 

As she spoke, Jacqueline went into the house with 
her husband, who had not missed a mouthful. ‘Tirechair, 
as a man grown old in the tricks of his trade, affected to 
believe that the strange lady was in fact a work-girl ; 
still, this assumed indifference could not altogether cloak 
the timidity of a courtier who respects a royal incognito. 
At this moment six was striking by the clock of Saint- 
Denis du Pas, a small church that stood between Notre- 
Dame and the Port-Saint-Landry—the first church 
erected in Paris, on the very spot where Saint Denis was 
laid on the gridiron, as chronicles tell. The hour flew 
from steeple to tower all over the city. Then suddenly 
confused shouts were heard on the left bank of the Seine, 
behind Notre-Dame, in the quarter where the schools of 
the University harboured their swarms. 

At this signal, Jacqueline’s elder lodger began to move 
about his room. The sergeant, his wife, and the strange 
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lady listened while he opened and shut his door, and the 
old man’s heavy step was heard on the steep stair. The 
constable’s suspicions gave such interest to the advent of 
this personage, that the lady was startled as she observed 
the strange expression of the two countenances before 
her. Referring the terrors of this couple to the youth 
she was protecting—as was natural in a lover—the young 
lady awaited, with some uneasiness, the event thus 
heralded by the fears of her so-called master and mistress. 

The old man paused for a moment on the threshold 
to scrutinise the three persons in the room, and seemed 
to be looking for his young companion. This glance 
of inquiry, unsuspicious as it was, agitated the three. 
Indeed, nobody, not even the stoutest man, could deny 
that Nature had bestowed exceptional powers on this 
being, who seemed almost supernatural. “Though his 
eyes were somewhat deeply shaded by the wide sockets 
fringed with long eyebrows, they were set, like a kite’s 
eyes, in eyelids so broad, and bordered by so dark a circle 
sharply defined on his cheek, that they seemed rather to 
be prominent. ‘These singular eyes had in them some- 
thing indescribably domineering and piercing, which took 
possession of the soul by a grave and thoughtful look, a 
look as bright and lucid as that of a serpent or a bird, 
but which held one fascinated and crushed by the swift 
communication of some tremendous sorrow, or of some 
superhuman power. 

Every feature was in harmony with this eye of lead 
and of fire, at once rigid and flashing, stern and calm. 
While in this eagle eye earthly emotions seemed in some 
sort extinct, the lean, parched face also bore traces of 
unhappy passions and great deeds done. The nose, 
which was narrow and aquiline, was so long that it 
seemed to hang on by the nostrils. The bones of the 
face were strongly marked by the long, straight wrinkles 
that furrowed the hollow cheeks. Every line in the 
countenance looked dark. It would suggest the bed of 
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a torrent where the violence of former floods was re- 
corded in the depth of the water-courses, which testified 
to some terrible, unceasing turmoil. Like the ripples 
left by the oars of a boat on the waters, deep lines, 
starting from each side of his nose, marked his face 
strongly, and gave an expression of bitter sadness to his 
mouth, which was firm and straight-lipped. Above the 
storm thus stamped on his countenance, his calm brow 
rose with what may be called boldness, and crowned it 
as with a marble dome. 

The stranger preserved that intrepid and dignified 
manner that is frequently habitual with men inured to 
disaster, and fitted by nature to stand unmoved before a 
furious mob and to face the greatest dangers. He 
seemed to move in a sphere apart, where he poised above 
humanity. His gestures, no less than his look, were full 
of irresistible power; his lean hands were those of a 
soldier ; and if your own eyes were forced to fall before 
his piercing gaze, you were no less sure to tremble when 
by word or action he spoke to your soul. He moved in 
silent majesty that made him seem a king without his 
guard, a god without his rays. 

His dress emphasised the ideas suggested by the 
peculiarities of his mien and face. Soul, body, and garb 
were in harmony, and calculated to impress the coldest 
imagination. He wore a sort of sleeveless gown of black 
cloth, fastened in front, and falling to the calf, leaving 
the neck bare with no collar. His doublet and boots 
were likewise black. On his head was a black velvet 
cap like a priest’s, sitting in a close circle above his 
forehead, and not showing a single hair. It was the 
strictest mourning, the gloomiest habit a man could 
wear. But for a long sword that hung by his side from 
a leather belt which could be seen where his surcoat 
hung open, a priest would have hailed him as a brother. 
Though of no more than middle height, he appeared 
tall; and, looking him in the face, he seemed a giant. 
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‘The clock has struck, the boat is waiting; will you 
not come?” 

At these words, spoken in bad French, but distinctly 
audible in the silence, a little noise was heard in the 
other top room, and the young man came down as 
lightly as a bird. 

When Godefroid appeared, the lady’s face turned 
crimson ; she trembled, started, and covered her face 
with her white hands. 

Any woman might have shared her agitation at the 
sight of this youth of about twenty, of a form and 
stature so slender that at a first glance he might have been 
taken for a mere boy, or a young girl in disguise. His 
black cap—like the beret worn by the Basque people— 
showed a brow as white as snow, where grace and 
innocence shone with an expression of divine sweetness 
—the light of a soul full of faith. A poet’s fancy would 
have seen there the star which, in some old tale, a 
mother entreats the fairy godmother to set on the fore- 
head of an infant abandoned, like Moses, to the waves. 
Love lurked in the thousand fair curls that fell over his 
shoulders. His throat, truly a swan’s throat, was white 
and exquisitely round. His blue eyes, bright and liquid, 
mirrored the sky. His features and the mould of his 
brow were refined and delicate enough to enchant.a 
painter. The bloom of beauty, which in a woman’s 
face causes men such indescribable delight, the exquisite 
purity of outline, the halo of light that bathes the 
features we love, were here combined with a masculine 
complexion, and with strength as yet but half developed, 
in the most enchanting contrast. His was one of those 
melodious countenances which even when silent speak 
and attract us. And yet, on marking it attentively, the 
incipient blight might have been detected which comes 
of a great thought or a passion, the faint yellow tinge 
that made him seem like a young leaf opening to the 
sun. 
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No contrast could be greater or more startling than 
that seen in the companionship of these two men. It 
was like seeing a frail and graceful shrub that has grown 
from the hollow trunk of some gnarled willow, withered 
by age, blasted by lightning, standing decrepit ; one of 
those majestic trees that painters love; the trembling 
sapling takes shelter there from storms. One was a god, 
the other was an angel; one the poet that feels, the 
other the poet that expresses—a prophet in sorrow, a 
levite in prayer. 

They went out together without speaking. 

‘Did you mark how he called him to him ?’ cried the 
sergeant of the watch when the footsteps of the couple 
were no longer audible on the strand. ‘Are not they a 
demon and his familiar ?” 

‘Phooh!’ puffed Jacqueline. ‘I felt smothered! I 
never marked our two lodgers so carefully. ”Tis a bad 
thing for us women that the Devil can wear so fair a 
mien !’ 

“Ay, cast some holy water on him,’ said Tirechair, 
“and you will see him turn into a toad.—I am off to tell 
the office all about them.’ 

On hearing this speech, the lady roused herself from 
the reverie into which she had sunk, and looked at the 
constable, who was donning his red-and-blue jacket. 

‘Whither are you off to ?” she asked. 

‘To tell the justices that wizards are lodging in our 
house very much against our will.’ 

The lady smiled. 

‘J,’ said she, ‘am the Comtesse de Mahaut,’ and she 
rose with a dignity that took the man’s breath away. 
‘ Beware of bringing the smallest trouble on your guests. 
Above all, respect the old man; I have seen him in the 
company of your Lord the King, who entreated him 
courteously ; you will be ill advised to trouble him in 
any way. As to my having been here—never breathe a 
word of it, as you value your life,’ 
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She said no more, but relapsed into thought. 

Presently she looked up, signed to Jacqueline, and 
together they went up into Godefroid’s room. The 
fair Countess looked at the bed, the carved chairs, the 
chest, the tapestry, the table, with a joy like that of the 
exile who sees on his return the crowded roofs of his 
native town nestling at the foot of a hill. 

‘If you have not deceived me,’ said she to Jacqueline, 
‘I promise you a hundred crowns in gold.’ 

‘Behold, Madam,’ said the woman, ‘the poor angel is 
confiding—here is all his treasure.’ 

As she spoke, Jacqueline opened a drawer in the table 
and showed some parchments. 

‘God of mercy !’ cried the Countess, snatching up a 
document that caught her eye, on which she read, 
Gothofredus Comes Gantiacus (Godefroid, Count of 
Ghent). 

She dropped the parchment, and passed her hand over 
her brow; then, feeling, no doubt, that she had com- 
promised herself by showing so much emotion, she 
recovered her cold demeanour. 

‘T am satisfied,’ said she. 

She went downstairs and out of the house. The 
constable and his wife stood in their doorway, and saw 
her take the path to the landing-place. 

A boat was moored hard by. When the rustle of the 
Countess’s approach was audible, a boatman suddenly 
stood up, helped the fair laundress to take her seat in it, 
and rowed with such strength as to make the boat fly 
like a swallow down the stream. 

‘You are a sorry fellow,’ said Jacqueline, giving the 
officer’s shoulder a familiar slap. ‘We have earned a 
hundred gold crowns this morning.’ 

‘I like harbouring lords no better than harbouring 
wizards. And I know not, of the two, which is the 
more like to bring us to the gallows,’ replied Tirechair, 
taking up his halbert. ‘I will go my rounds over by 
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Champfleuri; God protect us, and send me to meet 
some pert jade out in her bravery of gold rings to glitter 
in the shade like a glow-worm !’ 

Jacqueline, alone in the house, hastily went up to the 
unknown lord’s room to discover, if she could, some clue 
to this mysterious business. Like some learned men 
who give themselves infinite pains to complicate the 
clear and simple laws of nature, she had already invented 
a chaotic romance to account for the meeting of these 
three persons under her humble roof. She hunted 
through the chest, examined everything, but could find 
nothing extraordinary. She saw nothing on the table 
but a writing-case and some sheets of parchment ; and as 
she could not read, this discovery told her nothing. A 
woman’s instinct then took her into the young man’s 
room, and from thence she descried her two lodgers 
crossing the river in the ferry boat. 

‘They stand like two statues,’ said she to herself. 
‘Ah, ha! They are landing at the Rue du Fouarre. 
How nimble he is, the sweet youth! He jumped out 
like a bird. By him the old man looks like some 
stone saint in the Cathedral—They are going to the old 
School of the Four Nations. Presto! they are out of 
sight.—And this is where he lives, poor cherub!’ she 
went on, looking about the room. ‘How smart and 
winning he is! Ah! your fine gentry are made of other 
stuff than we are.’ 

And Jacqueline went down again after smoothing 
down the bed-coverlet, dusting tke chest, and wondering 
for the hundredth time in six months— 

‘What in the world does he do all the blessed day? 
He cannot always be staring at the blue sky and the stars 
that God has hung up there like lanterns. That dear 
boy has known trouble. But why do he and the old man 
hardly ever speak to each other ?’ 

Then she lost herself in wonderment and in thoughts 


which, in her woman’s brain, were tangled like a skein 
of thread. 
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The old man and his young companion had gone into 
one of the schools for which the Rue du Fouarre was at 
that time famous throughout Europe. At the moment 
when Jacqueline’s two lodgers arrived at the old School 
des Quatre Nations, the celebrated Sigier, the most noted 
Doctor of Mystical Theology of the University of Paris, 
was mounting his pulpit in a spacious low room on a 
level with the street. The cold stones were strewn 
with clean straw, on which several of his disciples knelt 
on one knee, writing on the other, to enable them to 
take notes from the Master’s improvised discourse, in the 
shorthand abbreviations which are the despair of modern 
decipherers. 

The hall was full, not of students only, but of the 
most distinguished men belonging to the clergy, the 
court, and the legal faculty. ‘There were some learned 
foreigners, too—soldiers and rich citizens. The broad 
faces were there, with prominent brows and venerable 
beards, which fill us with a sort of pious respect for our 
ancestors when we see their portraits from the Middle 
Ages. Lean faces, too, with burning, sunken eyes, 
under bald heads yellow from the labours of futile 
scholasticism, contrasted with young and eager coun- 
tenances, grave faces, warlike faces, and the ruddy cheeks 
of the financial class. 

These lectures, dissertations, theses, sustained by the 
brightest geniuses of the thirteenth and fourteenth 
centuries, roused our forefathers to enthusiasm. They 
were to them their bull-fights, their Italian opera, their 
tragedy, their dancers; in short, all their drama. The 
performance of Mysteries was a later thing than these 
spiritual disputations, to which, perhaps, we owe the 
French stage. Inspired eloquence, combining the attrac- 
tions of the human voice skilfully used, with daring 
inquisition into the secrets of God, sufficed to satisfy 
every form of curiosity, appealed to the soul, and con- 
stituted the fashionable entertainment of the time, Not 
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only did theology include the other sciences, it was science 
itself, as grammar was science to the Ancient Greeks ; 
and those who distinguished themselves in these duels, in 
which the orators, like Jacob, wrestled with the Spirit of 
God, had a promising future before them. Embassies, 
arbitrations between sovereigns, chancellorships, and 
ecclesiastical dignities were the meed of men whose 
rhetoric had been schooled in theological controversy. 
The professor’s chair was the tribune of the period. 

This system lasted till the day when Rabelais gib- 
beted dialectics by his merciless satire, as Cervantes 
demolished chivalry by a narrative comedy. 

To understand this amazing period and the spirit 
which dictated its voluminous, though now forgotten, 
masterpieces, to analyse it, even to its barbarisms, we 
need only examine the Constitutions of the University ot 
Paris and the extraordinary scheme of instruction that 
then obtained. Theology was taught under two facul- 
ties—that of Theology properly so called, and that of 
Canon Law. The faculty of Theology, again, had three 
sections—Scholastic, Canonical, and Mystic. It would be 
wearisome to give an account of the attributes of each 
section of the science, since one only, namely, Mystic, is 
the subject of this Etude. 

Mystical Theology included the whole of Divine 
Revelation and the elucidation of the Mysteries. And 
this branch of ancient theology has been secretly pre- 
served with reverence even to our own day; Jacob 
Boehm, Swedenborg, Martinez Pasqualis, Saint-Martin, 
Molinos, Madame Guyon, Madame Bourignon, and 
Madame Krudener, the extensive sect of the Ecstatics, and 
that of the Illuminati, have at different periods duly 
treasured the doctrines of this science, of which the aim 
is indeed truly startling and portentous. In Doctor 
Sigier’s day, as in our own, man has striven to gain 
wings to fly into the sanctuary where God hides from 
our gaze. 
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This digression was necessary to give a clue to the 
scene at which the old man and the youth from the 
island under Notre-Dame had come to be audience; it 
will also protect this narrative from all blame on the 
score of falsehood and hyperbole, of which certain persons 
of hasty judgment might perhaps suspect me. 

Doctor Sigier was a tall man in the prime of life. 
His face, rescued from oblivion by the archives of the 
University, had singular analogies with that of Mirabeau. 
It was stamped with the seal of fierce, swift, and terrible 
eloquence. But the Doctor bore on his brow the 
expression of religious faith that his modern double had 
not. His voice, too, was of persuasive sweetness, with a 
clear and pleasing ring in it. 

At this moment the daylight, that was stintingly 
diffused through the small, heavily-leaded window-panes, 
tinted the assembly with capricious tones and powerful 
contrasts from the chequered light and shade. Here, in 
a dark corner, eyes shone brightly, their dark heads 
under the sunbeams gleamed light above faces in shadow, 
and various bald heads, with only a circlet of white hair, 
were distinguished among the crowd like battlements 
silvered by moonlight. Every face was turned towards 
the Doctor, mute but impatient. “The drowsy voices of 
other lecturers in the adjoining schools were audible in 
the silent street like the murmuring of the sea; and the 
steps of the two strangers, as they now came in, attracted 
general attention. Doctor Sigier, ready to begin, saw 
the stately senior standing, looked round for a seat for 
him, and then finding none, as the place was full, came 
down from his place, went to the new-comer, and 
with great respect, led him to the platform of his pro- 
fessor’s chair, and tkere gave him his stool to sit upon. 
The assembly hailed this mark of deference with a 
murmur of approval, recognising the old man as the 
orator of a fine thesis admirably argued not long since at 
the Sorbonne. 
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The stranger looked down from his raised position on 
the crowd below with that deep glance that held a whole 
poem of sorrow, and those who met his eye felt an inde- 
scribable thrill. The lad, following the old man, sat 
down on one of the steps, leaning against the pulpit in 
a graceful and melancholy attitude. The silence was 
now profound, and the doorway and even the street were 
blocked by scholars who had deserted the other classes. 

Doctor Sigier was to-day to recapitulate, in the last of a 
series of discourses, the views he had set forth in the 
former lectures on the Resurrection, Heaven, and Hell. 
His strange doctrine responded to the sympathies of the 
time, and gratified the immoderate love of the marvellous, 
which haunts the mind of man in every age. This 
effort of man to clutch the infinite, which for ever slips 
through his ineffectual grasp, this last tourney of thought 
against thought was a task worthy of an assembly where 
the brightest luminaries of the age had met, and where 
the most stupendous human imagination ever known, 
perhaps, at that moment shone. 

The Doctor began by summing up in a mild and even 
tone the principal points he had so far established :— 


“No intellect was the exact counterpart of another. 
Had man any right to require an account of his Creator 
for the inequality of powers bestowed on each? Without 
attempting to penetrate rashly into the designs of God, 
ought we not to recognise the fact that by reason of their 
general diversity intelligences could be classed in spheres? 
From the sphere where the least degree of intelligence 
gleamed, to the most translucent souls who could see the 
road by which to ascend to God, was there not an 
ascending scale of spiritual gift? And did not spirits of 
the same sphere understand each other like brothers in 
soul, in flesh, in mind, and in feeling ?” 


From this the Doctor went on to unfold the most 
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wonderful theories of sympathy. He set forth in Biblical 
language the phenomena of love, of instinctive repulsion, 
of strong affinities which transcend the laws of space, of 
the sudden mingling of souls which seem to recognise 
each other. With regard to the different degrees of 
strength of which our affections are capable, he accoun- 
ted for them by the place, more or less near the centre, 
occupied by beings in their respective circles. 

He gave mathematical expression to God’s grand idea 
in the co-ordination of the various human _ spheres. 
‘Through man,’ he said, ‘these spheres constituted a 
world intermediate between the intelligence of the brute 
and the intelligence of the angels.’ As he stated it, the 
divine Word nourishes the spiritual Word, the spiritual 
Word nourishes the living Word, the living Word 
nourishes the animal Word, the animal Word nourishes 
the vegetable Word, and the vegetable Word is the 
expression of the life of the barren Word. ‘These suc- 
cessive evolutions, as of a chrysalis, which God thus 
wrought in our souls, this infusorial life, so to speak, 
communicated from each zone to the next, more vivid, 
more spiritual, more perceptive in its ascent, repr esented, 
rather dimly no doubt, but marvellously enough to his 
inexperienced hearers, the impulse given to Nature by the 
Almighty. Supported by many texts from the Sacred 
Scriptures, which he used as a commentary on his own 
statements to express by concrete images the abstract 
arguments he felt to be wanting, he flourished the Spirit 
of God like a torch over the deep secrets of creation, 
with an eloquence peculiar to himself, and accents that 
urged conviction on his audience. As he unfolded his 
mysterious system and all its consequences, he gave a 
key to every symbol and justified the vocation, the 
special gifts, the genius, the talent of each human being. 

Then, instinctively becoming physiological, he re- 
marked on the resemblance to certain animals stamped 
on some human faces, accounting for them by primordial 
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analogies and the upward tendency of all creation. He 
showed his audience the workings of Nature, and 
assigned a mission and a future to minerals, plants, and 
animals. Bible in hand, after thus spiritualising Matter 
and materialising Spirit, after pointing to the Will of 
God in all things, and enjoining respect for His smallest 
works, he suggested the possibility of rising by faith 
from sphere to sphere. 

This was the first portion of his discourse, and by 
adroit digressions he applied the doctrine of his system 
to feudalism. The poetry—religious and profane—and 
the abrupt eloquence of that period had a grand opening 
in this vast theory, wherein the Doctor had amalgamated 
all the philosophical systems of the ancients, and from 
which he brought them out again classified, transfigured, 
purified. The false dogmas of two adverse principles 
and of Pantheism were demolished at his word, which 
proclaimed the Divine Unity, while ascribing to God 
and His angels the knowledge, the ends to which the 
means shone resplendent to the eyes of man. Fortified 
by the demonstrations that proved the existence of the 
world of Matter, Doctor Sigier constructed the scheme 
of a spiritual world dividing us from God by an ascending 
scale of spheres, just as the plant is divided from man by 
an infinite number of grades. He peopled the heavens, 
the stars, the planets, the sun. 

Quoting Saint Paul, he invested man with a new 
power ; he might rise, from globe to globe, to the very 
Fount of eternal life. Jacob’s mystical ladder was both 
the religious formula and the traditional proof of the 
fact. He soared through space, carrying with him the 
passionate souls of his hearers on the wings of his word, 
making them feel the infinite, and bathing them in the | 
heavenly sea. Then the doctor accounted logically: for 
hell by circles placed in inverse order to the shining 
spheres that lead to God, in which torments and dark- 
ness take the place of the Spirit and of light. Pain was 
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as intelligible as rapture. The terms of the comparison 
were present in the conditions of human life and its 
various atmospheres of suffering and of intellect. Thus 
the most extraordinary traditions of hell and purgatory 
were quite naturally conceivable. 

He gave the fundamental rationale of virtue with 
admirable clearness. A pious man, toiling onward in 
poverty, proud of his good conscience, at peace with 
himself, and steadfastly true to himself in his heart in 
spite of the spectacle of exultant vice, was a fallen angel 
doing penance, who remembered his origin, foresaw his 
guerdon, accomplished his task, and obeyed his glorious 
mission. ‘The sublime resignation of Christians was 
then seen in all its glory. He depicted martyrs at the 
burning stake, and almost stripped them of their merit 
by stripping them of their sufferings. He showed their 
inner angel as dwelling in the heavens, while the outer 
man was tortured by the executioner’s sword. He 
described angels dwelling among men, and gave tokens 
by which to recognise them. 

He next strove to drag from the very depths of man’s 
understanding the real sense of the word fall, which 
occurs in every language. He appealed to the most 
widely-spread traditions in evidence of this one true 
origin, explaining, with much lucidity, the passion all 
men have for rising, mounting—an instinctive ambition, 
the perennial revelation of our destiny. 

He displayed the whole universe at a glance, and 
described the nature of God Himself circulating in a 
full tide from the centre to the extremities, and from the 
extremities to the centre again. Nature was one and 
homogeneous. In the most seemingly trivial, as in the 
most stupendous work, everything obeyed that law; 
each created object reproduced in little an exact image of 
that nature—the sap in the plant, the blood in man, the 
orbits of the planets. He piled proof on proof, always 
completing his idea by a picture musical with poetry. 
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And he boldly anticipated every objection. He 
thundered forth an eloquent challenge to the monu- 
mental works of science and human excrescences of 
knowledge, such as those which societies use the ele- 
ments of the earthly globe to produce. He asked 
whether our wars, our disasters, our depravity could 
hinder the great movement given by God to all the 
globes ; and he laughed human impotence to scorn by 
pointing to their efforts everywhere in ruins. He cried 
upon the manes of Tyre, Carthage, and Babylon; he 
called upon Babel and Jerusalem to appear ; and sought, 
without finding them, the transient furrows made by 
the ploughshare of civilisation. Humanity floated on the 
surface of the earth as a ship whose wake is lost in the 
calm level of ocean. 

These were the fundamental notions set forth in 
Doctor Sigier’s address, all wrapped in the mystical 
language and strange school Latin of the time. He had 
made a special study of the Scriptures, and they supplied 
him with the weapons with which he came before his 
contemporaries to hasten their progress. He hid his 
boldness under his immense learning, as with a cloak, 
and his philosophical bent under a saintly life. At this 
moment, after bringing his hearers face to face with 
God, after packing the universe into an idea, and almost 
unveiling the idea of the world, he gazed down on the 
silent, throbbing mass, and scrutinised the stranger with 
alook. ‘Then, spurred on, no doubt, by the presence of 
this remarkable personage, he added these words, from 
which I have eliminated the corrupt Latinity of the 
Middle Ages :— 

‘Where, think_you, may a man find these fruitful 
truths if not in the heart of God Himself ?—What am 
I?—The humble interpreter of a single line left to us 
by the greatest of the Apostles—a single line out of 
thousands all equally full of light. Before us, Saint Paul 


said, “Jn Deo vivimus movemur et sumus.” In our day, 
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less believing and more learned, or better instructed and 
more sceptical, we should ask the Apostle, ‘To what end 
this perpetual motion? Whither leads this life divided 
into zones? Wherefore an intelligence that begins with 
the obscure perfection of marble and proceeds from 
sphere to sphere up to man, up to the angel, up to God? 
Where is the Fount, where is the ocean, if life, attain- 
ing to God across worlds and stars, through Matter 
and Spirit, has to come down again to some other 
goal?” 

‘You desire to see both aspects of the universe at 
once. You would adore the Sovereign on condition of 
being suffered to sit for an instant on His throne. Mad 
fools that we are! We will not admit that the most 
intelligent animals are able to understand our ideas and 
the object of our actions; we are merciless to the creatures 
_of the inferior spheres, and exile them from our own; we 
deny them the faculty of divining human thoughts, and 
yet we ourselves would fain master the highest of all 
ideas—the Idea of the Idea ! 

‘Well, go then, start! Fly by faith up from globe to 
globe, soar through space! ‘Thought, love, and faith 
are its mystical ;keys. “Traverse the circles, reach the 
throne! God is more merciful than you are; He opens 
His Temple to all His creatures. Only, do not forget 
the pattern of Moses; put your shoes from off your 
feet, cast off all filth, leave your body far behind ; other- 
wise you shall be consumed ; for God—God is Light !’ 

Just as Doctor Sigier spoke these grand words, his 
face radiant, his hand uplifted, a sunbeam pierced 
through an open window, like a magic jet from a fount 
of splendour, a long triangular shaft of gold that lay like 
a scarf over the whole assembly. ‘They all clapped their 
hands, for the audience accepted this effect of the 
sinking sun as a miracle. ‘There was a universal cry 
of— 

‘Vivat! Vivat!’ 
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The very sky seemed to shed approval. Godefroid, 
struck with reverence, looked from the old man to 
Doctor Sigier ; they were talking together in an under- 
tone. 

© All honour to the Master!’ said the stranger. 

‘What is such transient honour ?’ replied Sigier. 

‘I would I could perpetuate my gratitude,’ said the 
older man. 

‘A line written by you is enough!’ said the Doctor. 
‘It would give me immortality, humanly speaking.’ 

©Can I give what I have not ?’ cried the elder. 

Escorted by the crowd, which followed in their foot- 
steps, like courtiers round a king, at a_ respectful 
distance, Godefroid, with the old man and the Doctor, 
made their way to the oozy shore, where as yet there 
were no houses, and where the ferryman was waiting for 
them. The Doctor and the stranger were talking 
together, not in Latin nor in any Gallic tongue, but in 
an unknown language, and very gravely. They pointed 
with their hands now to heaven and now to the earth. 
Sigier, to whom the paths by the river were familiar, 
guided the venerable stranger with particular care to the 
narrow planks which here and there bridged the mud; 
the following watched them inquisitively ; and some of 
the students envied the privileged boy who might walk 
with these two great masters of speech. Finally, the 
Doctor took leave of the stranger, and the ferry boat 
pushed off. 

At the moment when the boat was afloat on the wide 
river, communicating its motion to the soul, the sun 
pierced the clouds like a conflagration blazing up on the 
horizon, and poured forth a flood of light, colouring 
slate roof-tops and humbler thatch with a ruddy glow 
and tawny reflections, fringed Philippe Auguste’s towers 
with fire, flooded the sky, dyed the waters, gilded the 
plants, and aroused the half-sleeping insects. The 
immense shaft of light set the clouds on fire.. It was 
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like the last verse of the daily hymn, Every heart was 
thrilled ; nature in such a moment is sublime. 

As he gazed at the spectacle, the stranger’s eyes 
moistened with the tenderest of human tears : Godefroid 
too was weeping; his trembling hand touched that 
of the elder man, who, looking round, confessed his 
emotion. But thinking his dignity as a man compro- 
mised, no doubt, to redeem it, he said in a deep 
voice— 

‘I weep for my native land. I amanexile! Young 
man, in such an hour as this I left my home. There, 
at this hour, the fireflies are coming out of their fragile 
dwellings and clinging like diamond sparks to the leaves 
of the iris. At this hour the breeze, as sweet as the 
sweetest poetry, rises up from a valley bathed in light, 
bearing on its wings the richest fragrance. On the 
horizon I could see a golden city like the Heavenly 
Jerusalem—a city whose name I may not speak. There, 
too, a river winds. But that city and its buildings, that 
river of which the lovely vistas, and the pools of blue 
water, mingled, crossed, and embraced each other, which 
gladdened my sight and filled me with love—where are 
they? 

CAt that hour the waters assumed fantastic hues under 
the sunset sky, and seemed to be painted pictures; the 
stars dropped tender streaks of light, the moon spread its 
pleasing snares ; it gave another life to the trees, to the 
colour and form of things, and a new aspect to the 
sparkling water, the silent hills, the eloquent buildings. 
The city spoke, it glittered, it called to me to return! 

‘Columns of smoke rose up by the side of the ancient 
pillars, whose marble sheen gleamed white through the 
night ; the lines of the horizon were still visible through 
the mists of evening; all was harmony and mystery. 
Nature would not say farewell; she desired to keep me 
there. Ah! It was all in all to me; my mother and 
my child, my wife and my glory! The very bells 
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bewailed my condemnation. Oh, land of marvels! It is 
as beautiful as heaven. From that hour the wide world 
has been my dungeon. Beloved land, why hast thou 
rejected me? 

‘But I shall triumph there yet!’ he cried, speaking 
with an accent of such intense conviction and such a 
ringing tone, that the boatman started as at a trumpet 
call. 

The stranger was standing in a prophetic attitude and 
gazing southwards into the blue, pointing to his native 
home across the skyey regions. ‘The ascetic pallor of 
his face had given place to a glow of triumph, his eyes 
flashed, he was as grand as a lion shaking his mane. 

‘But you, -poor child,’ he went on, looking at Gode- 
froid, whose cheeks were beaded with glittering tears, 
‘have you, like me, studied life from blood-stained 
pages? What can you have to weep for, at your 
age?’ 

‘ Alas!’ said Godefroid, ‘I regret a land more beauti- 
ful than any land on earth—a land I never saw and yet 
remember. Oh, if I could but cleave the air on beating 
wings, I would fl i 

‘Whither ?’ asked the exile. 

‘Up there,’ replied the boy. 

On hearing this answer, the stranger seemed sur- 
prised ; he looked darkly at the youth, who remained 
silent. “Chey seemed to communicate by an unspeak- 
able effusion of the spirit, hearing each other’s yearnings 
in the teeming silence, and going forth side by side, like 
two doves sweeping the air on equal wing, till the boat, 
touching the strand of the island, roused them from their 
deep reverie. 

Then, each lost in thought, they went together to the 
sergean.’s house. 

‘And so the boy believes that he is an angel exiled 
from heaven!’ thought the tall stranger. ‘Which of us 
all has a right to undeceivehim? Not I—I, who am so 
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often lifted by some magic spell so far above the earth ; I 
who am dedicate to God ; I who ama mystery to myself. 
Have I not already seen the fairest of the angels dwelling 
in this mire? Is this child more or less crazed than I 
am? Has he taken a bolder step in the way of faith? 
He believes, and his belief no doubt will lead him into 
some path of light like that in which I walk. But 
though he is as beautiful as an angel, is he not too feeble 
to stand fast in such a struggle?” 

Abashed by the presence of his companion, whose 
voice of thunder expressed to him his own thoughts, as 
lightning expresses the will of Heaven, the boy was 
satisfied to gaze at the stars with a lover’s eyes. Over- 
whelmed by a luxury of sentiment, which weighed on 
his heart, he stood there timid and weak—a midge in the 
sunbeams. Sigier’s discourse had proved to them the 
mysteries of the spiritual world ; the tall, old man was to 
invest them with glory; the lad felt them in himself, 
though he could in no way expressthem. The three 
represented in living embodiment Science, Poetry, and 
Feeling. 


On going into the house, the Exile shut himself into 
his room, lighted the inspiring lamp, and gave himself 
over to the ruthless demon of Work, seeking words of 
the silence and ideas of the night. Godefroid sat down 
in his window sill, by turns gazing at the moon reflected 
in the water, and studying the mysteries of the sky. 
Lost in one of the trances that were frequent with him, 
he travelled from sphere to sphere, from vision to vision, 
listening for obscure rustlings and the voices of angels, 
and believing that he heard them ; seeing, or fancying 
that he saw, a divine radiance in which he lost himself ; 
striving to attain the far-away goal, the source of all 
light, the fount of all harmony. 

Presently the vast clamour of Paris, brought down on 
the current, was hushed; lights were extinguished one 
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by one in the houses; silence spread over all; and the 
huge city slept like a tired giant. 

Midnight struck. ‘The least noise, the fall of a leaf, 
or the flight of a jackdaw changing its perching-place 
among the pinnacles of Notre-Dame, would have been 
enough to bring the stranger’s mind to earth again, to 
have made the youth drop from the celestial heights to 
which his soul had soared on the wings of rapture. 

And then the old man heard with dismay a groan 
mingling with the sound of a heavy fall—the fall, as his 
experienced ear assured him, of a dead body. He has- 
tened into Godefroid’s room, and saw him lying in a 
heap with a long rope tight round his neck, the end 
meandering over the floor. 

When he had untied it, the poor lad opened his 
eyes. 

‘Where am I?’ he asked, with a hopeful gleam. 

‘In your own room,’ said the elder man, looking with 
surprise at Godefroid’s neck, and at the nail to which the 
cord had been tied, and which was still in the knot. 

‘In heaven ?’ said the boy, in a voice of music. 

“No; on earth!’ 

Godefroid rose and walked along the path of light 
traced on the floor by the moon through the window, 
which stood open ; he saw the rippling Seine, the willows 
and plants on the island. A misty atmosphere hung 
over the waters like a smokey floor. 

On seeing the view, to him so heartbreaking, he 
folded his hands over his bosom, and stood in an attitude 
of despair ; the Exile came up to him with astonishment 
on his face. 

‘You meant to kill yourself?’ he asked. 

‘Yes,’ replied Godefroid, while the stranger passed 
his hand about his neck again and again to feel the place 
where the rope had tightened on it. 

But for some slight bruises, the young man had been 
but little hurt. His friend supposed that the nail had 
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given way at once under the weight of the body, and the 
terrible attempt had ended in a fall without injury. 

¢ And why, dear lad, did you try to kill yourself?’ 

‘ Alas !’ said Godefroid, no longer restraining the tears 
that rolled down his cheeks, ‘I heard the Voice from on 
high; it called me by name! It had never named 
me before, but this time it bade me to Heaven! Oh, 
how sweet is that voice !—As I could not fly to Heaven,’ 
he added artlessly, ‘I took the only way we know of 
going to God.’ 

‘My child! oh, sublime boy!’ cried the old man, 
throwing his arms round Godefroid, and clasping him to 
his heart. ‘You are a poet; you can boldly ride the 
whirlwind! Your poetry does not proceed from your 
heart; your living, burning thoughts, your creations, 
move and grow in your soul.—Go, never reveal your 
ideas to the vulgar! Be at once the altar, the priest, 
and the victim ! 

‘You know Heaven, do you not? You have seen 
those myriads of angels, white-winged, and holding 
golden sistrums, all soaring with equal flight towards 
the Throne, and you have often seen their pinions 
moving at the breath of God as the trees of the forest 
bow with one consent before the storm. Ah, how 
glorious is unlimited space! ‘Tell me.’ 

The stranger clasped Godefroid’s hand convulsively, 
and they both gazed at the firmament, whence the stars 
seemed to shed gentle poetry which they could hear. 

‘Oh, to see God!’ murmured Godefroid. 

©Child !” said the old man suddenly, in a sterner voice, 
‘have you so soon forgotten the holy teaching of our good 
master, Doctor Sigier? In order to return, you to your 
heavenly home, and I to my native land on earth, must 
we not obey the voice of God? We must walk on 
resignedly in the stony paths where His almighty 
finger points the way. Do not you quail at the thought 
of the danger to which you exposed yourself? Arriving 
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there without being bidden, and saying, “ Here I am!” 
before your time, would you not have been cast back 
into a world beneath that where your soul now hovers? 
Poor outcast cherub! Should you not rather bless God 
for having suffered you to live in a sphere where you 
may hear none but heavenly harmonies? Are you not 
as pure as a diamond, as lovely as a flower? 

‘Think what it is to know, like me, only the City 
of Sorrows !—Dwelling there I have worn out my heart. 
—To search the tombs for their horrible secrets ; to 
wipe hands steeped in blood, counting them over night 
after night, seeing them rise up before me imploring 
forgiveness which I may not grant; to mark the 
writhing of the assassin and the last shriek of his victim ; 
to listen to appalling noises and fearful silence, the 
silence of a father devouring his dead sons; to wonder 
at the laughter of the damned ; to look for some human 
form among the livid heaps wrung and trampled by 
crime; to learn words such as living men may not hear 
without dying; to call perpetually on the dead, and 
always to accuse and condemn !—Is that living ?” 

‘Cease!’ cried Godefroid ; ‘I cannot see you or hear 
you any further! My reason wanders, my eyes are 
dim. You light a fire within me which consumes me.’ 

‘And yet I must go on!’ said the senior, waving his 
hand with a strange gesture that worked on the youth 
like a spell. 

For a moment the old man fixed Godefroid with his 
large, weary, lightless eyes; then he pointed with one 
finger to the ground. A gulf seemed to open at his 
bidding. He remained standing in the doubtful light of 
the moon ; it lent a glory to his brow which reflected 
an almost solar gleam. Though at first a somewhat 
disdainful expression lurked in the wrinkles of his face, 
his look presently assumed the fixity which seems to 
gaze on an object invisible to the ordinary organs of 
sight. His eyes, no doubt, were seeing then the remoter 
images which the grave has in store for us. 
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Never, perhaps, had this man presented so grand an 
aspect. A terrible struggle was going on in his soul, 
and reacted on his outer frame ; strong manas he seemed 
to be, he bent as a reed bows under the breeze that 
comes before a storm. Godefroid stood motionless, 
speechless, spellbound; some inexplicable force nailed 
him to the floor; and, as happens when our attention 
takes us out of ourselves while watching a fire or a 
battle, he was wholly unconscious of his body. 

‘Shall I tell you the fate to which you were hasten- 
ing, poor angel of love? Listen! It has been given to 
me to see immeasurable space, bottomless gulfs in which 
all human creations are swallowed up, the shoreless sea 
whither flows the vast stream of men and of angels. As 
I made my way through the realms of eternal torment, I 
was sheltered under the cloak of an immortal—the robe 
of glory due to genius, and which the ages hand on—I, 
_a frail mortal! When I wandered through the fields of 
light where the happy souls play, I was borne up by the 
love of a woman, the wings of an angel; resting on her 
heart, I could taste the ineffable pleasures whose touch 
is more perilous to us mortals than are the torments of 
the worser world. 

‘As I achieved my pilgrimage through the dark 
regions below I had mounted from torture to torture, 
from crime to crime, from punishment to punishment, 
from awful silence to heartrending cries, till I reached 
the uppermost circle of Hell. Already, from afar, I 
could see the glory of Paradise shining at a vast distance ; 
I was still in darkness, but on the borders of day. I 
flew, upheld by my Guide, borne along by a power akin 
to that which, during our dreams, wafts us to spheres 
invisible to the eye of the body. The halo that crowned 
our heads scared away the shades as we passed, like 
impalpable dust. Far above us the suns of all the worlds 
shone with scarce so much light as the twinkling fireflies 
of my native land. I was soaring towards the fields of air 
where, round about Paradise, the bodies of light are in 
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closer array, where the azure is easy to pass through, where 
worlds innumerable spring like flowers in a meadow. 
‘There, on the last level of the circles where those 
phantoms dwell that I had left behind me, like sorrows 
one would fain forget, I saw a vast shade. Standing in 
an attitude of aspiration, that soul looked eagerly into 
space ; his feet were riveted by the will of God to the 
topmost point of the margin, and he remained for ever 
in the painful strain by which we project our purpose 
when we long to soar, as birds about to take wing. I 
saw the man; he neither looked at us nor heard us; 
every muscle quivered and throbbed; at each separate 
instant he seemed to feel, though he did not move, all 
the fatigue of traversing the infinite that divided him 
from Paradise where, as he gazed steadfastly, he believed 
he had glimpses of a beloved image. At this last gate 
of Hell, as at the first, I saw the stamp of despair even 
in hope. The hapless creature was so fearfully held by 
some unseen force, that his anguish entered into my 
bones and froze my blood. I shrank closer to my Guide, 
whose protection restored me to peace and silence. 
‘Suddenly the Shade gave a cry of joy—a cry as shrill 
as that of the mother bird that sees a hawk in the air, 
or suspects its presence. We looked where he was 
looking, and saw, as it were, a sapphire, floating high up 
in the abysses of light. “The glowing star fell with the 
swiftness of a sunbeam when it flashes over the horizon 
in the morning and its first rays shoot across the world. 
The Splendour became clearer and grew larger; pre- 
sently I beheld the cloud of glory in which the angels 
move—a shining vapour that emanates from their divine 
substance, and that glitters here and there like tongues 
of flame. A noble face, whose glory none may endure 
that have not won the mantle, the laurel, and the palm 
—the attribute of the Powers—rose above this cloud as 
white and pure as snow. It was Light within light. 
His wings as they waved shed dazzling ripples in the 
spheres through which he descended, as the glance of 
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God pierces through the universe. At last I saw the 
archangel in all his glory. ‘The flower of eternal beauty 
that belongs to the angels of the Spirit shone in him. 
In one hand he held a green palm branch, in the other a 
sword of flame: the palm to bestow on the pardoned 
soul, the sword to drive back all the hosts of Hell 
with one sweep. As he approached, the perfumes of 
Heaven fell upon us as dew. In the region where 
the archangel paused, the air took the hues of opal, and 
moved in eddies of which he was the centre. He 
paused, looked at the Shade, and said— 
¢<¢’To-morrow.” 

‘Then he turned heavenwards once more, spread his 
wings, and clove through space as a vessel cuts through 
the waves, hardly showing her white sails to the exiles 
left on some deserted shore. 

‘The Shade uttered appalling cries, to which the 
damned responded from the lowest circle, the deepest 
in the immensity of suffering, to the more peaceful zone 
near the surface on which we were standing. This 
worst torment of all had appealed to all the rest. The 
turmoil was swelled by the roar of a sea of fire which 
formed a bass to the terrific harmony of endless millions 
of suffering souls. 

‘Then suddenly the Shade took flight through the 
doleful city, and down to its place at the very bottom of 
Hell; but as suddenly it came up again, turned, soared 
through the endless circles in every direction, as a vulture, 
confined for the first time in a cage, exhausts itself in 
vain efforts. The Shade was free to do this; he could 
wander through the zones of Hell icy, fetid, or scorching 
without enduring their pangs; he glided into that vast- 
ness as a sunbeam makes its way into the deepest dark. 

‘God has not condemned him to any torment,” said 
the Master, “but not one of the souls you have seen 
suffering their various punishments would exchange his 
anguish for the hope that is consuming this soul.” 

x 
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And just then the Shade came back to us, brought 
thither by an irresistible force which condemned him 
to parch on the verge of Hell. My divine Guide, 
guessing my curiosity, touched the unhappy Shade with 
his palm-branch. He, who was perhaps trying to mea- 
sure the age of sorrow that divided him from that ever- 
vanishing “ To-morrow,” started and gave a look full of 
all the tears he had already shed. . 

<“You would know my woe?” said hesadly. ‘Oh, I 
love to tell it. Iam here, Teresa is above; that is all. 
On earth we were happy, we were always together. 
When I saw my loved Teresa Donati for the first time, 
she was ten years old. We loved each other even then, 
not knowing what love meant. Our lives were one; | 
turned pale if she were pale, I was happy in her joy ; we 
gave ourselves up to the pleasure of thinking and feeling 
together; and we learned what love was, each through 
the other. We were wedded at Cremona; we never 
saw each other’s lips but decked with the pearls of a 
smile ; our eyes always shone ; our hair, like our desires, 
flowed together ; our heads were always bent over one 
book when we read, our feet walked in equal step. 
Life was one long kiss, our home was a nest. 

<< One day, for the first time, Teresa turned pale and 
said, ‘I am in pain !’—And I was not in pain! 

‘ «She never rose again. I saw her sweet face change, 
her golden hair fade—and I did not die! She smiled to 
hide her sufferings, but I could read them in her blue 
eyes, of which I could interpret the slightest trembling. 
‘Honorino, I love you!’ said she, at the very moment 
when her lips turned white, and she was clasping my 
hand still in hers when death chilled them. So I killed 
myself that she might not lie alone in her sepulchral 
bed, under her marble sheet. Teresa is above, and I am 
here. I could not bear to leave her, but God has divided 
us. Why, then, did He unite us on earth? He is 
jealous! Paradise was no doubt so much the fairer on 
the day when Teresa entered in. 
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‘Do you see her? She is sad in her bliss; she is 
parted from me! Paradise must be a desert to her.” 

“Master,” said I with tears, for I thought of my 
love, ‘‘ when this one shall desire Paradise for God’s 
sake alone, shall he not be delivered?” And the Father 
of Poets mildly bowed his head in sign of assent. 

‘We departed, cleaving the air, and making no more 
noise than the birds that pass overhead sometimes when 
we lie in the shade of a tree. It would have been vain 
to try to check the hapless Shade in his blasphemy. It 
is one of the griefs of the angels of darkness that they 
can never see the light even when they are surrounded 
by it. He would not have understood us.’ 


At this moment the swift approach of many horses 
rang through the stillness, the dog barked, the con- 
stable’s deep growl replied; the horsemen dismounted, 
knocked at the door; the noise was so unexpected that 
it seemed like some sudden explosion. 

The two exiles, the two poets, fell to earth through 
all the space that divides us from the skies. ‘The pain- 
ful shock of this fall rushed through their veins like 
strange blood, hissing as it seemed, and full of scorching 
sparks. Their pain was like an electric discharge. The 
loud, heavy step of a man-at-arms sounded on the stairs 
with the iron clank of his sword, his cuirass, and spurs ; 
a soldier presently stood before the astonished stranger. 

‘We can return to Florence,’ said the man, whose 
bass voice sounded soft as he spoke in Italian. 

‘What is that you say ?” asked the old man. 

‘The Bianchi are triumphant.’ 

© Are you not mistaken ?’ asked the poet. 

‘No, dear Dante!’ replied the soldier, whose warlike 
tones rang with the thrill of battle and the exultation of 
victory. 

‘To Florence! To Florence! Ah, my Florence!’ cried 
Dante Alighieri, drawing himself up, and gazing into 
the distance. In fancy he saw Italy ; he was gigantic. 
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‘But I—when shall I be in Heaven ?” said Godefroid, 
kneeling on one knee before the immortal poet, like an 
angel before the sanctuary. 

“Come to Florence,’ said Dante in compassionate 
tones. ‘Come! when you see its lovely landscape 
from the heights of Fiesole you will fancy yourself in 
Paradise.” 

The soldier smiled. For the first time, perhaps for the 
only time in his life, Dante’s gloomy and solemn features 
wore a look of joy; his eyes and brow expressed the 
happiness he has depicted so lavishly in his vision of 
Paradise. He thought perhaps that he heard the voice 
of Beatrice. 

‘A light step, and the rustle of a woman’s gown, were 
audible in the silence. Dawn was now showing its first 
streaks of light. The fair Comtesse de Mahaut came 
in and flew to Godefroid. 

‘Come, my child, my son! I may at last acknow- 
ledge you. Your birth is recognised, your rights are 
under the protection of the King of France, and you 
will find Paradise in your mother’s heart.’ 

‘I hear, I know, the voice of Heaven!’ cried the 
youth in rapture. 

The exclamation roused Dante, who saw the young 
man folded in the Countess’s arms. He took leave of 
them with a look, and left his young companion on his 
mother’s bosom. 

‘Come away!’ he cried in a voice of thunder. 
‘Death to the Guelphs !” 


Parts, October 1831. 
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URSULE MIROUET 


PREFACE 


‘Ursute Mirovét,’ dedicated by Balzac to his niece 
Sophie Surville, and avowedly written ‘in the fear of 
the young person,’ or, as the author more elegantly puts 
it, in ‘uncompromising respect of the noble principles of 
a pious education,’ exposes itself by the very fact to two 
different sorts of prejudice. It is sure to be cried up by 
one set of judges as ‘wholesome,’ and to be cried down 
by another as ‘ goody.’ 

The latter charge is certainly unfair, for Balzac has by 
no means written the book in rose-pink and sky-blue 
only, nor has he been afraid to show things more or less 
as they are. Nevertheless, it is difficult not to admit that 
evidences of restraint and convention do exist. Ursule— 
even more than Eugénie, who becomes a person on at 
least two occasions, her struggle with her father, and 
her revanche over her cousin—is a thing of shreds and 
patches, an ideal being in whom that mysterious ‘candour,’ 
to which the French attach such excessive value in a girl, 
and which they make such haste to do away with alto- 
gether in a woman, seems to shut out all positive individu- 
ality. She is very nice; but she is not very human. 

Nor can the machinery of dreams, hypnotism, Sweden- 
borgianism, and what not, which Balzac, following out 
one of his well-known manias, chose to work into the 
book, be said to add very largely to its verisimilitude, 
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It contrasts too sharply with the extremely prosaic, if not 
always very probable, details of Minoret-Levrault’s theft 
of the will, and of the jealousy of the heirs, which it is 
interesting to contrast with Dickens’s management of the . 
same subject in Great Expectations. How far this com- 
bination is artistically possible or advisable is a question of 
abstract criticism into which we need not enter. I think 
it does not require much argument to prove that Balzac 
has not, as a matter of fact, quite shown the possibility 
or the desirableness here. I do not know in the work of 
a man of genius a more striking instance of the wisdom 
of the principle, Nec Deus intersit, to which, in our day, 
Horace would certainly have given the form, ‘ Keep the 
‘supernatural in fiction out, unless you can’t manage with 
the natural.’ 

However, even this may be a question of opinion ; and 
it is at least worth while to point out that in this book Balzac 
has anticipated, very curiously and interestingly,.a large 
class of English fiction of a later day, which, in its turn, 
has been imitated in France. “The whole scheme, indeed, 
of Ursule Mirouét, by no means owing only to its respect 
of the young person, though doubtless partly owing to 
this, is far more that of an English novel than of a French. 
The absence of the usual ‘triangle,’ and of all courtship 
of married women, together with the difficulty (which a 
Frenchman even now, to some extent, experiences, and 
experienced much more in Balzac’s days), of making very 
much of ‘honest’ love-scenes between man and maid, put 
Balzac’s always fertile invention upon hunting out and 
setting to work other sources of interest, which, with the 
possible exception of the dream-and-vision part of the 
book, he has, as a rule, engineered very happily. Even 
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the love affair between Ursule and Savinien de Portenduére 
is not to be contemptuously spoken of; and the figure of 
Savinien is very pleasantly touched. It is to be noted 
that even Balzac’s favourite heroes of unprincipled con- 
vention—Marsay, Rastignac, and the rest—exhibit them- 
selves less theatrically in their dealings with the youthful 
Vicomte than in almost any other of their numerous 
appearances, Marsay’s theory of debt may be amusingly 
and advantageously contrasted with the opposite, 
but in a certain sense complementary, remarks of 
George Warrington on the same subject in Pen- 
dennis. Madame de Portenduére, too, is good, and 
not overdone. 

On the cabals against Ursule opinions may perhaps 
differ. It is not easy to say that anything is improb- 
able in the case of a stupid malefactor like Minoret- 
Levrault ; and odisse quem leseris is an eternal verity. 
Still, one would rather have been inclined to suppose 
that the postmaster, having been so completely success- 
ful in his theft, would instinctively feel that it was 
wiser to let Ursule alone. The malignity of Goupil, 
too, seems a little overdone, and the whole character 
of this agreeable lawyer’s clerk again presents mutatis 
mutandis something of the eccentric extravagance of 
Dickens, between whom and Balzac the parallel is 
perpetually fascinating, because of its constant intermix- 
ture of likenesses and contrasts. 

But the comic personages generally must be said to be 
very good. They are not overdone, as the great English 
novelist just referred to would probably have overdone 
them; indeed, Balzac has been distinctly sober and 
sparing in the delineation of their ‘humours.’ Dickens 
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certainly, and most English novelists probably, would 
have been tempted to bring much more to the front 
poor Madame Crémiére’s linguistic peculiarities. “These 
will remind everybody of Mrs. Malaprop, though they 
are more like a historical but much less famous example, 
the ‘Lingo Grande,’ which Southey in divers letters to 
Grosvenor Bedford puts into the mouth of his sister-in- 
law Mrs. Coleridge. The doctor, the magistrate, the 
curé, the procureur du roi, and all the powers that be 
play their parts well, and more than a mere good word 
is deserved by Désiré Minoret, to whom Balzac has 
been rather cruel. 

The doctor himself isa more problematical character. 
His conversion smacks a little of the stage; and it 
certainly might seem that such an experienced person- 
age, well aware of the ferocity of the fortune-hunters 
who surrounded him, would have taken rather more 
pains to put the future of Ursule out of danger by 
lodging a duplicate will somewhere, or availing him- 
self of some of the devices in which French law, 
even under the Code Napoleén, is nearly as fertile 
as English. But the testamentary unreason of man- 
kind is a sufficiently well-authenticated fact to justify 
Balzac. 

Altogether, the book, if not exactly in the first-class 
for power, takes high rank for variety of interest and 
for the peculiar character of its scheme. It has no 
duplicate in its author’s work, and we could not spare 
it. Ursule Mirouct first appeared in a newspaper, Le 
Messager, in the issues of August 25 to September 23 
inclusive ; and when next year it was published in two 
volumes by Souverain, it had, as it had in the periodical, 
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twenty-one chapters with headings. Yet another year, 
and it lost these chapters, and all divisions except the 
two part-headings of ‘Les Héritiers Alarmés’ and ‘La 
Succession Minoret,’ and took place in the third edition 
of the Scénes de La Vie de Province and the first of the 
Comédie generally. 
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URSULE MIROUET 
To Mademoiselle Sophie Surville. 


It is a_ real pleasure, my dear niece, to 
dedicate to you a book of which the subject and 
the details have gained the approbation—so diffi- 
cult to secure—of a young girl to whom the world 
is as yet unknown, and who will make no com- 
promise with the high principles derived from a 
pious education. You young girls are a public to 
be dreaded ; you ought never to be suffered to read 
any book less pure than your own pure souls, and 
you are forbidden certain books, just as you are 
not allowed to see society as it really is, Is it not 
enough, then, to make a writer proud, to know that 
he has satisfied you? Heaven grant that affec- 
tion may not have misled you! Who can say ? 
The future only, which you, I hope, will see, 
though he may not, who is your uncle 


De Balzac. 


PART I 


THE HEIRS IN ALARM 


As you enter Nemours coming from Paris, you cross the 

canal of the Loing, whose banks form a rural rampart to the 

pretty little town, and afford many picturesque walks. 

Since 1830, unfortunately, many houses have been built 
A 
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beyond the bridge. If this suburb increases, the aspect 
of the town will lose much of its attractive originality. 

But in 1829 the country on each side of the road lay 
open, and the postmaster, a tall, burly man of about 
sixty, as he sat on the highest point of the bridge 
one fine morning, could command a view of what he 
would have called a ribbon-road. 

The month of September was lavishing its wealth. 
‘The atmosphere quivered with heat above the grass and 
stones, not a cloud flecked the ethereal blue, of which 
the vivid transparency was uniform to the very horizon, 
showing the extreme rarity of the air. Indeed, Minoret- 
Levrault, the postmaster in question, was obliged 
to shade his eyes with his hand not to be quite dazzled. 
Out of patience with waiting, he looked now at the 
lovely meadows spreading away to the right, where his 
after-crop was growing apace, and now at the densely 
wooded hills to the left, stretching from Nemours to 
Bouron. And in the valley of the Loing, where the 
noises on the road came back echoed from the hill, he 
could hear the gallop of his own horses, and the cracking 
of his postillions’ whips. 

Could any one but a postmaster get out of patience 
with gazing at a field full of cattle, such as Paul Potter 
painted, under a sky worthy of Raphael, by a canal over- 
hung with trees, like a picture by Hobbema? Any one 
who knows Nemours, knows that nature there is as 
beautiful as art, whose mission it is to spiritualise nature ; 
the landscape there has ideas, and suggests thoughts. 

Still, on seeing Minoret-Levrault, an artist would have 
left his place to sketch this country townsman ; he was 
so original by sheer force of being common. Combine 
all the characteristics of the brute and you get Caliban, 
who certainly is a great creation. Where matter pre- 

inates, sentiment ends. The postmaster, a living 
proof of this axiom, had one of those countenances in 
which the student finds it hard to discern the soul 
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through the violent purple hues of the coarsely developed 
flesh. His little gored blue cap with a peak, fitted closely 
to a head so huge as to prove that Gall’s science of 
phrenology has not yet dealt with the exceptions to his 
rules. The shining grey hair, which formed a fringe to 
the cap, showed that white hairs may be the result of 
other causes than overworked brains or severe grief. 
His large ears were almost bursting round the edges from 
the fulness of too abundant blood, which seemed ready to 
spurt out after the smallest exertion. His complexion 
showed purple blotches under a brown pigment, the 
result of constant exposure to the sun. His grey eyes, 
restless and deep set, hidden under two black bushes of 
eyebrow, were like the eyes of the Kalmucks seen in 
Paris in 1815; if they glistened now and then, it could 
only be under the influence of a covetous idea. His 
nose, squat at the base, took a sudden turn up like the 
foot of a kettle. Thick lips harmonised with an almost 
disgusting double chin, rough with the stubble of a 
beard shaved scarcely twice a week, which rubbed a 
dirty necktie into a state of worn string ; a very short 
neck, in rolls of fat, and puffy cheeks, completed this 
image of stupid strength, such as sculptors give to their 
caryatides. Minoret-Levrault was like one of those 
statues, with the difference that they support something, 
while he had enough to do to support himself. 

You will meet with many an Atlas like him. The 
man’s torso was a huge block, a bull standing on his hind 
legs. Powerful arms terminated in thick, hard hands, broad 
and strong, apt at wielding the whip, the reins, and the 
pitchfork, hands which were no joke in the eyes of his 
postillions. The enormous stomach of this giant rested 
on legs as thick as the body of a full-grown man, and 
feet like an elephant’s. Rage was no doubt rare in this 
man, but when it broke out it would be terrible, 
apoplectic. Though he was violent and incapable of 
reflection, the man had done nothing to justify the 
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sinister threats of his appearance. When any one 
trembled before the giant, his post-boys would say, ‘Oh, 
he is not a bad fellow !’ 

The ‘Master’ of Nemours, to make use of an 
abbreviation common in many countries, wore a 
shooting jacket of bottle-green velveteen, trousers of 
striped green duck, and a vast yellow mohair waistcoat. 
In the waistcoat pocket an enormous snuff-box was 
evident, outlined by a black ring. ‘That a snub nose 
argues a big snuff-box is a rule almost without exception. 

Minoret-Levrault, as a son of the Revolution, and a 
spectator of the Empire, had never concerned himself 
‘with politics ; as to his religious opinions, he had never 
set foot in a church but to be married ; as to his principles 
in domestic life, they were contained in the Civil Code. 
He thought everything permissible that was not forbidden 
or indictable by law. He had never read anything but 
the local newspaper and some manuals relating to his 
business. He was regarded as a skilful agriculturist, but 
his knowledge was purely empirical. 

In Minoret-Levrault, then, the mind did not give the 
lie to the body. He spoke rarely, and before delivering 
himself he always took a pinch of snuff to gain time to 
find, not ideas, but words. If he had been talkative, he 
would have seemed a failure. 

When you think that this sort of elephant, without a 
trunk and without intelligence, was called Minoret- 
Levrault, must you not recognise, with Sterne, the occult 
power of names, which sometimes mask and sometimes 
label the character of their owners? In spite of these 
conspicuous disadvantages, in thirty-six years, the Re- 
volution helping, he had made a fortune of thirty thousand 
francs a year, in meadow land, arable land, and woods. 

Though Minoret, who had shares in the Nemours 
Messageries Company, and an interest in the Gatinais 
Company at Paris, was still hard at work, it was not so 
much from habit as for the sake of his only son, or whom 
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he wished to prepare handsome prospects. This son, 
who, in the peasants’ phraseology, had become a gentle- 
man, had just ended his studies for the Jaw, and on the 
reopening of the courts was to be sworn as a qualified 
attorney. Monsieur and Madame Minoret-Levrault— 
for behind the colossus a woman is evident, a wife, 
without whom such a fortune would have been impos- 
sible—had left their son free to choose his career, 
as a notary at Paris, as public prosecutor in some 
country town, as receiver-general, stockbroker, or post- 
master. What fancy might he not allow himself, to 
what profession might he not aspire, as the son 
of a man of whom it was said from Montargis to 
Essonne, ‘ Father Minoret does not know how much he 
has’ ? 

This idea had received fresh confirmation when, four 
years since, after selling his inn, Minoret built himself a 
splendid house and stables, and removed the posting 
business from the High Street to the riverside. The 
new buildings had cost two hundred thousand francs, 
which gossip doubled for thirty miles round. ‘The 
posting-stage at Nemours required a great number of 
horses ; it worked as far as Fontainebleau on the Paris side, 
and beyond the roads to Montargis and Montereau ; the 
relays were long, and the sandy soil about Montargis 
justified the imaginary third horse, which is always paid 
for and never seen. A man of Minoret’s build, and of 
Minoret’s wealth, at the head of such a concern, might 
well be called without abuse of words the Master of 
Nemours. ‘Though he never gave a thought to God or 
the Devil, and was a practical materialist—as he was a 
practical agriculturist, a practical egoist, a practical 
miser—Minoret had hitherto enjoyed unmixed happiness, 
ifa merely material existence may be regarded as happy. 
On seeing the pad of flesh which covered the man’s top 
vertebre and pressed on his occiput, and especially on 
hearing his shrill, thin voice, which contrasted ludicrously 
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with his bull-neck, a physiologist would have understood 
at once why this great, coarse, burly countryman adored 
his only son, and perhaps why he had so long awaited his 
birth—as the name given to the child, Désiré, sufficiently 
indicated. In short, if love, as betraying a rich physi- 
cal nature, is the promise of great things in a man, 
philosophers will understand the causes of Minoret’s 
failure. 

His wife, whom the son happily resembled, vied with 
his father in spoiling the boy. No child’s nature could 
hold out against such idolatry. And, indeed, Désiré, 
who knew the extent of his power, was clever enough to 
draw on his mother’s savings-box and dip his hand in his 
father’s purse, making each of his fond parents believe 
that he had not applied to the other. Désiré, who played 
at Nemours a far more grateful part than that of a prince 
in his father’s capital, had indulged all his fancies at Paris 
just as he did in his little native town, and had spent 
more than twelve thousand francs a year. But then, for 
this money, he had acquired ideas which would never 
have come into his head at Nemours; he had cast his 
provincial skin, he had learned the power of money, and 
had seen that the legal profession was a means of rising 
in the world. During the last year he had spent ten 
thousand francs more by forming intimacies with artists, 
journalists, and their mistresses. 

A somewhat alarming confidential letter might have 
accounted, in case of need, for the postmaster’s anxious 
lookout, a letter in which his son asked his sanction for a 
marriage ; but Madame Minoret-Levrault, fully occupied 
in preparing a sumptuous meal in honour of the success 
and the return of the fully-fledged lawyer, had sent her 
husband out on the road, desiring him to ride forward if 
he saw no signs of the diligence. The diligence by 
which this only son was to arrive usually reached 
Nemours at about five in the morning, and it was now 
striking nine! What could cause such a delay? Had 
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there been an upset? Was Désiré alive? Had he even 
broken a leg? 

Three volleys of cracking whips rattle out, rending 
the air like the report of firearms ; the red waistcoats of 
the post-boys are just in sight, ten horses neigh at once ! 
The master takes off his cap and waves it ; and he is 
seen. The best mounted of the postillions, who is 
returning with two dappled grey post-horses, touches 
up the beast he is riding, outstripping five sturdy diligence 
horses, and the Minorets of the stable, three carriage 
horses, and comes up to the master. 

‘ Have you seen the “ Ducler” ?’ 

On the high roads all the coaches have names—fan- 
tastical enough: they are spoken of as the ‘ Caillard,’ the 
‘Ducler’ (the diligence between Nemours and Paris), 
the ‘Grand-Bureau.’ Every new company’s coach is the 
‘ Rival.’ At the time when the Lecomtes ran coaches, 
their vehicles were known as the ‘Comtesses.’ 

‘The “Caillard” did not overtake the ‘‘ Comtesse,” 
but the “ Grand-Bureau” caught her skirts, anyhow !— 
The “Caillard” and the “Grand-Bureau” have done 
for the “ Francaises” ’—the coaches of the Messageries 
Francaises or royal mails. If you see a post-boy going fit 
to split, and refusing a glass of wine, question the guard ; 
he will cock his nose and stare into space, and reply, 
‘The Rival is ahead!’ ‘ And we cannot even see her !’ 
adds the postillion. ‘The wretch! he has not given his 
passengers time to eat!’ ‘As if he hadany!’ retorts the 
guard. ‘Whip up Polignac!’ All the worst horses are 
called Polignac. These are the standing jokes and sub- 
jects of conversation between the postillions and the 
guards at the top of the coaches. In France every pro- 
fession has its own slang. 

‘ Did you see inside the “ Ducler 

‘ Monsieur Désiré?’ says the postillion, interrupting his 
master. ‘Why, you must have heard us! Our whips gave 
due notice of her. We made sure you would be on the road.’ 
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‘ Why is the diligence four hours late ?’ 

‘The tire of one of the wheels came off between 
Essonne and Ponthierry. But there was no accident ; 
Cabirolle fortunately discovered it as we were going up 
the hill.’ 

At this instant a woman in her Sunday best—for the 
bells of all the churches of Nemours were summoning 
the inhabitants to mid-day mass—a woman of about six- 
and-thirty, addressed the postmaster. 

‘Well, cousin,’ said she, you would not believe me! 
Our uncle is in the High Street with Ursule, and they 
are going to mass.’ 

In spite of the license of modern romance in the 
matter of local colouring, it is impossible to carry realism 
so far as to repeat the horrible abuse, mingled with oaths, 
which this news, so undramatic as it would seem, brought 
from the wide mouth of Minoret-Levrault ; his thin voice 
became a hiss, and his face had the appearance which the 
country folk ingeniously refer to as ‘sunstroke.’ 

‘Are you certain?’ he asked after his first explosion 
of rage. 

The postillions as they went by touched three hats to 
the master;;who seemed neither to see nor hear them. 
Instead of waiting for his son, Minoret-Levrault returned 
up the High Street with his cousin. 

‘ Did I not always tell youso?’ she wenton. ‘When 
Doctor Minoret has fallen into his dotage, that sancti- 
monious little slut will make a bigot of him ; and as those 
who rule the mind rule the purse, she will get all our 
money.’ 

‘But, Madame Massin,’ said the postmaster, quite 
confounded. 

‘Oh yes!’ cried Madame Massin, interrupting her 
cousin, * you will say as Massin does: “Isa girl of fifteen 
likely to invent and execute such a plot? To makea 
man of eighty-three, who never set foot in a church 
excepting to be married, give up all his opinions?—A 
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man who has such a horror of priests that he did not even 
go to the parish church with the child the day of her first 
communion.” But, I say, if Doctor Minoret has such a 
horror of priests, why, for the last fifteen years, has he spent 
almost every evening of the week with the Abbé Chape- 
ron? ‘Theold hypocrite never fails to give Ursule twenty 
francs to pay for a taper when she presents the wafer for 
the mass. Why, do you not remember the gift Ursule 
made to the Church as a thank-offering to the curé for 
having prepared her for her first communion? She 
spent all her money on it, and her godfather gave it back 
to her doubled. You men pay no heed to anything ! 
When I heard all these details: ‘“ Put away your bas- 
kets,” said I; “the grapes are not for you!” A rich 
uncle does not behave in that way to a little hussy he 
has picked out of the gutter unless he means something 
by it.’ 

‘Pooh ! cousin,’ replied the postmaster, ‘the good man 
is escorting her as far as the church by mere chance. It 
is a fine day, and he is going to take a walk.’ 

I tell you, cousin, our uncle has a prayer-book in his 
hand ; and he looks that smug! However, you will 
see !? 

‘They have been playing a very sly game,’ observed 
the burly postmaster, ‘for old Bougival told me that 
there never was any religious discussion between the 
doctor and the Abbé Chaperon. Besides, the vicar of 
Nemours is the, best man on earth; he would give his 
last shirt to a beggar; he is incapable of a mean action, 
and to filch an inheritance is a 

‘It is robbery !” said Madame Massin. 

‘It is worse!’ cried Minoret-Levrault, exasperated by 
his voluble cousin’s remark. 

‘J know,’ she went on, ‘that the Abbé Chaperon, 
though he is a priest, is an honest man. But he is cap- 
able of anything for the poor. He must have mined, 
mined, mined under Uncle Minoret, and the doctor has 
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fallen into bigotry. We were easy in our minds, and 
now he is perverted. A man who never believed in any- 
thing, and who had principles! Oh, we are all done 
for! |My husband is dreadfully upset.’ 

Madame Massin, whose speeches were so many arrows 
that stung her stout cousin, made him walk as briskly as 
herself in spite of his size, to the great amazement of the 
people who were going to mass. She wanted to catch 
up this Uncle Minoret and show him to the postmaster. 

On the Gatinais side of Nemours the town is com- 
manded by a hill, along the base of which the river Loing 
flows, and the road runs to Montargis. The church, 
on which time has cast a rich mantle of grey, for it was 
certainly rebuilt in the fourteenth century by the Guises, 
in whose honour Nemours gave its name to a duchy 
and peerage, stands at the end of the town beyond a 
large archway, as ina frame. For buildings, as for men, 
position is everything. Shaded by trees and shown to 
advantage by a neat little square, this lonely church has 
a quite imposing effect. As they came out on to 
the square, the postmaster could see his uncle giving his 
arm to the young girl they had called Ursule, each carry- 
ing a prayer-book, and just entering the church. The 
old man took off his hat in the porch, and his perfectly 
white head, like a summit covered with snow, shone in 
the soft gloom of the great doorway. 

‘Well, Minoret, what do you say to your uncle’s con- 
version ?’ cried the tax-receiver of Nemours, whose name 
was Crémieére. 

‘What do you expect me to say?’ replied the post- 
master, offering him a pinch of snuff. 

‘Well answered, Father Levrault. You cannot say what 
you think, if a certain learned writer was correct in saying 
that a man must necessarily think his words before he 
can speak his thought,’ mischievously exclaimed a young 
man who had just come up, and who played in Nemours 
the part of Mephistopheles in ‘ Faust.’ 
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This rascally fellow, named Goupil, was head clerk to 
Monsieur Crémiére-Dionis, the notary of the town. 
Notwithstanding the antecedents of an almost crapulous 
career, Dionis had taken Goupil into his office when ab- 
solute destitution hindered him from remaining any longer 
at Paris, where the clerk had spent all the money left him 
by his father, a well-to-do farmer, who meant him to 
become a notary. Only to see Goupil was enough 
to tell you that he had made haste to enjoy life; for, 
to procure himself pleasure, he must have paid dearly for 
it. Though very short, the clerk, at seven-and-twenty, 
had a form as burly as that of any man of forty. Short, 
thin legs, a broad face with a mottled, muddy skin, like 
the sky before a storm, and a bald forehead, gave emphasis 
to this strange figure. His face looked as if it belonged 
to a hunchback, whose hump was an internal deformity. 
A peculiarity of this sour, pale face confirmed the notion 
of this invisible malformation. His nose, hooked and 
twisted, as is often the case with hunchbacks, had a 
crossway slope from right to left, instead of dividing the 
face down the middle. His mouth, pinched at the cor- 
ners—the sardonic mouth—was always eager for irony. 
His thin, reddish hair fell in dank locks, showing the 
head through here and there. His great hands and 
clumsy wrists, at the end of overlong arms, were like 
talons, and very seldom clean. Goupil wore shoes only 
fit to be thrown into the dust-heap, and rusty-black, spun- 
silk stockings; his black coat and trousers, rubbed per- 
fectly threadbare, and almost greasy with dirt ; his abject 
waistcoats, with buttons from which the mould had 
slipped out; the old bandana he wore as a cravat—every 
part of his dress proclaimed the cynical misery to which 
his passions condemned him. 

This aggregate of sinister details was completed by a 
pair of goat’s eyes, the iris set in yellow rings, at once 
lascivious and cowardly. No man in Nemours was more 
feared or more respectfully treated than Goupil. Strong 
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in pretensions which his ugliness allowed, he had the de- 
testable wit that is peculiar to persons who take every 
liberty, and he made use of it to be revenged for the 
mortifications of his permanent jealousy. He rhymed 
satirical couplets such as are sung at the Carnival, he 
got up farcical demonstrations, and himself wrote almost 
the whole of the local newspaper gossip. Dionis, a keen, 
false nature, and therefore a timid one, kept Goupil as 
much out of fear as on account of his intelligence and 
his thorough knowledge of family interests in the neigh- 
bourhood. But the master so little trusted the clerk 
that he managed his accounts himself, did not allow him 
to lodge at his house, and never employed him on any 
confidential or delicate business. “The clerk flattered his 
master, never showing the resentment he felt at this 
conduct ; and he watched Madame Dionis with an eye 
to revenge. He had a quick intelligence, and worked 
well and easily. 

‘Oh you! You are laughing already at our misfor- 
tunes,’ said the postmaster to the clerk, who was rubbing 
his hands. 

As Goupil basely flattered every passion of Désiré’s, 
who for the last five years had made him his companion, 
the postmaster treated him cavalierly enough, never sus- 
pecting what a horrible store of evil feeling was accumu- 
lating at the bottom of Goupil’s heart at each fresh thrust. 
The clerk having come to the conclusion that he, more 
than any one, needed money, and knowing himself to be 
superior to all the good townsfolk of Nemours, aimed at 
making a fortune, and counted on Désiré’s friendship to 
procure for him one of the three good openings in the 
place—the registrarship of the law courts, the business of 
one of the ushers, or that of Dionis. So he patiently 
endured the postmaster’s hectoring, and Madame Minoret- 
Levrault’s disdain, and played an ignominious part to 
oblige Désiré, who, for these two years past, had left him 
to console the Ariadnes he abandoned at the end of the 
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vacation. Thus, Goupil ate the crumbs of the suppers he 
had prepared. 

‘If I had been the old fool’s nephew, he should not 
have made God my co-heir,’ retorted the clerk, with a 
hideous grin that showed his wide-set and threatening 
black teeth. 

At this moment Massin-Levrault, junior, the 
justice’s registrar, came up with his wife, and with him 
was Madame Crémicre the tax-receiver’s wife. This 
man, one of the crudest natives of the little town, had 
a face like a Tartar, small, round eyes like sloes under 
a sloping forehead, crinkled hair, an oily skin, large flat 
ears, a mouth almost without lips, and a thin beard. 
His manners had the merciless smoothness of the vsurer 
whose dealings are based on fixed principles. He spoke 
like a man who has lost his voice. To complete the 
picture, he made his wife and his eldest daughter write 
out the copies of verdicts. 

Madame Crémiére was a very fat woman, doubtfully 
fair, with a thickly freckled complexion; she wore her 
gowns too tight, was great friends with Madame Dionis, 
and passed as well informed because she read novels. 
This lady of finance of the lowest type, full of preten- 
sions to elegance and culture, was awaiting her uncle’s 
fortune to assume ‘a certain style,’ to decorate her 
drawing-room, and ‘receive’ her fellow-townsfolk ; for 
her husband refused to allow her clockwork lamps, 
lithographs, and the trifles she saw in the notary’s wife’s 
drawing-room. She was excessively afraid of Goupil, who 
was always on the watch to repeat her capsulingies—this 
was her way of saying /apsus lingue. One day Madame 
Dionis said to her that she did not know what water to 
use for her teeth. 

‘ Try gum water,’ said she.* 

By this time most of old Doctor Minoret’s collateral 


* Madame Crémitre’s ‘capsulingies’ are impossible to translate; an 
equivalent is all that can be attempted, 
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relations had assembled in the Church Square, and the 
importance of the event which had agitated them 
was so universally understood, that the groups of peasants, 
men and women, armed with red umbrellas and clad 
in the bright hues which make them so picturesque on 
féte-days as they tramp the roads, all had their eyes 
turned on the doctor’s presumptive heirs. In those little 
towns, which hold a middle rank between the larger 
villages and the great cities, people who do not attend 
mass linger on the Square. They discuss business. 
At Nemours the hour of mass is also that of a weekly 
money-market, to which come the residents in the 
scattered houses froma mile and a half round. This 
accounts for the mutual understanding of the peasants 
as against the masters, on the price of produce in relation 
to labour. 

‘And how would you have hindered it?’ said the 
master to Goupil. 

‘IT would have made myself as indispensable to him 
as the air he breathes. But you did not know how to 
manage him to begin with. An inheritance needs as 
much looking after as a pretty woman, and for lack of 
care both may slip through your fingers. If my master’s 
wife were here, she would tell you how accurate the 
comparison is,’ he added. 

‘But Monsieur Bongrand has just told me we need 
not be uneasy,’ said the Justice’s registrar. 

‘Oh! there are several ways of saying that,’ replied 
Goupil, with a laugh. ‘I should have liked to hear your 
cunning Justice say that! Why, if there were nothing 
more to be done; if I, like him—for he lives at your 
uncle’s,—knew that the game was up, I should say with 
him, “¢ Don’t be at all uneasy.”’ 

And as he spoke the words, Goupil smiled in such a 
comical way, and gave them so plain a meaning, that 
the inheritors at once suspected the registrar of having 
been taken in by the Justice’s cunning. The receiver 
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of taxes, a fat little man, as insignificant as a tax collector 
must be, and as witless as a clever wife could wish, 
demolished his co-heir Massin with: ‘Didn’t I tell 
you so?” 

As double dealers always ascribe their own duplicity 
to others, Massin looked askance at the Justice of the 
peace, who was at this moment standing near the 
church with a former client, the Marquis du Rouvre. 

‘If only I were sure of it!’ said he. 

€'You could nullify the protection he extends to the 
Marquis du Rouvre, who is within the power of the 
law, and liable to imprisonment; he is deluging him 
with advice at this moment,’ said Goupil, insinuating an 
idea of revenge to the registrar. ‘But draw it mild 
with your chief; he is very wide awake; he must have 
some influence over your uncle, and may yet be able to 
prevent his leaving everything to the Church.’ 

‘Pooh! we shall not die of it,’ said Minoret-Levrault, 
opening his huge snuff-box. 

You will not live by it either,’ replied Goupil, 
making the two women shiver; for they, more rapidly 
than their husbands, interpreted as privation the loss of 
the inheritance on which they had counted for comfort. 
©‘ But we will drown this little grievance in floods 
of champagne, in honour of Désiré’s return, won’t 
we, gros pere?’? he added, tapping the colossus in the 
stomach, and thus inviting himself for fear of being 
forgotten. 


Before going any further, the precise reader will per- 
haps be glad to have here a sort of preamble in the form 
of a pedigree, which indeed is very necessary to define 
the degrees of relationship in which the old man, so 
suddenly converted, stood to the three fathers of families 
or their wives. ‘These intermarriages of kindred race 
in provincial life may be the subject of more, than one 
instructive reflection. 
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At Nemours there are not more than three or four 
noble families, of no great rank or fame; among them, 
at the time of our story, shone that of the Portenduéres. 
These exclusive families visit the nobility who possess 
lands and chateaux in the neighbouring country—the 
D’Aiglemonts, for instance, owners of the fine estate of 
Saint-Lange, and the Marquis du Rouvre, on whose 
property, eaten up with mortgages, the townsfolk kept 
a greedy eye. The nobility who live in the towns have 
no wealth. Madame de Portenduére’s whole estate con- 
sisted of a farm, yielding four thousand seven hundred 
francs a year, and her housein the town. In the opposite 
scale to this miniature Faubourg St. Germain are half a 
score of rich citizens, retired millers and tradespeople, 
in short, a miniature middle class, below whom struggle 
the small shopkeepers, the labouring class, and the 
peasants. This middle class affords here, as in the Swiss 
cantons and other small communities, the curious pheno- 
menon of the dispersal of a few families native to the 
soil, perhaps ancient Gaulish clans, settling on a district, 
pervading it, and making all the inhabitants cousins. 
At the time of Louis x1., the period when the third estate 
at last took the by-names they were known by as per- 
manent surnames, some of which presently mingled with 
those of the feudal class, the citizens of Nemours were all 
Minoret, Massin, Levrault, or Crémiére. By Louis xu11.’s 
time these four families had given rise to Massin- 
Crémiére, Levrault-Massin, Massin-Minoret, Minoret- 
Minoret, Crémiére-Levrault, Levrault-Minoret-Massin, 
Massin-Levrault, Minoret-Massin, Massin-Massin, and 
Crémiére-Massin ; all further diversified by ‘junior’ and 
‘eldest son’; or by Crémiére-Frangois, Levrault- Jacques, 
and Jean-Minoret, enough to madden a Father Anselme, 
if the populace ever needed a genealogist. 

The changes in this domestic kaleidoscope with four 
separate elements were so complicated by births and 
marriages, that the pedigree of the citizens of Nemours 
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would have puzzled even the compilers of the Almanac 
de Gotha, notwithstanding the atomic science with which 
they work out the zigzags of German alliances. Fora 
long time the Minorets held the tanneries, the Crémiéres 
were the millers, the Massins went into business, the 
Levraults remained farmers. 

Happily for the country, these four stocks struck out 
rather than round the trunk, or threw out suckers by 
the expatriation of sons who sought a living elsewhere: 
there are Minorets, cutlers, at Melun, Levee at 
Montargis, Massins at Orleans, and Crémiéres who have 
grown rich at Paris. Very various are the destinies of 
these bees that have swarmed outside the native hive. 
Rich Massins employ labouring Massins, just as there are 
German princes in the service of Austria or Prussia. In 
the same department may be seen a Minoret millionaire 
protected by a Minoret soldier with the same blood in 
their veins; but having only their names in common, 
these four shuttles had unceasingly woven a human web, 
of which each piece turned out a gown or a clout, the 
finest lawn or the coarsest lining. The same blood 
throbbed in their head, feet, or heart, in toiling hands, 
damaged lungs, or a brow big with genius. The heads 
of the clan faithfully clung to the little town where the 
ties of relationship could be relaxed or tightened, as the 
results of this community of names might dictate. 

In every country, with a change of names, you will 
find the same fact; but bereft of the poetry with which 
feudality had invested it, and which Walter Scott has 
reproduced with so much talent. 

Look a little higher, and study humanity in history. 
All the noble families of the eleventh century, now almost 
all extinct excepting the royal race of Capet, must have 
co-operated towards the birth of a Rohan, a Mont- 
morency, a Bauffremont, a Mortemart of the present 
day ; at last, all would co-exist in the blood of the 
humblest man of really gentle birth. In other words, 
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every citizen is cousin to other citizens, every noble is 
cousin to other nobles. As we are told in the sublime 
page of Biblical genealogy, in a thousand years the three 
families of Shem, Ham, and Japhet could people the 
whole earth. A family can become a nation ; and, un- 
fortunately, a nation may become one single family. To 
prove this we have only to apply to a family pedigree— 
in which the ancestors multiply backwards in geometrical 
progression—the sum worked out by the sage who in- 
vented the game of chess. He claimed, as his reward 
from the Persian king, an ear of corn for the first square 
en the board, two for the second, and so on, doubling 
the number every time, and proved that the whole 
kingdom could not pay it. This network of the nobility 
entangled in the network of the middle class, this 
antagonism of blood—the one class protected by rigid 
traditions, the other by the active endurance of labour 
and the craft of trade instincts—brought about the 
Revolution of 1789. The two strains, almost united, 
are to be seen to-day face to face with collaterals bereft 
of their inheritance. What will they do? Our political 
future is big with the reply. 

The family of the man who, in Louis xv.’s time, was 
the representative Minoret, was so large, that one of the 
five—the very Minoret whose coming to church was 
making such a sensation—went to seek his fortune in 
Paris, and appeared in his native town only at long 
intervals, whither he came, no doubt, to acquire his 
share of the inheritance at the death of his grandparents. 
After suffering a great deal, as all young men must who 
are gifted with a strong will and desire a place in the 
brilhant world of Paris, this son of the Minorets made 
a career more splendid perhaps than he had dreamed of 
at the beginning ; for he devoted himself to medicine, 
one of the professions in which both talent and good 
luck are needed, and good luck even more than talent. 
Supported by Dupont (of Nemours), brought by a happy 
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chance into contact with the Abbé Morellet (whom 
Voltaire nicknamed AZords les), and patronised by the 
encyclopedists, Doctor Minoret attached himself with 
fanatical devotion to the great physician Bordeu, Diderot’s 
friend. D’Alembert, Helvétius, Baron d’Holbach, and 
Grimm, to whom he was a mere boy, ended, no doubt, 
like Bordeu, by taking an interest in Minoret, who in 
1777 had a fine connection among the deists, encyclo- 
pedists, sensualists, materialists—call them as you will— 
the wealthy philosophers of that day. Though he was 
very little of a quack, he invented a famous remedy, 
Leliévre’s balsam, which was cried up in the Aercure de 
France, and which was permanently advertised on the 
last page of that paper, the encyclopedists’ organ. The 
apothecary Leliévre, a clever man of business, discerned 
a success where Doctor Minoret had seen nothing more 
than a preparation to be included in the pharmacopceia ; 
he honestly divided the profits with the doctor, who 
was Rouelle’s pupil in chemistry, as he was Bordeu’s in 
medicine. It would have needed less to make him a 
materialist. 

In 1778, when Rousseau’s Nouvelle Héloise was the 
rage, and men sometimes married for love, he married 
the daughter of Valentin Mirouét, the famous harpsi- 
chord player, herself a fine musician, but weakly and 
delicate, who died of the Revolution. Minoret was 
intimate with Robespierre, to whom he had once caused 
a gold medal to be awarded for a dissertation on these 
questions : ‘ What is the origin of the opinion by which 
part of the shame attaching to the disgraceful punishment 
of a guilty man is reflected on all his family? Is this 
opinion generally useful or mischievous? And, supposing 
it to be mischievous, by what means can we avert the 
disastrous results?’ “The Academy of Arts and Sciences 
at Metz, to which Minoret belonged, must still have the 
original copy of this discourse. Although, thanks to this 
friendship, the doctor’s wife had nothing to fear, she lived 
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in such dread of being sent to the scaffold that this 
invincible terror aggravated an aneurism due to a too 
sensitive nature. In spite of all the precautions a man 
could take who idolised his wife, Ursule met the tumbrel 
full of condemned victims, and among them, as it 
happened, Madame Roland. ‘The spectacle caused her 
death. Minoret, who had spoiled his Ursule, and refused 
her nothing, so that she had led a life of extravagant 
luxury, at her death found himself almost a poor man. 
Robespierre appointed him first physician to a hospital. 

Although the name of Minoret had been somewhat 
famous during the vehement discussions to which Mes- 
merism had given rise, a fame which had recalled him now 
and then to his relations’ memory, the Revolution was so 
powerful a solvent, and broke up so many family connec- 
tions, that in 1813 no one at Nemours knew even of 
Doctor Minoret’s existence, when an unexpected meeting 
suggested to him the idea of returning, as hares do, to die 
in his form. 

In travelling through France, where the eye is so soon 
fatigued by the monotony of the wide plains, who has 
not known the delightful sensation of discerning, from 
the top of a hill where the road turns or descends, and 
where he expected to see a dull landscape, a green valley 
watered by a stream, and a little town sheltered under a 
cliff, like a hive in the hollow of an old willow-tree? As 
he hears the postillion’s cry of ‘Come up!’ while he walks 
at his horse’s side, the traveller shakes off sleep, and 
admires as a dream within a dream some lovely scene 
which is to the stranger what a fine passage in a book is 
to the reader—a brilliant idea of Nature’s. This is the 
effect produced by the sudden view of Nemours on the 
road from Burgundy. It is seen from the height in an 
amphitheatre of naked rocks, grey, white, and black, like 
those which are scattered throughout the Forest of 
Fontainebleau ; and from among them shoot up solitary 
trees, standing out against the sky, and giving a rural 
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aspect to this sort of tumbledown rampart. This is the 
end of the long wooded slope which rises from Nemours 
to Bouron, sheltering the road on one side. At the foot 
of these cliffs spreads a meadow-land, through which the 
Loing flows, in level pools ending in little waterfalls. 
This exquisite tract of country, cut through by the 
Montargis road, is like an elaborate opera scene, the 
effects seem so carefully worked up. 

One morning the doctor, who had been sent for by a 
rich invalid in Burgundy, and who was hastening back to 
Paris, not having mentioned at the last change of horses 
which road he wished to take, was unwittingly brought 
through Nemours, and between two naps saw once more 
the landscape familiar to his childhood. ‘The doctor had 
by this time lost many of his old friends. The disciple 
of the Encyclopedia had lived to see La Harpe a convert, 
had buried Lebrun-Pindare, and Marie-Joseph de Chénier, 
and Morellet, and Madame Helvétius. He had seen the 
quasi overthrow of Voltaire under the attacks of Geoffroy, 
Fréron’s successor. Hence he was thinking of retiring. 
And when the post-chaise stopped at the top of the High 
Street of Nemours, his good feeling prompted him to 
inquire after his family. iioréealciente himself came 
out to see the doctor, who recognised in the postmaster 
his eldest brother’s son. ‘This nephew introduced as his 
wife the only daughter of old Levrault-Crémiére, who, 
twelve years ago, had left her the posting business and 
the handsomest inn in Nemours. 

‘Well, nephew,’ said the doctor, ‘and have I any other 
heirs?” 

‘My aunt Minoret, your sister, married a Massin- 
Massin.’ 

‘ Yes, the intendant at Saint-Lange.’ 

‘She died a widow, leaving one daughter, who has 
lately married a Crémiére-Crémieére, a very nice fellow, 
who so far has no appointment.’ 

‘To be sure; she is my own niece. Now, as my 
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brother at ‘sea died unmarried, and Captain Minoret was 
killed at Monte-Legino, and I am here, that is an end 
of my father’s family. Have I any relations on my 
mother’s side? She was a Jean-Massin-Levrault.’ 

‘Of the Jean-Massin-Levraults,’ replied Minoret- 
Levrault, ‘only one daughter survived, who married 
Monsieur Crémiére-Levrault-Dionis, a dealer in corn 
and forage, who died on the scaffold. His wife died of a 
broken heart, and quite ruined, leaving one girl, married 
to a Levrault-Minoret, a farmer at Montereau, who is 
doing well; and their daughter has just married a Massin- 
Levrault, a notary’s clerk at Montargis, where his father 
is a locksmith.’ 

‘So I have no lack of inheritors,’ said the doctor 
cheerfully, and he determined to walk round Nemours 
in his nephew’s company. 

The Loing meanders through the town, tringed with 
terraced gardens and neat houses that look as if happiness 
should inhabit there rather than elsewhere. When the 
doctor turned out of the High Street into the Rue des 
Bourgeois, Minoret-Levrault pointed out the property of 
Monsieur Levrault, a rich ironmaster at Paris, who, he 
said, was lately dead. 

‘ There, uncle,’ said he, ‘is a pretty house to be sold, 
with a beautiful garden down to the river.’ 

‘ Let us go in,’ said the doctor, seeing a house at the 
further side of a paved courtyard, shut in by the walls of 
houses on either side, hidden by clumps of trees and 
climbing plants. 

‘It is built on cellars,’ said the doctor as he went in, 
up a high outside stairway, decorated with blue and white 
earthenware pots in which the geraniums were still in 
bloom. The house, like most provincial residences, was 
pierced by a passage down the middle, leading from the 
courtyard to the garden ; to the right was a single sitting- 
room with four windows, two to the yard, and two to the 
garden; but Levrault-Levrault had turned one of these 
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into an entrance to a long conservatory built of brick, 
leading from the room to the river, where it ended in a 
hideous Chinese summer-house. 

‘Very good!’ said the doctor. ‘By roofing and 
flooring this conservatory I could make a place for my 
books, and turn that amazing piece of architecture into a 
pretty little study.’ 

On the other side of the passage, looking on to the 
garden, was a dining-room, decorated in imitation of 
lacquer, with a black ground and green and gold flowers ; 
this was divided from the kitchen by the staircase. A 
little pantry behind the lower flight led from the dining- 
room to the kitchen, which had barred windows looking 
out on the courtyard. On the first floor were two sets 
of rooms, and above that wainscotted attics, quite habit- 
able. After a brief inspection of this house, which was 
covered with green vine-trellis from top to bottom, on 
the courtyard front as well as on the garden side, with a 
terrace to the river edged with earthenware flower-vases, 
the doctor remarked— 

‘ Levrault-Levrault must have spent a good deal 
here!” 

‘Oh, his weight in gold!’ replied Minoret-Levrault. 
‘He had a passion for flowers—such folly! ‘ What profit 
do they bring?” as my wife says. As you see, a painter 
came from Paris to paint his corridor with flowers in 
fresco. He put in whole plate mirrors everywhere. The 
ceilings were done up with cornices that cost six francs 
a foot. In the dining-room, the floor is of the finest 
inlay—such folly! ‘The house is not worth a penny the 
more for it.’ 

‘Well, nephew, buy it for me. Let me know when 
it is settled; here is my address. The rest my lawyer will 
attend to.—Who lives opposite ?’ he asked as they went 
out. 

‘Some émigrés, said the postmaster ; ‘a Chevalier de 
Portenduere.’ 
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When the house was bought, the distinguished 
physician, instead of coming to live in it, wrote orders 
to his nephew to let it. Levrault’s Folly was taken by 
the notary of Nemours, who sold his business to Dionis 
his head clerk, and who died two years after, leaving the 
doctor burthened with a house to let just at the time 
when Napoleon’s fate was being sealed in the neighbour- 
hood. The doctor’s heirs, somewhat taken in, had at 
first supposed his wish to return to be a rich man’s whim, 
and were in despair when, as they imagined, he had ties 
in Paris which kept him there, and would rob them of 
his leavings. However, Minoret-Levrault’s wife seized 
this opportunity of writing to the doctor. The old man 
replied that as soon as peace should be signed, the roads 
cleared of soldiers, and communications free once more, 
he meant to live at Nemours. He made his appearance 
there with two of his clients, the architect to the hospital, 
and an upholsterer who undertook the repairs, the 
rearrangement of the rooms, and the removal of his 
furniture. Madame Minoret-Levrault proposed to him 
as caretaker the cook of the departed notary, and this he 
agreed to. 

When the heirs learned that their uncle, or great-uncle 
Minoret, was really going to live at Nemours, their 
families were seized by an absorbing but almost legitimate 
curiosity, in spite of the political events which just then 
more especially agitated the district of the Gatinais and 
Brie. Was their uncle rich? Was he economical or 
extravagant? Would he leave a fine fortune or nothing 
at all? Had he invested in annuities? All this they 
at last came to know, but with infinite difficulty, and by 
means of much backstairs spying. 

After the death of his wife Ursule Mirouét, from 1789 
to 1813, the doctor, who in 1805 had been appointed 
consulting physician to the Emperor, must have made a 
great deal of money, but no one knew how much; he 
lived very simply, with no expenses beyond a carriage by 
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the year, and a splendid apartment; he never entertained, 
and almost always dined out. His housekeeper, furious 
at not being asked to go with him to Nemours, told Zélie 
Levrault, the postmaster’s wife, that to her knowledge 
he had fourteen thousand francs a year in consols. Now, 
after practising for twenty years in a profession which 
such appointments as head physician to a hospital, as 
physician to the Emperor, and as member of the Institut 
could not fail to have made lucrative, these fourteen 
thousand francs a year as dividends on repeated invest- 
ments argued no more than a hundred and sixty thousand 
francs in savings! And to have laid by no more than 
eight thousand francs a year, the doctor must have had 
many vices or virtues to indulge. Still, neither the 
housekeeper, nor Zélie, nor any one else could divine the 
secret of so small a fortune. Minoret, who was greatly 
regretted in his own neighbourhood, was one of the most 
liberal benefactors in Paris, and, like Larrey, kept his acts 
of benevolence a profound secret. 

So it was with the liveliest satisfaction that his heirs 
watched the arrival of their uncle’s handsome furniture 
and extensive library, and knew him to be an officer of 
the Legion of Honour, and made Chevalier of the Order 
of Saint-Michael by the King, in consequence, perhaps, 
of his retirement, which made way for some favourite. 
But the architect, the painters, and the upholsterers had 
finished everything in the most comfortable fashion, and 
still the doctor came not. Madame Minoret-Levrault, 
who watched the upholsterer and the architect as though 
her own property were at stake, discovered, through the 
inadvertence of a young man sent to put the books in 
order, that the doctor had in his care an orphan named 
Ursule. This news caused strange dismay in the town 
of Nemours. At last the old man came home in about 
the middle of January 1815, and settled down without 
any fuss, bringing with him a little girl of ten months 
and her nurse. 
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‘Ursule cannot be his daughter; he is seventy-one 
years old!’ cried the alarmed expectants. 

‘Whoever she may be, she will give us plenty of 
bother,’ said Madame Massin. 

The doctor’s reception of his grand-niece on the 
mother’s side was cold enough; her husband had just 
bought the place of registrar to the Justice of the peace, 
and they were the first to venture on any allusion to the 
difficulties of their position. Massin and his wife were 
not rich, Massin’s father, an ironworker at Montargis, 
had been obliged to compound with his creditors, and 
worked now, at the age of sixty-seven, as hard as a young 
man; he would have nothing to leave. Madame 
Massin’s father, Levrault-Minoret, had lately died at 
Montereau of grief at the results of the fighting—his 
farm burnt down, his fields destroyed, and his cattle 
killed and eaten. 

‘We shall get nothing out of your great-uncle,’ said 
Massin to his wife, who was expecting her second baby. 

But the doctor secretly gave them ten thousand 
francs, with which the registrar, as the friend of the 
notary and of the usher of Nemours, had begun money- 
lending ; and he made the peasants pay such usurious 
interest that, at this later day, Goupil knew him to 
possess about eighty thousand francs of unconfessed 
capital. 

As to his other niece, the doctor, by his influence in 
Paris, procured the post of receiver of public moneys at 
Nemours for Crémiére, and advanced the necessary 
security. Though Minoret-Levrault wanted nothing, 
Zélie, very jealous of her uncle’s liberality to his two 
nieces, came to see him with her son, then ten years old, 
whom she was about to send to school in Paris, where, 
as she said, education was very costly. As physician to 
Monsieur de Fontanes, the Doctor obtained a_half- 
scholarship at the College of Louis le Grand for his 
grand-nephew, who was placed in the fourth class. 
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Crémiére, Massin, and Minoret-Levrault, all three 
very common men, were condemned beyond appeal by 
the doctor during the first two or three months, while 
they were trying to circumvent their future prospects 
rather than himself. Persons who act by instinct have 
this disadvantage as compared with those who have 
ideas—they are more easily seen through. ‘The inspira- 
tions of instinct are too elementary, and appeal too 
directly to the eye, not to be detected at once; while to 
penetrate ideas, the devices of the mind, equal intelligence 
is needed on both sides. 

Having thus purchased the gratitude of his heirs, and 
to some extent stopped their mouths, the wily doctor 
alleged his occupations, his habits, and the care he gave 
to little Ursule, so as not to receive their visits, without 
however shutting his door to them: ‘He liked to dine 
alone ; he went to bed and rose late; he had come back 
to his native place to enjoy repose and solitude.’ ‘These 
whims in an old man seemed natural enough, and his 
expectant heirs were satisfied to pay him a weekly visit 
on Sundays between one and four, to which he vainly 
tried to put a stop by saying— 

‘Only come to see me when you want me.’ 

The doctor, though he did not refuse his advice in 
serious cases, especially among the poor, would not 
become physician to the little asylum at Nemours, and 
declared that he would no longer practise. 

‘IT have killed enough people !’ said he, laughing, to 
the Curé Chaperon, who, knowing his benevolence, 
pleaded for the poor. 

‘ He is quite an oddity.’ 

This verdict on Doctor Minoret was the harmless 
revenge of wounded vanity, for the physician formed 
a little society for himself of persons who deserve 
to be contrasted with the heirs. Now, those of the 
town magnates who thought themselves worthy to swell 
the Court circle of a man wearing the black ribbon of 
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Saint Michael, nourished a ferment of jealousy against 
the doctor and his privileged friends which, unhappily, 
was not impotent. 

By a singularity which can only be explained by the 
saying that ‘Extremes meet,’ the materialist doctor and 
the priest of Nemours very soon were friends. The old 
man was very fond of backgammon, the favourite game 
of the clergy, and the Abbé was a match for the 
physician. This game thus became the first bond 
between them. Then Minoret was charitable, and the 
Curé of Nemours was the Fénelon of the Gatinais. 
They both were men of varied information ; thus, in all 
Nemours, the man of God was the only man who could 
understand the atheist. In order to discuss any matter, 
two men must understand each other to begin with. 
What pleasure is there in saying sharp things to any one 
who does not feelthem? ‘The doctor and the priest had 
too much good taste, and had seen too much good 
company, not to observe its rules; they could therefore 
carry on the little warfare that is so necessary to con- 
versation. Each hated the other’s opinions, but they 
esteemed each other’s character. If such contrasts and 
such sympathies are not the essential elements of intimacy, 
must we not despair of society, since, especially in France, 
some antagonism is indispensable to it? Contrariety of 
characters, not antagonism of opinions, is what gives rise 
to antipathies. So the Abbé Chaperon was the doctor’s 
first friend at Nemours. 

This priest, now sixty years of age, had been Curé of 
Nemours ever since the re-establishment of Catholic 
worship. He had refused promotion to be vicar-general 
of his diocese out of attachment to his flock. If those 
who were indifferent to religion thought the better of 
him for it, the faithful loved him all the more. Thus 
venerated by his flock, and esteemed by the community, 
the cur€ did good without inquiring too closely as to 
the religious views of those who were unfortunate. His 
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own dwelling, scarcely supplied with furniture enough 
for the strictest necessities of life, was as cold and bare as 
a miser’s hovel. Avarice and charity betray themselves 
by similar results ; does not charity lay up in heaven the 
treasure that the miser hoards on earth? The Abbé 
Chaperon took his servant to task for every expense, 
more severely than Gobseck ever scolded his—if, indeed, 
that notorious Jew ever had a servant. ‘The good priest 
often sold his silver shoe buckles and breeches buckles to 
give the money to some poor wretch he had found 
destitute. On seeing him come out of church with the 
tongues of his knee-straps pulled through the button- 
holes, the devout ladies of the town would trot off to 
look for the curé’s buckles at the one jeweller’s and 
watchmaker’s shop in Nemours, and reproach their pastor 
as they restored them to him. He never bought himself 
linen or clothes, and wore them till they were dropping 
to pieces. His underclothing, thick with darns, fretted 
his skin like a hair-shirt. “Then Madame de Portenduére, 
or some other good soul, plotted with his housekeeper to 
replace his old shirts or cloth clothes by new ones while 
he slept; and the priest did not always immediately 
perceive the exchange. He dined off pewter, with iron 
forks and spoons; when, on great occasions, he had to 
receive his subordinate clergy and other curés, a duty 
that falls on the head of a district, he borrowed silver and 
table-linen from his friend the atheist. 

‘My plate is working out its salvation,’ the doctor 
would say. 

His good deeds, which were sooner or later found out, 
and which he always reinforced with spiritual comfort, 
were carried out with sublime simplicity. And such a 
life was all the more meritorious because the Abbé was 
full of erudition, as vast as it was various, and a man of 
superior abilities. In him refinement and elegance, the 
inseparable attributes of simplicity, added charm to clocu- 
tion worthy of a prelate. His manners, his character, 
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and his conduct gave to his society the exquisite flavour 
of all that is at once candid and subtle in a lofty intellect. 
Enjoying pleasantry, in a drawing-room he was never 
the priest. Until Doctor Minoret’s arrival, this worthy 
man left his light under a bushel without a regret; but 
he no doubt liked him the better for calling it into play. 

Possessed of a fairly good library and two thousand 
francs a year when he came to Nemours, in 1829 the 
curé had nothing left but the income from his church, 
and that he gave away almost entirely year by year. A 
man of good judgment in delicate affairs or in misfortune, 
more than one of those who never went to church in 
search of consolation went to the priest’s house in quest 
of advice. An anecdote will suffice to complete this 
portrait of a character. Certain peasants, seldom it is 
true, but bad folks at any rate, said they were in danger 
of imprisonment for debt, or had themselves sued falsely, 
to stimulate the Abbé’s beneficence. “They deceived their 
wives ; and the women, seeing themselves threatened with 
eviction and their cows seized, by their innocent tears 
deceived the poor curé, who would find the seven or 
eight hundred francs demanded, which the peasants would 
spend on a little plot of ground. When some pious 
persons, churchwardens, pointed out the fraud, begging 
the curé to consult them for the future, that he might 
not be the victim of greed, he replied— 

‘Perhaps those men would have committed some 
crime to get their acre of land, and is it not a form of 
good to hinder evil ?’ 

The reader may perhaps find pleasure in this sketch of 
a figure, remarkable because science and literature had 
entered that heart and that capable brain without cor- 
rupting them in any way. 

At sixty years of age the Abbé Chaperon’s hair was 
perfectly white, so keenly was he alive to the sufferings 
of others, and so deeply had the events of the Revolution 
affected him. Twice imprisoned for having twice refused 
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to take certain oaths, he had twice (to use his own 
expression) said his Ja manus. He was of middle height, 
neither stout nor thin. His face, deeply furrowed, 
hollow - cheeked, and colourless, attracted the eye at 
once by the perfect calm of the lines and the purity 
of its outline, which looked as if fringed with light. 
There is a mysterious kind of radiance from the face 
of a perfectly chaste man. Brown eyes, with bright 
pupils, gave life to irregular features, under a powerful 
forehead. His gaze exercised a dominion that may be 
explained by its sweetness, which did not exclude strength. 
The arches of his brows were like deep vaults, shadowed 
by thick grey eyebrows, which frightened no one. As 
he had lost many teeth, his mouth was shapeless, and his 
cheeks were hollow; but this ruin was not without 
charm, and his kindly wrinkles seemed always to be 
smiling at you. 

He walked with difficulty, having very tender feet, 
without being gouty; so in all weathers he wore soft 
calf-skin shoes. He thought trousers unsuitable to a 
priest, and always appeared in stout, black, worsted 
stockings, knitted by his housekeeper, and black cloth 
knee-breeches. He did not go out in his priest’s gown, 
but in a brown overcoat and the three-cornered hat he 
had always bravely worn, even in the worst times. This 
fine and noble old man, whose face was always beautified 
by the serenity of a blameless soul, was destined to have 
so great an influence on men and things in this narrative 
that it was necessary to go to the sources of his authority. 

Minoret took in three papers—one liberal, one minis- 
terial, and one ultra—some periodical magazines and 
scientific journals, of which the accumulation swelled his 
library. ‘These journals, the encyclopedist, and his books 
were an attraction to a retired captain of the Royal 
Swedish regiment, Monsieur de Jordy, a gentleman, a 
Voltairean, and an old bachelor, who lived on sixteen 
hundred francs a year, partly pension, and partly an 
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annuity. After reading the papers for some days, through 
the intervention of the curé, M. de Jordy thought it 
becoming to call and thank the doctor. From his very 
first visit the old captain, formerly a professor in the 
military college, won the doctor’s good graces, and the 
visit was promptly returned. 

Monsieur de Jordy, a lean, dry little man, but tormented 
by blood to the head, though he had a very pale face, 
was striking-looking by reason of a fine forehead, like 
Charles x11., over which his hair was cropped short, like 
that of the soldier-king. His blue eyes, which would 
make one think ‘ Love has passed that way,’ though they 
were deeply sad, were interesting at first sight, for their 
gaze betrayed remembrance ; but on this point he kept 
his own secret so completely that his old friends never 
detected him in any allusion to his past life, nor ever 
heard one of the exclamations which are sometimes called 
forth by a similarity in misfortune. He hid the painful 
mystery of his past under philosophical gaiety ; but when 
he thought himself alone, his movements, weighted by a 
slowness evidently deliberate rather than senile, bore 
witness to an ever-present painful thought. The Abbé, 
indeed, had called him ‘The Christian without knowing 
Ge. 

Always wearing a blue cloth suit, his somewhat stiff 
demeanour, and his style of dress, betrayed old habits of 
military discipline. His voice, soft and musical, spoke to 
the soul. His fine hands, and the shape of his face, 
recalling that of the Comte d’Artois, by showing how 
handsome he must have been in his youth, made the 
mystery of his life even more impenetrable. It was im- 
possible not to wonder what was the disaster that had 
stricken a man so handsome, with courage, grace, learning, 
and all the most delightful qualities of heart which had 
formerly been united in his person. Monsieur de Jordy 
always shuddered at the name of Robespierre. He used 
a great deal of snuff, but, strange to say, he gave it up 
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for little Ursule, who at first showed a dislike to him in 
consequence of this habit. Whenever he saw the child, 
the captain would gaze at her with lingering, almost 
passionate looks. He was so devoted to her games, and 
took so much interest in her, that this affection drew still 
tighter his tie to the doctor, who, on his part, never 
dared say to the old bachelor— 

‘ Have you too lost children ?’ 

There are beings, good and patient as he was, who go 
through life with a bitter memory in their hearts, and a 
smile, at once tender and sorrowful, on their lips, bearing 
in them the answer to the riddle, but never allowing it to 
be guessed—out of pride, or scorn, or perhaps revenge— 
having none but God to trust in or to comfort them. 
At Nemours, whither, like the doctor, he had come to 
die in peace, Monsieur de Jordy visited nobody but the 
curé, who was always at the service of his parishioners, 
and Madame de Portenduére, who went to bed at nine 
o’clock. ‘Thus he, weary of the struggle, had at last taken 
to going to bed early too, notwithstanding the thorns 
that stuffed his pillow. Thus it was a happy chance for 
the doctor, as well as for the captain, to meet a man who 
had known the same society, who spoke the same language, 
with whom he could exchange ideas, and who went to 
bed late. When once Monsieur de Jordy, the Abbé 
Chaperon, and Minoret had spent an evening together, 
they found it so pleasant that the priest and the soldier 
came in every evening at nine o’clock, when, little Ursule 
being in bed, the old man was free. And they all three 
sat talking till midnight, or one o’clock. 

Before long the trio became a quartette. Another man, 
who knew life well, and who had acquired in his profession 
that large-mindedness, learning, accumulated observation, 
shrewdness, and power of conversation which the soldier, 
the physician, and the priest had gained in dealing with 
souls, with diseases, and with teaching—the judge of the 
district, Monsieur Bongrand—got wind of the pleasures 
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of these evenings, and made himself acquainted with the 
doctor. 

Before being appointed Justice at Nemours, Monsieur 
Bongrand had for ten years been attorney at Melun, 
where he himself had pleaded in court, as is usual (in 
France) in towns where there is no bar. At the age of 
forty-five he found himself a widower; but feeling too 
active to do nothing, he had applied for the appointment 
as Justice of the peace at Nemours, which had fallen 
vacant some months before the doctor’s arrival. The 
Keeper of the Seals is always glad to find a practical 
lawyer, and particularly a well-to-do man, to hold these 
important posts. Monsieur Bongrand lived very simply 
at Nemours on his salary of fifteen hundred francs, and 
could thus devote the rest of his income to his son, who 
was studying for the bar at Paris, and at the same time 
working up legal procedure under Derville, the famous 
attorney. 

The elder Bongrand was a good deal like a retired 
brigadier ; his was a face, not naturally pale, but washed 
out, where business, disappointment, and disgust had left 
their marks ; it was wrinkled by much thought, and also 
by the pinched look of a man who is constantly forced 
not to say all he thinks ; but it was often illuminated by 
the smiles peculiar to men who, by turns, believe every- 
thing or believe nothing, who are accustomed to see and 
hear everything without surprise, to sound the depths 
which self-interest reveals at the bottom of men’s hearts. 
Under his hair, which was faded rather than grey, and 
brushed in smooth waves on his head, rose a sagacious 
brow, its yellow tint harmonising with that of his thin 
locks. His face, being rather short, gave him some re- 
semblance to a fox, all the more so because his nose was 
short and sharp. As he spoke, his wide mouth, like that 
of all great talkers, sputtered out a spray of white foam- 
stars, which made his conversation so showery, that 
Goupil used to say, maliciously: ‘You want an umbrella 
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while you listen to him,’ or, ‘The justice of the peace 
rains decisions.’ 

His eyes seemed keen behind his spectacles, but if he 
took them off, his expression was dulled, and he looked 
stupid. Though lively, and even jovial, by his manner 
he gave himself rather too much the airs of a man of 
importance. His hands were almost always in his trousers 
pockets, and he only took them out to settle his spectacles 
on his nose with a sort of mocking gesture, preliminary 
to some acute remark or clinching argument. These 
movements, with his loquacity and his innocent preten- 
tiousness, betrayed the country lawyer ; but such slight 
defects were merely superficial ; he made up for them by 
an acquired geniality, which an exact moralist might 
define as the indulgence inherent in superiority. And if 
he had somewhat the look of a fox, he was also supposed 
to be extremely wily, without being dishonest. His 
cunning was the exercise of perspicacity. Do we not 
call folks cunning who can foresee results, and avoid the 
snares laid for them? ‘The lawyer was fond of whist, a 
game which the doctor and the captain played, and 
which the priest soon learned. 

This little party created an oasis for themselves in 
Minoret’s drawing-room. The Nemours town doctor, 
who was not deficient in education or manners, and who 
respected Minoret as an ornament to the profession, was 
also admitted ; but his business and fatigues, which com- 
pelled him to 20 to bed early that he might rise betimes, 
hindered him from being so regular a visitor as the 
doctor’s three friends were. 

The meetings of these five superior men, who alone in 
all the town had enough general culture to understand 
each other, accounts for Minoret’s aversion for his heirs ; 
though he might have to leave them his fortune, he could 
not admit them to his society. Whether the postmaster, 
the registrar, and the receiver understood this distinction, 
or were reassured by their uncle’s loyal nature and bene- 
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factions, they ceased at any rate to call on him, to his 
very great satisfaction. 

The four old players of whist and backgammon had, 
within seven or eight months of the doctor’s settling at 
Nemours, formed a compact and exclusive little circle, 
which came to each of them asa sort of autumnal brother- 
hood, quite unlooked for, and therefore all the sweeter 
and more enjoyable. This family party of choice spirits 
found in Ursule a child whom each could adopt after his 
manner: the priest thought of her soul, the lawyer made 
himself her protector, the soldier promised himself that 
he would be her tutor; as for Minoret, he was father, 
mother, and doctor in one. 

After acclimatising himself, as it were, the old man 
fell into habits of life, regulated as it must be in all 
provincial towns. With Ursule as an excuse, he never 
received any one in the morning, and asked nobody to 
dinner; his friends could join him at six o’clock, and 
remain with him till midnight. The first comers found 
newspapers on the drawing-room table, and read while 
waiting for the others, or sometimes went to meet the 
doctor if he were out walking. These quiet habits were 
not merely the requirement of old age; they were also a 
wise and deep-laid precaution on the part of a man of the 
world to prevent his happiness being troubled by the 
restless curiosity of his relations, or the petty gossip of 
a country town. He would concede nothing to the 
capricious goddess Public Opinion, whose tyranny—one 
of the curses of France—was about to be established, and 
to make our whole country one single province. So as 
soon as the little girl was weaned and could walk, he sent 
away the cook whom his niece, Madame Minoret- 
Levrault, had found for him, on discovering that she 
reported to the postmistress everything that went on in 
his house. 

Little Ursule’s nurse, the widow of a poor labourer 
owning no name but that he was christened by, and who 
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came from Bougival, had lost her last baby at the age of 
six months; and the doctor, knowing her to be an honest 
creature, engaged her as wet nurse, in pity for her destitu- 
tion. Having no money, and coming from La Bresse, 
where her family lived in poverty, Antoinette Patris, 
widow of Pierre dit de Bougival, naturally attached 
herself to Ursule, as foster-mothers do attach themselves 
to a sucking child as it grows up. This blind motherly 
affection was reinforced by domestic attachment. Warned 
beforehand of the doctor’s intentions, La Bougival learned 
to cook on the sly, made herself tidy, and fell into the 
old man’s ways. She took the greatest care of the furni- 
ture and the rooms; in short, she was indefatigable. Not 
only did the doctor insist that his private life should be 
screened from the world; he had reasons of his own for 
keeping all knowledge of his affairs from his heirs. “Thus 
. by the time he had been at Nemours a year, there was no 
one in his house but La Bougival on whose discretion he 
could absolutely rely, and he disguised his real reasons under 
the all-powerful plea of economy. ‘To the great joy of his 
family, he became miserly. Without underhand wheedling, 
solely as a result of her solicitude and devotedness, La 
Bougival, who at the time when this drama opens was 
forty-three years old, was housekeeper to the doctor and 
his little protégée, the pivot on which the whole house 
turned, in fact, his confidential servant. She had been 
named La Bougival! in consequence of the impossibility 
of calling her by her Christian name of Antoinette, for 
names and faces must follow a law of harmony. 

The doctor’s avarice was not an empty word; but it 
was for a purpose. From 1817 he gave up two of 
his newspapers, and ceased to subscribe to periodical 
magazines. His annual outlay, which all Nemours could 
reckon, was not more than eighteen hundred francs. 
Like all old men, his requirements in linen, clothing, 
and shoes were a mere trifle. Every six months he 
made a journey to Paris, no doubt to draw and invest 
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his dividends. In fifteen years he never said a word that 
had anything to do with his affairs. His confidence in 
Bongrand was of later date; he never spoke to him of 
his plans till after the Revolution of 1830. These were 
the only things in the doctor’s life known at that time 
to the townsfolk and his heirs. As to his political 
opinions, as his house was rated at no more than a hundred 
francs in taxes, he never interfered, and would have 
nothing to say to subscriptions on either the Royalist or 
the Liberal side. His well-known horror of priests and 
his deism so little loved demonstrations, that when his 
nephew, Minoret-Levrault, sent a travelling bookseller to 
his house to propose that he should buy the ‘Curé Meslier,’ 
and General Foy’s addresses, he turned the man out of 
the house. ‘Tolerance on such terms was quite inexplic- 
able to the Liberals of Nemours. 

The doctor’s three collateral heirs, Minoret-Levrault 
and his wife, Monsieur and Madame Massin-Levrault, 
junior, Monsieur and Madame Crémiére-Crémiére—who 
shall be called simply Crémiére, Massin, and Minoret, 
since such elaborate distinctions are only needed in the 
Gatinais,—these three families, too busy to create another 
centre, met constantly, as people only meet in small towns. 
‘The postmaster gave a grand dinner on his son’s birth- 
day, a ball at the Carnival, and another on the anniversary 
of his wedding day, and to these he asked all the towns- 
folk of Nemours. The tax-receiver also gathered his 
relations and friends about him twice a year. The 
Justice’s registrar being, as he said, too poor to launch 
out in such extravagance, lived narrowly in a house half 
way down the High Street, of which the ground floor 
was let to his sister, the mistress of the letter-post— 
another benefaction of the doctor’s. But in the course of 
the year these three inheritors or their wives met in the 
town or out walking,at the market in the morning, on their 
door steps, or on Sunday, after mass, on the Church Square, 
as at this moment, so that they saw each other every day. 
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Now for the last three years more especially, the 
doctor’s age, his miserliness, and his fortune justified 
allusions or direct remarks relating to their prospects, 
which, passing from one to another, at last made the 
doctor and his heirs equally famous. For these six 
months not a week had passed without the friends and 
neighbours of the Minoret family speaking to them 
with covert envy of the day when the old man’s eyes 
would be closed, and his money boxes opened. 

‘ Doctor Minoret may be a physician, and have come 
to an understanding with Death,’ said one; ‘but only 
God is eternal.’ 

‘Bah! he will bury us all; he is in better health than 
we are,’ one of the expectant heirs would reply hypo- 
critically. 

‘Well, if you don’t get it, your children will—unless 
that little Ursule ‘ 

‘He will not leave her everything !’ 

Ursule, as Madame Massin had prognosticated, was 
the real bugbear of the family, the Damocles’ sword; 
and Madame Crémiere’s favourite last word, ‘ Those 
who live will know,’ showed plainly enough that they 
wished her ill rather than well. 

- The tax-receiver and the registrar, who were poor by 
comparison with the postmaster, had often, by way of 
conversation, calculated the doctor’s property. As they 
walked along by the canal, or on the high road, if they 
saw their uncle coming they looked at each other piteously. 

‘He has provided himself with some elixir of life, no 
doubt,’ said one. 

‘He is in league with the devil,’ said the other. 

‘He ought to leave us the lion’s share, for that fat 
Minoret wants for nothing.’ 

‘Oh, Minoret has a son who will get rid of a great 
deal of his money for him!’ 

‘How much, now, do you suppose the doctor’s fortune 
may run to?’ said the registrar, 
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‘Well, at the end of twelve years, twelve thousand 
francs saved every year come to a hundred and forty-four 
thousand, and compound interest will have produced at 
least a hundred thousand francs more; but as, under his 
Paris lawyer’s advice, he must have turned his money to 
advantage now and again, and as he would have invested 
up to 1822 at eight or seven and a half per cent. in 
government securities, the old fellow must at this time 
have about four hundred thousand francs to turn over, 
to. say nothing of his fourteen thousand francs at five 
per cent., worth one hundred and sixteen at the pre- 
sent moment. If he were to die to-morrow and leave 
Ursule an equal share, we should get seven to eight 
hundred thousand francs, not to mention the house and 
furniture.’ 

“Well, a hundred thousand to Minoret, a hundred 
thousand to the little girl, and three hundred thousand 
to each of us. That would be the fair thing.’ 

‘Yes, that would keep us in shoe-leather.’ 

‘If he should do that,’ cried Massin, ‘I would sell my 
appointment and buy a fine estate. I would try to be 
made judge at Fontainebleau, and be elected deputy.’ 

‘I would buy a stockbroker’s business,’ said the tax- 
receiver. 

‘Unfortunately, that little girl on his arm and the 
curé have so blockaded him that we cannot get at 
him.’ 

‘At any rate, we are quite certain that he will leave 
nothing to the Church.’ 


It may now be understood that the heirs were in 
agonies at seeing their uncle going to mass. The most 
stupid have wit enough to imagine injury to their in- 
terests. Interest is the moving spirit of the peasant as 
of the diplomate, and on that ground the most stupid in 
appearance may perhaps prove the sharpest. Hence this 
terrible argument: ‘If that little Ursule is able to bring 
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her protector within the pale of the Church, she will 
certainly have power to secure her own inheritance,’ 
blazed out in letters of fire in the mind of the most 
obtuse of the inheritors. "The postmaster had forgotten 
the enigma in his son’s letter in hurrying to the Square ; 
for if the doctor were really in church following the order 
of prayer, they might lose two hundred and fifty thousand 
francs. It must be admitted that their fears were based 
on the strongest and most legitimate of social sentiments, 
namely, on family interest. 

‘Well, Monsieur Minoret,’ said the mayor—a retired 
miller who had turned Royalist, a Levrault-Crémiére— 
‘when the devil was old, the devil a monk would be! 
Your uncle, I am told, has come over to us.’ 

‘ Better late than never, cousin,’ replied the postmaster, 
trying to conceal his annoyance. 

‘How that man would laugh if we were disappointed ! 
He is quite capable of making his son marry that cursed 
little hussy. May the devil get his tail round her!’ 
cried Crémiére, shaking his fist at the mayor as he went 
in under the porch. 

‘What on earth is the matter with old Crémiére ?’ 
said the butcher, the eldest son of a Levrault-Levrault. 
‘Is he not pleased to see his uncle take the road to 
paradise ?’ 

‘Who would ever have believed it ?’ said the registrar. 

‘It is never safe to say to the well, “I will never drink 
of your water !”’ replied the notary, who, seeing the group 
from afar, left his wife to go on to church alone. 

‘Now, Monsieur Dionis,’ said Crémiére, taking the 
lawyer by the arm, ‘what do you advise us to do in these 
circumstances ?” 

‘I advise you,’ said Dionis, addressing the expectant 
heirs, ‘to go to bed and get up at the usual hours, to eat 
your soup before it gets cold, to put your shoes on your 
feet and your hat on your head ; in short, to go on exactly 
as if nothing had happened.’ 
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‘You are a poor comforter!’ said Massin with a 
cunning glance. 

In spite of his short, fat figure, and his thick, crushed- 
looking features, Crémiére-Dionis was as slippery as silk. 
To make a fortune he was in secret partnership with 
Massin, whom he no doubt kept informed when peasants 
were in difficulties, and which plots of ground he might 
devour. So the two men could pick and choose, never 
letting a good chance escape them, and dividing the 
profits of this usury on mortgage, which delays, though 
it cannot hinder, the action of the peasantry on the land. 
Hence Dionis felt a keen interest in the doctor’s will, less 
on account of Minoret the postmaster and Crémiére the 
tax-receiver than for his friend the registrar’s sake. 
Massin’s share would, sooner or later, come to swell the 
capital on which the partners traded in the district. 

‘We must try to find out, through Monsieur Bongrand, 
who has fired this shot,’ replied the lawyer in a low voice, 
as a warning to Massin to lie low. 

‘What are you doing here, Minoret ?’ was suddenly 
heard from a little woman who bore down on the group, 
in the midst of which the postmaster was visible as a 
tower. ‘ You do not know what has become of Désiré, 
and you seem to have taken root there on your two feet 
when I fancied you were on horseback !—Good-morning, 
ladies and gentlemen !’ 

This spare little woman, pale and fair, dressed in a 
cotton gown—white, with a large flowered pattern in 
chocolate-colour—in an embroidered cap trimmed with 
lace, and a small green shaw] over her flat shoulders, was the 
postmistress, who made the stoutest postillions quake, the 
servants, and the carters; who kept the till and the books; 
and managed the house with her finger and eye, as the 
neighbours were in the habit of saying. Like a true, 
thrifty housewife, she had not a single article of jewellery. 
She did not ‘favour frippery and trash,’ as she put it; she 
liked what was durable, and in spite of its being Sunday, 
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she had on her black silk apron with pockets, in which a 
bunch of keys jingled. Her shrill voice was ear-splitting. 
In spite of thc sweet blue of her eyes, her hard gaze was 
in evident harmony with the thin lips of a tightly-set 
mouth, and a high, projecting, and very despotic brow. 
Her glance was sharp, sharper still were her gestures and 
words. ‘Zélie being obliged to have will enough for 
two, had always had enough for three,’ Goupil used to 
say ; and it was he who noted the successive reigns of 
three young post-boys, very neatly kept, whom Zélie had 
set up after seven years’ service. Indeed, the spiteful 
clerk always called them Postillion 1., Postillion 11., and 
Postillion 111. But the small influence exerted in the 
house by these young men, and their perfect obedience, 
proved that Zelie had simply and purely taken an interest 
in really good fellows. 

‘Ay, Zélie values zeal,’ the clerk would reply to any 
one who made such a remark. 

This piece of scandal was, however, improbable. Since 
the birth of her son, whom she nursed herself, though it 
was impossible to see how, the postmistress had thought 
only of adding to her fortune, and devoted herself without 
respite to the management of her immense business. To 
rob her of a truss of straw or a few bushels of oats, to 
detect her in error in the most complicated accounts, was 
a thing impossible, though she wrote a cat’s scrawl, and 
knew nothing of arithmetic beyond addition and sub- 
traction. She walked out solely to inspect her hay, her 
oats, and her after-crops; then she would send her man 
to fetch in the crops, and her postillions to pack the hay, 
and tell them within a hundredweight how much they 
could get off this or that field. “Though she was the 
soul of the huge body known as Minoret-Levrault, and 
led him by his idiotically snub nose, she was liable to 
the frights which more or less constantly agitate those 
who quell and lead wild beasts, and she quarrelled with 
him frequently. The post-boys knew by the rowings 
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they got from Minoret when his wife had scolded him, 
for her rage glanced off on to them. But, indeed, 
Madame Minoret was as shrewd as she was avaricious. 

‘Where would Minoret be without his wife?” was a 
byword in more than one household in the town. 

‘When you hear what is happening to us you will be 
beside yourself too,’ replied the Master of Nemours. 

‘Well, what is it?’ 

© Ursule has taken Doctor Minoret to mass.’ 

Zélie Levrault’s eyes seemed to dilate ; for an instant 
she was silent, yellow with rage; then crying, ‘I must 
see it to believe it,’ she rushed into the church. The 
Host was just elevated. Favoured by the general attitude 
of worship, she was able to look along each row of chairs 
and benches as she went up past the chapels to the place 
where Ursule knelt, and by her side she saw the old man, 
bare-headed. 

If you can recall the portraits of Barbé-Marbois, Boissy- 
d’Anglas, Morellet, Helvétius, and Frederick the Great, 
you will have an exact idea of the head of Doctor Minoret, 
who in his green old age was a good deal like these famous 
personages. These heads, struck as it might seem from 
the same die, for they lend themselves to the medallist’s 
art, present a severe and almost puritanical profile, cold 
colouring, a mathematical brain, a certain narrowness of 
face, as if it had been squeezed, astute eyes, grave lips, 
and something aristocratic in sentiment rather than in 
habits, in the intellect rather than in the character. 
They all have lofty foreheads, receding a little at the 
top, which betrays a tendency to materialism. You will 
find all these leading characteristics of the head, and the 
look of the face, in the portraits of the encyclopedists, of 
the orators of the Girondins, and of the men of that time 
whose religious belief was almost a blank, and who, 
though calling themselves deists, were atheists. A deist 


is an atheist with an eye to the off-chance of some 
advantage. 
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Old Minoret had a forehead of this type, but furrowed 
with wrinkles, and it derived a sort of childlike ingenuous- 
ness from the way in which his silver hair, combed back 
like a woman’s at her toilet, curled in thin locks on his 
black coat ; for he persisted in dressing, as in the days of 
his youth, in black silk stockings, shoes with gold buckles, 
knee-breeches of rich silk, a white waistcoat, across which 
lay the black ribbon of Saint Michael, and a black coat 
with the red rosette in the buttonhole. This character- 
istic head, its cold pallor softened by the ivory-yellow 
tone of old age, was under the full light from a window. 
At the moment when the postmistress came in, the 
doctor’s blue eyes, with slightly reddened lids and 
pathetic lines, were fixed on the altar; new conviction 
had given them a new expression. His spectacles, laid 
in his prayer-book, marked the page where he had ceased 
to read. With his arms folded across his breast, the tall, 
spare old man, standing in an attitude which proclaimed 
the full power of all his faculties, and something immov- 
able in his faith, never ceased from gazing at the altar 
with a humble look, rejuvenescent through hope; not 
choosing to see his nephew’s wife, who stood rooted 
almost face to face with him, as if to reproach him for 
this return to God. 

On seeing every face turned to look at her, Zélie 
hastily retired, and came out on to the Square again less 
precipitately than she had gone into the church ; she had 
counted on that inheritance, and the inheritance was 
becoming problematical. She found the registrar, the 
tax-receiver, and their wives in even greater consternation 
than before. Goupil had taken pleasure in tormenting 
them. 

‘It is not here, on the Square, and under the eyes of the 
whole town, that we can discuss our private affairs,’ said 
the postmistress ; ‘come to my house. You will not be 
in the way, Monsieur Dionis,’ she added to the lawyer. 

So the probable disinheritance of the Massins, the 
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Crémiéres, and the postmaster was to become the talk of 
the country. : 

Just as the heirs and the notary were about to cross 
the Square on their way to the house, the clatter of the 
diligence arriving at top speed made a tremendous noise ; 
it stopped at the coach-office, a few yards from the 
church, at the top of the High Street. 

‘Why, like you, Minoret, I had forgotten Désiré,’ said 
Zélie. ‘Let us go to meet him; he is almost a lawyer 
now, and this business is partly his concern.’ 

The arrival of a diligence is always a diversion, and 
when it is behind time something interesting may be 
expected ; so the crowd rushed to see the ‘ Ducler.’ 

‘There is Désiré,’ was a general cry. 

At once the tyrant and the ringleader of fun in 
Nemours, Désiré’s visits always brought some excite- 
ment to the town. A favourite with the young men, to 
whom he was liberal, his presence was to them a stimu- 
lant ; but his pleasures were so much dreaded, that more 
than one family was glad that his studies for the law 
should be carried on in Paris. Désiré Minoret, slight, 
thin, and fair like his mother, with her blue eyes and 
colourless complexion, smiled at the crowd from the 
coach door, and jumped out to embrace her. A slight 
sketch of this youth will explain Zeélie’s flattered pride 
on beholding him. 

The young law-student wore neat little boots, white 
English drill trousers with patent leather straps, a hand- 
some cravat carefully folded, and a still handsomer pin, 
a smart fancy waistcoat, and in its pocket a flat watch 
with a dangling chain; a short blue cloth overcoat, and 
a grey hat. But vulgar riches were betrayed in the 
gold buttons to his waistcoat, and a ring worn outside 
his gloves of purplish kid. He carried a cane with a 
chased gold knob. 

‘You will lose your watch,’ said his mother as she 
kissed him. 
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‘It is worn so,’ said he, submitting to his father’s 
embrace. 

‘Well, cousin, so you will soon be a full-blown 
lawyer ?’ said Massin. 

‘Tam to be sworn when the courts reopen,’ said he, 
waving an acknowledgment of the friendly greetings of 
the crowd. 

‘Then we shall have some fun?’ said Goupil, shaking 
hands with him. 

‘Ah! there you are, old ape!’ answered Désiré. 

‘ Having worked for your license, you think you may 
take it, I suppose !’ retorted the clerk, mortified at being 
so familiarly treated before so many people. 

‘For his lies ?—Take what ?” asked Madame Crémiére 
of her husband. 

£You know all my things, Cabirolle!’ cried Désiré to 
the old purple and pimply-faced conductor. ‘ Have them 
all taken down to the house.’ 

‘Your horses are in a lather,’ said Zélie roughly to 
Cabirolle. ‘Have you no sense at all that you drive 
them like that? You are a greater brute than they are.’ 

‘But Monsieur Désiré insisted on getting on as fast as 
possible, to relieve your anxiety.’ 

‘As there had been no accident, why risk killing your 
horses ?’ said she. 

Friendly greetings, hand-shaking, and the eagerness of 
his young acquaintance surrounding Désiré, all the inci- 
dents of arrival, and details as to the accident which had 
occasioned the delay, took up so much time that the 
party of inheritors, increased by their friends, got back to 
the church just as mass was ended. By a trick of Chance, 
which allows itself strange caprices, Désiré saw Ursule 
under the church porch as he passed, and was quite 
startled by her beauty. “The young man paused, and 
necessarily checked his parents. 

Ursule had taken her godfather’s arm, which obliged 
her to hold her prayer-book in her right hand and her 
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parasol in the left; and in doing so, she displayed the 
native grace with which graceful women manage to get 
over the little difficulties of their dainty womanhood. If 
the mind betrays itself in everything, it may be said that 
her demeanour expressed her exquisite ingenuousness. 

Ursule wore a white muslin dress, shaped loosely like a 
dressing-gown, with blue bows at intervals; the cape, 
trimmed with similar ribband run into a wide hem, and 
fastened like the dress with bows, suggested the beauty of 
her figure; her throat, of ivory whiteness, was thrown 
into charming relief by all this blue—the true cosmetic 
for fair complexions. 

A blue sash, with floating ends, marked a girlish waist 
and what seemed a pliant figure, one of the most seduc- 
tive graces of woman. She wore a rice-straw hat 
simply trimmed with ribbands to match those on her 
dress. It was tied with a bow under her chin; and this, 
while enhancing the excessive whiteness of the hat, did 
not detract from that of her lovely complexion. ; 

Her fine, bright hair, which she herself dressed in 
wide plaits, fastened into loops on each side of her face 
@ la Berthe, caught the eye by the shining bosses of the 
crossing tresses. Her grey eyes, soft, though proud, har- 
monised with a well-moulded brow. A delicate colour 
flushed her cheeks like a rosy cloud, and gave life to a 
face that was regular without being insipid, for nature 
had bestowed on her the rare privilege of a pure outline 
with an expressive countenance. 

The virtue of her life was written in the perfect 
accordance of her features, her movements, and the 
general expression of her individuality, which might 
serve as a model of Trustfulness or of Modesty. 

Her health was excellent, but not coarsely robust, so 
that she looked elegant. Her light gloves left it to be 
inferred that she had pretty hands. Her arched and 
slender feet were shod with dainty little bronze kid 
boots, trimmed with a fringe of brown silk. Her blue 
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sash, in which a little flat watch made a boss, while a 
blue purse with gold tassels hung through it, attracted the 
eye of every woman there. 

‘He has given her a new watch,’ said Madame 
Crémiére, squeezing her husband’s arm. 

‘Why, it is Ursule!’ exclaimed Désiré. ‘I did not 
recognise her.’ 

‘Well, my dear uncle, this is an event !’ said the post- 
master, pointing to where the whole town had fallen into 
two lines along the old man’s way. ‘ Everybody wants 
to see you.’ 

‘ Is it the Abbé Chaperon or Ursule who has converted 
you, uncle?’ said Massin, bowing with Jesuitical obsequi- 
ousness to the doctor and his companion. 

‘It is Ursule,’ said the old man curtly, and without 
stopping, as a man who is annoyed. 

The evening before, as he finished his rubber with 
Ursule, the town doctor, and Bongrand, he had said, ‘I 
shall go to mass to-morrow’; and even if the Justice had 
not then replied, ‘ Your heirs will never have another 
night’s sleep !’ a single glance now would have sufficed to 
enable the sagacious and clear-sighted old man to read 
the temper of his heirs in the look of their faces. Zélie’s 
irruption into the church, the flash he had caught in her 
eye, the meeting of all the interested parties on the 
Square, and the expression of their countenances on 
seeing Ursule,—all revealed freshly revived hatred and 
sordid fears. 

‘This is your doing, Mademoiselle,’ said Madame 
Crémiére, interposing with a low curtsey. ‘It is no 
trouble to you to work miracles.’ 

‘The miracle is God’s, Madame,’ replied Ursule. 

‘Oh, indeed! God’s, exclaimed Minoret-Levrault. 
‘My father-in-law used to say that God was a name 
for many a dark horse.’ 

‘His ideas were those of a horse coper!’ said the 
doctor severely. 
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‘Now, then,’ said Minoret to his wife and son, ‘are you 
not coming to pay your respects to my uncle?’ 

‘I could not contain myself face to face with that sneak- 
ing slut!’ exclaimed Zélie, leading away her son. 

‘You would be wise, uncle,’ said Madame Massin, 
‘not to go to church without a little black velvet cap ; 
the parish church is very damp.’ 

‘Pah ! niece,’ said the old man, looking round at his 
followers. ‘The sooner I am laid to rest, the sooner you 
will dance.’ 

He walked on, dragging Ursule with him, and seeming 
in such haste that they were left to themselves. 

‘Why do you answer them with such hard words? It 
is not kind,’ said Ursule, shaking his arm with a little 
refractory gesture. 

‘My hatred for hypocrites has always been the same, 
before as well as since my conversion. I have done them 
all kindness, and I do not ask for gratitude; but not one 
of all those people sent a flower on your birthday, the 
~ only day I keep.’ 

At some little distance from the doctor and Ursule, 
Madame de Portenduére was dragging herself along, 
overwhelmed, as it seemed, with suffering. She was one 
of those old women in whose dress we may still trace the 
spirit of the last century, who wear pansy-coloured 
gowns with tight sleeves of a cut now only to be 
seen in portraits by Madame Lebrun ; black lace scarves, 
and bonnets of extinct shapes, in harmony with their 
slow and solemn gait; as if they still walked in hoops, 
and felt them about them, as those who have had an arm 
cut off sometimes move the limb they have lost. Their 
long, pale faces, with deeply shadowed eyes and blighted 
brows, are not devoid of a certain melancholy grace in 
spite of a front of dejected curls; they drape their heads 
in old lace, which now has no light flutter over their 
cheeks ; but over the whole mass of ruins predominates 
an indescribable dignity of manner and look. 
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This old lady’s red and puckered eyes plainly showed 
that she had wept during the service. She walked like a 
person in some anxiety, and seemed to be expecting 
somebody, for she looked back. Now, that Madame de 
Portenduére should look back was an event as serious as 
Doctor Minoret’s conversion. 

‘To whom can Madame de Portenduére owe a 
grudge?’ said Madame Massin, as she came up with 
the heirs, who were dumbfounded by the doctor’s 
retorts. 

‘She is looking for the curé,’ said Dionis, striking his 
forehead like a man suddenly struck by a remembrance 
or some forgotten idea. ‘I have it! I see my way; 
the inheritance is saved! Come, we will all breakfast 
cheerfully with Madame Minoret.’ 

The eagerness with which the whole party followed 
the notary to the posting house may easily be imagined. 
Goupil clung to his comrade, taking his arm, saying in 
his ear with a revolting smile : ‘There are crayfish!” 

‘What do I care?’ replied the son of the house with a 
shrug. ‘I am madly in love with Florine, the most 
heavenly creature in the world.’ 

‘What on earth is Florine without a surname?’ 
asked Goupil. ‘Iam too much your friend to allow you 
to be made a fool of by hussies.’ 

‘Florine is adored by the famous Nathan, and my 
folly is of no use, for she positively refuses to marry me.’ 

‘Girls who are rash with their bodies are sometimes 
prudent with their brains,’ said Goupil. 

‘If you could but see her, only once, you would not 
make use of such expressions,” said Désiré languishingly. 

‘If I saw you destroying your prospects for what can 
be only a fancy,’ retorted Goupil, with a warmth that 
might perhaps have taken in Bongrand, ‘I would go and 
wreck that doll as Varney wrecked Amy Robsart in 
Kenilworth! Your wife ought to be a d’Aiglemont, a 
Mademoiselle du Rouvre, and open your way to being a 
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deputy to the Chamber. My future is mortgaged to 
yours, and I will not allow you to play the fool.’ ° 
‘I am rich enough to be content with happiness,’ 
replied Désiré. 
‘Well, what are you two plotting?” said Zélie to 
Goupil, hailing the two young men, who were standing 
together in the wide stable-yard. 


The doctor turned down the Rue des Bourgeois, and 
walked on, as briskly as a young man, to his house, where, 
in the course of the past week, the strange event had 
taken place which was just now the ruling thought of all 
the town of Nemours, and of which some account must 
be given to render this story, and the notary’s remark to 
the heirs, perfectly intelligible. 

The doctor’s father-in-law, the famous harpsichord 
player and instrument-maker, Valentin Mirouét, one of 
our most celebrated organists, died in 1785, leaving a 
natural son, the child of his old age, whom he had recog- 
nised and called by his name, but who was a thorough 
scapegrace. He had not the consolation of seeing this 
spoilt child when on his deathbed; Joseph Mirouét, a 
singer and a composer, after coming out in Italian opera 
under an assumed name, had run away to Germany with 
a young girl. The old instrument-maker recommended 
this lad, who was full of talent, to his son-in-law, explain- 
ing that his object in not marrying the boy’s mother was 
to protect the interests of his daughter, Madame Minoret. 
The doctor promised to give the unfortunate youth half 
of the property left by the old man, whose stock and 
business were bought up by Erard. 

He set to work diplomatically to find his natural half- 
brother, Joseph Mirouét; but one evening Grimm told 
him that, after enlisting in a Prussian regiment, the 
artist had deserted, and, taking a false name, had escaped 
all search. 

Joseph Mirouét, gifted by nature with an enchanting 
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voice, a fine figure, and a handsome face, being a composer 
of taste and spirit into the bargain, led for fifteen years 
the Bohemian existence which Hofmann of Berlin has so 
well described. But at the age of forty he was reduced 
to such misery that, in 1806, he seized the opportunity 
of becoming a Frenchman again. He then settled at 
Hamburg, where he married the daughter of a respectable 
citizen, who, being music-mad, fell in love with the 
singer whose fame was still in the future, and who devoted 
herself to its attainment. But after fifteen years of 
penury, Joseph Mirouét’s head could not stand the wine 
of opulence; his extravagant nature reasserted itself; 
and though he made his wife happy, in a few years he 
had spent all her fortune. Misery again came upon 
them. The household must indeed have been living 
wretchedly for Joseph Mirouét to come down to 
enlisting as one of the band in a French regiment. 

In 1813, by the merest chance, the surgeon-major of 
this regiment, struck by the name of Mirouét, wrote to 
Doctor Minoret, to whom he owed some obligation. The 
reply came at once. In 1814, before the capitulation of 
Paris, Joseph Mirouét had found a home there, and there 
his wife died in giving birth to a little girl) whom the 
doctor named Ursule, after his wife. The bandmaster 
did not long survive his wife; he, like her, was worn 
out by fatigue and privation. On his deathbed the 
hapless musician bequeathed his little girl to the doctor, 
who was her godfather, in spite of his repugnance for 
what he called Church mummeries. 

After losing every child, either by miscarriage, at the 
time of its birth, or within the first year of its life, the 
doctor had anxiously looked forward to their last hope. 
But when a sickly, nervous, delicate woman begins with 
a miscarriage, it is common enough to see her successive 
failures, as in the case of Ursule Minoret, in spite of her 
husband’s care, watchfulness, and learning. ‘The poor 
man had often blamed himself for their persistent desire 
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to have children. The last of the little ones born to 
them, after an interval of more than two years, died in 
1792, the victim of constitutional nervousness, inherited 
from its mother, if we may believe the physiologists, who 
say that, in the inscrutable phenomena of generation, a 
child takes its blood from the father and its nervous 
system from the mother. The doctor, compelled to 
forgo the joys of his strongest feelings, no doubt found 
in benevolence some indemnity for disappointed father- 
hood. 

All through his married life, so cruelly agitated, he 
had wished above everything for a little fair girl, one of 
those flowers which are the delight of a household ; so 
he gladly accepted his half-brother’s bequest, and trans- 
ferred all his vanished hopes and dreams to the 
little orphan. For two years he watched over the 
minutest details of Ursule’s life, as Cato over Pompey ; 
he would not have her fed, or taken up, or put to bed 
without his superintendence. His experience and his 
science were all devoted to this child. After enduring 
all the pangs, the alternations of fear and hope, the 
anxieties and joys of a mother, he was so happy as to 
find vigorous vitality and a deeply sensitive nature in this 
child of the flaxen-haired German mother and the artistic 
Frenchman. ‘The happy old man watched the growth 
of that yellow hair with the feelings of a mother—first 
pale down, then silk, then light, fine hair, so caressing 
to the touch of caressing fingers. He would kiss the 
tiny feet, the toes through whose fine skin the blood 
shows pink, making them look like rosebuds. He was 
crazy over the child. 

When she tried to speak, or when she fixed her lovely, 
soft blue eyes on the objects about her, with the 
wondering look which would seem to be the dawning of 
ideas, and which she ended with a laugh, he would sit in 
front of her for whole hours, and he and Jordy would try 
to find out the reasons—which to many have seemed 
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mere caprices—concealed under thesmallest manifestations 
of that delightful phase of life when the child is at once 
flower and fruit, a bewildered intelligence, perpetual 
motion, and vehement desire. Little Ursule’s beauty 
and sweetness made her so precious to the doctor that 
for her he would gladly have changed the laws of nature; 
he would sometimes tell his friend Jordy that he suffered 
from pain in his teeth when Ursule was cutting hers. 
When old men love a child there is no limit to their 
passion; they adore it. For this tiny creature’s sake 
they silence their pet manias, and recall every detail of 
their past life. Their experience, their forbearance, 
their patience, all the acquisitions of life—a treasure so 
painfully amassed—are poured out for this young life by 
which they grow young again, and they make up for 
motherliness by intelligence. Their wisdom, always on 
the alert, is as good as a mother’s intuition; they re- 
member the exquisite care which in a mother is divination, 
and infuse it into the exercise of a pitifulness whose 
strength is great, no doubt, in proportion to that excessive 
weakness. The slowness of their movements supplies 
the place of maternal gentleness. And then, in them, as 
in children, life is reduced to the simplest expression ; if 
a mother is a slave from feeling, the negation of all 
passion and the absence of all self-interest allow the old 
man to sacrifice himself wholly. Hence it is not un- 
common to see children and old men make great friends. 
The old officer, the old curé, and the old doctor, happy 
in Ursule’s caresses and caprices, were never tired of 
answering her or playing with her. Her childish petu- 
lance, far from fretting them, was their delight ; and they 
indulged all her desires, while making everything a subject 
of instruction. Thus the little girl grew up in the 
midst of old men, who smiled on her, and were to her 
like so many mothers, all equally attentive and watchful. 
Thanks to this learned education, Ursule’s soul developed 
in a congenial sphere. This rare plant found the soil 
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that suited it, inhaled the elements of its true life, and 
assimilated the flood of its native sunshine. 

‘In what faith will you bring this child up?’ asked 
the Abbé Chaperon of Minoret, when Ursule was six 
years old. 

‘In yours,’ replied the doctor 

He, an atheist after the pattern of Monsieur de 
Wolmar in the Nouvelle Héloise, did not see that he had 
any right to deprive Ursule of the benefits offered by 
the Catholic faith. 

The physician, just then sitting on a bench outside the 
window of the Chinese summer-house, felt his hand 
warmly pressed by that of the curé. 

‘Yes, Curé, whenever she asks me about God, I shall 
refer her to her friend “Sapron,”’ said he, mimicking 
Ursule’s baby accent. ‘I wish to see whether religious 
feeling is innate. So far, therefore, I have done nothing 
either for or against the tendencies of this young soul ; 
but I have already, in my heart, appointed you her 
spiritual director.’ 

‘Tt will be accounted to you by God, I trust!’ said 
the curé, gently patting his hands together, and raising 
them to heaven, as though he were putting up a short 
mental prayer. 

So, at the age of six, the little orphan came under the 
religious influence of the curé, as she had already under 
that of her old friend Jordy. 

The captain, formerly a professor in one of the old 
military schools, and interested in grammar and the 
divergencies of European tongues, had studied the 
problem of an universal language. This learned man, 
patient as all old teachers are, made it his pleasure to 
teach Ursule to read and write, instructing her in French, 
and in so much arithmetic as it was needful that she 
should know. The doctor’s extensive library allowed of 
a choice of books fit to be read by a child, and adapted to 
amuse as well as to instruct her. The soldier and the 
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priest left her mind to develop naturally and easily, as the 
doctor left her body. Ursule learned in play. Religion 
included reflection. 

Thus left to the Divine culture of a nature guided 
by these three judicious teachers into a realm of purity, 
Ursule tended towards feeling rather than duty, and took 
as her rule of life the voice of conscience rather than 
social law. In her, beauty of sentiment and action would 
always be spontaneous ; her judgment would come in to 
confirm the impulse of her heart. She was fated to 
do right as a pleasure before doing it as an obligation. 
This tone is the peculiar result of a Christian education. 
These principles, quite unlike those to be inculcated in a 
man, are suited to a woman, the soul and conscience of 
the family, the latent elegance of home life, the queen, 
or little less, of the household. 

They all three acted in the same manner with this 
child. Far from being startled by the audacity of 
childish innocence, they explained to Ursule the purpose 
of things and their known processes, without ever giving 
her an inaccurate impression. When in her questioning 
about a plant, a flower, or a star, she went directly to 
God, the professor and the doctor alike told her that 
only the curé could answer her. Neither of them 
intruded on the ground of the other. Her godfather 
took charge of her physical progress and the matters of 
daily life; her lessons were Jordy’s affair; morality, meta- 
physics, and all higher matters were left to the curé. 

‘This excellent education was not counteracted by bad 
servants, as is sometimes the case in wealthier houses. 
La Bougival, well lectured on the subject—and, indeed, 
far too simple in mind and nature to interfere—did 
nothing to mar the work of these great spirits. 

Thus Ursule, a privileged creature, had to nurture her 
three good genii, who found their task easy and pleasant 
with so sweet a nature as hers. This manly tenderness, 
this seriousness tempered by smiles, this freedom without 
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risk, this incessant care of mind and body, had made her, 
at the age of nine, a delightful and lovely child. ‘Then, 
unfortunately, the fatherly trio was broken up. In the 
following year the old captain died, leaving it to the 
doctor and the curé to carry on his work, after he had 
achieved the most difficult part of it. Flowers would 
spring up naturally in a soil so well prepared. ‘The good 
gentleman had, during these nine years, saved a thousand 
francs a year, and left ten thousand francs to his little 
Ursule, that she might have something to remember 
him by all her life through. In his will, full of pathetic 
feeling, he begged his legatee to spend the four or five 
hundred francs a year of interest on this little capital 
exclusively on dress. 

When the Justice placed seals on his old friend’s 
possessions, he found, in a closet which no one had ever 
been allowed to enter, a quantity of toys, most of them 
broken, and all used ; toys of the past, piously treasured, 
which Monsieur Bongrand himself was to burn, by the 
poor captain’s desire. 

Not long after this, Ursule was to take her first com- 
munion. “The Abbé Chaperon devoted a whole year to 
instructing the young girl, in whom heart and brain, 
so early developed, but so wisely dependent on each other, 
required a specific spiritual nourishment. And _ this 
initiation into a knowledge of divine things was of such 
a nature that from this period, when the soul takes its 
religious mould, Ursule became a pious and mystical 
young creature, whose character was always superior to 
events, and whose heart could triumph over adversity. 
Then it was that a secret struggle began between infidel 
old age and fully-believing youth; a struggle of which 
she who had challenged it was long unaware, but of 
which the issue had set the town by the ears, while it 
was destined to have great influence on Ursule’s future 


life, by unchaining against her the doctor’s collateral 
relations, 
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During the first six months of the year 1824 Ursule 
almost always spent the morning at the curé’s house. 
The old doctor divined the Abbé’s intention ; he wanted 
to make Ursule herself an invincible argument. The 
unbeliever, beloved by his goddaughter as though she 
were his own child, would believe in her simplicity, and 
be attracted by the touching effects of religion in the 
soul of a girl whose love, like the trees of the tropical 
Torest, was always loaded with flowers and fruit, always 
fresh, and always fragrant. A beautiful life is more 
powerful than the most cogent arguments. It is im- 
possible to resist the charm of certain images. And the 
doctor’s eyes filled with tears, he knew not why, when 
he saw the child of his heart set out for church dressed 
in a frock of white gauze, with white satin shoes, graced 
with white ribbons, a fillet of white round her head tied 
on one side with a large bow, her hair rippling in a 
thousand waves over her pretty white shoulders, her 
bodice trimmed with a pleating mixed with narrow 
bows, her eyes shining like stars, from new hopes, loving 
her godfather all the more since her soul had risen to 
God. When he perceived the idea of eternity supplying 
nourishment to the soul hitherto wrapped in the darkness 
of childhood, as the sun brings life to the world after the 
night is past, he felt vexed to remain alone at home, still 
without knowing why. Seated on the balcony steps, 
his eyes remained long fixed on the bars of the gate 
through which his godchild had passed, saying, ‘ Why 
are you not coming too, godfather? Am I to be happy 
without you?’ 

Though shaken to the foundations, the encyclopedist’s 
pride did not at once give way. However, he went out 
to look at the little procession, and saw his little Ursule 
radiant with exaltation under her veil. She flashed an 
inspired look at him, which struck to the stoniest corner 
of his heart, the spot closed against God. Still the deist 
was firm. ‘Mummery!’ he said to himself. ‘To 
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imagine that if a Maker of worlds exists, such an 
Organiser of infinitude can trouble Himself about this 
foolish trumpery !’ 

He laughed, and pursued his walk along the heights 
which overhang the road through the Gatinais, where 
the. church bells, ringing loud peals, announced the 
gladness of many a home. 

The clatter of backgammon is intolerable to those who 
do not know the game, one of the most difficult that 
exist. Not to disturb his little girl—whose extreme 
delicacy of ear and nerves did not allow of her enduring 
this rattle and their talk without apparent meaning—the 
curé, old Jordy during his lifetime, and Doctor Minoret 
postponed their game till the child was in bed or out 
walking. It often happened that it was unfinished when 
she came in again, and she then submitted with the best 
possible grace, and sat down by the window to sew. She 
disliked the game, which at the beginning is no doubt 
dry and dull, to many minds repellent, and so difficult to 
master, that those who have not become accustomed to 
it in their youth find it almost impossible to learn in 
later life. 

Now on the evening after her first communion, when 
Ursule came back to her guardian and found him alone 
for that day, she set the backgammon board in front of 
the old man. 

‘ Now, whose throw will it be?’ said she. 

‘Ursule,’ said the doctor, ‘is it not sinful to make 
game of your godfather on the very day of your first 
communion ?’ 

‘I am not making game,’ said she, seating herself. ‘1 
must think of your pleasure—you who are always think- 
ing of mine. Whenever Monsieur Chaperon was pleased 
with me, he gave me a lesson in backgammon, and he 
has given me so many that I am prepared to beat you. 
You will not have to put yourself to inconvenience for 
me. Ihave conquered every difficulty, not to interfere 
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with your amusement, and I really like the rattle of the 
dice.’ 

Ursule won the game. The curé came in, taking 
them by surprise, and enjoyed her triumph. 

Next day Minoret, who had hitherto refused to allow 
the girl to learn music, went to Paris, bought a piano, 
and made arrangements with a mistress at Fontainebleau, 
submitting to the annoyance which Ursule’s constant 
practising could not fail to cause him. One of his lost 
friend Jordy’s phrenological prognostics proved true—the 
girl became an excellent musician. The doctor, proud 
of his goddaughter, now got an old German named 
Schmucke, a learned professor of music, to come from 
Paris once a week, and paid the cost of an art which he 
had at first contemned as perfectly useless in home-life. 
Unbelievers do not love music, that heavenly language 
worked out by Catholicism, which found the names of 
the seven notes in one of its hymns. Each note is called 
by the first syllable of the seven first lines of the hymn to 
Saint John. 

The impression produced on the old man by Ursule’s 
first communion, though vivid, was transient. ‘The 
calm contentment which acts of resolution and prayer 
diffused in her young soul were also examples of which 
he took no account. Minoret, having no subjects for 
remorse or repentance, enjoyed perfect serenity of mind. 
Doing all his acts of benevolence without any hope of 
an eternal harvest, he thought himself superior to the 
Catholic, who, as he always said, was merely making a 
profitable bargain with God. 

‘And yet,’ the Abbé Chaperon would say, ‘if all 
men went in for this business, you must admit that 
society might be perfect. There would be no more 
misery. “Io be benevolent on your lines, a man must 
be a great philosopher. You raise yourself to your 
principles by reason—you are a social exception ; 
now you need only be a Christian to be benevolent on 
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ours. With you it is an effort; with us it is 
natural.’ 

‘Which is as much as to say, curé, that I think and 
you feel. That is all.’ 

Meanwhile, having reached the age of twelve, Ursule, 
whose womanly tact and shrewdness were brought into 
play by a superior education, and whose sense, now in its 
blossom, was enlightened by a religious spirit, fully under- 
stood that her godfather believed not in a future life, nor 
in the immortality of the soul, nor in Providence, nor in 
God. The doctor, pressed by her innocent questioning, 
found it impossible any longer to hide the terrible secret. 
Ursule’s naive consternation at first made him smile; but 
then, seeing that she was sometimes sad, he understood 
how great an affection this dejection revealed. Un- 
qualified love has a horror of every kind of discord, even 
in things which have no connection with itself. The 
old man would sometimes lend himself, as to a caress, to 
the arguments of his adopted child, spoken in a gentle 
and tender voice, and the outcome of the most pure and 
ardent feeling. But believers and unbelievers speak two 
different languages, and cannot understand each other. 
The young girl in pleading the cause of God was hard 
upon her godfather, as a spoilt child is sometimes hard 
upon its mother. The curé gently reproved her, telling 
her that God reserved to Himself the power of humbling 
such proud spirits. “The young girl answered the Abbé 
by saying that David slew Goliath. These religious 
differences, these sorrows of the child who longed to lead 
her guardian to God, were the only griefs of their home- 
life, so simple and so full, and hidden from the gaze of 
the inquisitive little town. 

Ursule grew up and developed into the modest, 
Christianly-trained maiden whom Désiré had admired as 
she came out of church. The culture of the flowers in 
the garden, music, amusing her guardian and all the 
attentions she paid him—for Ursule had relieved La 
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Bougival by taking care of the old man—all filled up the 
hours, days, and months of this tranquil existence. For 
a year past, indeed, some little ailments of Ursule’s had 
made the doctor anxious; but they did not disturb him 
beyond making him watchful of her health. Meanwhile, 
however, the sagacious observer and experienced practi- 
tioner fancied he could discern that to her physical 
disorders there was some corresponding disturbance in 
her mind. He watched her with a mother’s eye, but 
seeing no one in their circle worthy to inspire her with 
love, he made himself easy. 


Under these circumstances, just a month before the 
day when this drama had its beginning, an event occurred 
in the doctor’s intellectual life—one of those incidents 
which plough into the subsoil, so to speak, of our convic- 
tions, and turn up its very depths. But it will first be 
necessary to give a brief account of some facts of his 
medical career, which will also lend fresh interest to this 
narrative. 

At the end of the eighteenth century science was as 
deeply rent by the apparition of Mesmer as art was by 
that of Gluck. After his rediscovery of magnetism, 
Mesmer came to France, whither from time immemorial 
inventors have resorted to find protection for their dis- 
coveries. France, thanks to the lucidity of her language, 
is as it were the trumpeter of the world. 

‘If homceopathy gets to Paris, it is safe!’ said Hahne- 
mann. 

‘Go to France,’ said Metternich to Gall, ‘and if they 
laugh at your “bumps,” you are a made man.’ 

Mesmer, then, had his disciples and his antagonists, as 
ardent as the Piccinists against the Gluckists. Scientific 
France was stirred, and a serious debate was set on 
foot. Until judgment should be pronounced, the Faculty 
of Medicine, in a body, proscribed what they called 
Mesmer’s quackery, his tub, his conducting wires, and 
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his theories. But it must be said that the German com- 
promised his splendid discovery by preposterous pecuniary 
demands. Mesmer failed through unproven facts, through 
his ignorance of the part played in nature by imponderable 
fluids not as yet investigated, and through his inability 
to study all sides of a science which has three aspects. 
Magnetism has more applications ; in Mesmer’s hands it 
was in relation to its future development what a principle 
is to results. But though the discoverer lacked genius, 
it is sad for human reason and for France to have to 
own that a science contemporaneous with the earliest 
civilisation, cultivated in Egypt and Chaldea, in Greece and 
in India, met in Paris at the high tide of the eighteenth 
century with the same fate as the truth embodied in 
Galileo in the sixteenth; and that magnetism was put out 
of court by the twofold attainder of religious believers 
and of materialist philosophers, both equally alarmed. 
Magnetism, the favourite science of Jesus, and one of the 
powers conferred on the apostles, seems to have been as 
little recognised by the Church as by the followers of 
Jean-Jacques and Voltaire, of Locke and Condillac. 
Neither the Encyclopedia nor the priesthood could come 
to terms with this ancient human force which seemed to 
them so novel. The miracles of the convulstonnaires were 
smothered by the Church and by the indifference of the 
learned, in spite of the valuable works of Carré de 
Montgeron ; still, they were the first summons to make 
experiments on the fluids in the human body which 
supply the power of calling up enough spontaneous 
forces to nullify the pain caused by an external agency. 
But it would have necessitated the recognition of fluids 
that are intangible, invisible, and imponderable, the three 
negations which science at that time regarded as the 
definition of a vacuum. 

To modern science a vacuum is impossible. Given 
ten feet of vacuum, and the world is in ruins! To 
materialists especially the world is absolutely full, every- 
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thing is closely linked and connected, and acts mechani- 
cally. 

‘The world,’ said Diderot, ‘as a result of mere chance 
is more intelligible than God. ‘The multiplicity of causes, 
and the immeasurable number of throws that chance pre- 
supposes, sufficiently account for creation. Given the 
4ineid and all the letters necessary to set it up, if you 
grant me time and space, by dint of tossing the letters, I 
should bring out the combination forming the Aueid.’ 
These wretched men, who would deify everything rather 
than confess a God, shrank no less from the infinite 
divisibility of matter which is implied in the nature of an 
imponderable force. Locke and Condillac at that time 
delayed by fifty years the immense advance which natural 
science is now making under the conception of unity 
which we owe to the great Geoffroy Saint-Hilaire. 

Some honest minds, devoid of system, convinced by 
the facts they had conscientiously studied, persisted in 
holding the doctrine of Mesmer, who discerned the exist- 
ence in man of a penetrating influence, giving one 
individual power over another, and brought into play by 
the will; an influence which is curative when the fluid 
is abundant, and which acts as a duel between two wills— 
the evil to be cured, and the will to cure it. The pheno- 
mena of somnambulism, hardly suspected by Mesmer, 
were detected by MM. de Puységur and Deleuze; but 
the Revolution brought a pause in these discoveries, which 
left the men of learning and the scoffers in possession of 
the field. 

Among the small number of believers were some 
physicians; these seceders were persecuted by their 
brethren till the day of their death. The respectable 
faculty of doctors in Paris turned against the Mesmerists 
with all the rigour of a religious warfare, and were as 
cruel in their hatred as it was possible to be in a period 
of Voltairean tolerance. The orthodox physicians refused 
to mect in consultation with these who adhered to the 
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Mesmerian heresy. In 1820 these reputed heresiarchs were 
still the object of this unformulated proscription. The 
' disasters and storms of the Revolution did not extinguish 
this scientific hostility. None but priests, lawyers, and 
physicians can hate in this way. The ‘gown’ is always 
terrible. But are not ideas certain to be more implacable 
than things? Doctor Bouvard, a friend of Minoret’s, 
accepted the new creed, and to his dying day persisted in 
the scientific faith to which he sacrificed the peace of 
his whole life—for he was the pet aversion of the Paris 
Faculty. Minoret, one of the bravest supporters of the 
encyclopedists, and the most redoubtable adversary of 
Deslon, Mesmer’s chief disciple, since his pen had great 
weight in this dispute, quarrelled beyond remedy with 
his old comrade ; he did worse, he persecuted him. His 
behaviour to Bouvard must have caused him the only 
repentance that can have clouded the serenity of his 
declining life. 

Since Doctor Minoret’s retirement to Nemours, the 
science of imponderable agents—the only name applicable 
to magnetism of which the phenomena ally it so closely with 
electricity and light—had made immense progress, in spite 
of the unfailing mockery of the Paris world of science. 
Phrenology and physiognomy, the sciences of Gall and 
Lavater, twins, of which one is to the other as cause to 
effect, demonstrated to the eyes of more than one physio- 
logist certain traces of the intangible fluid which is the basis 
of the phenomena of human will, giving rise to passions 
and habits, to the forms of the features and of the skull. 
Magnetic facts too, the miracles of somnambulism, and 
those of divination and ecstasy, allowing us to enter into 
the world of spirit, were multiplying. The strange tale of 
the apparitions seen by Martin, a farmer, which were 
amply proved, and that peasant’s interview with Louis 
xvii. ; the statements as to Swedenborg’s intercourse 
with the dead, seriously accepted in Germany ; Walter 
Scott’s narratives of the results of second sight; the 
amazing faculties displayed by some fortune-tellers, who 
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combined into one science chiromancy, card-reading, and 
horoscopy ; the facts of catalepsy, and of the peculiar 
action of the diaphragm under certain morbid influences ; 
all these phenomena, curious, to say the least, and all 
emanating from the same source, undermined much 
doubt, and led the most indifferent into the province of 
experiment. Minoret knew nothing of this movement 
of minds, vast in Northern Europe, though still small in 
France, where, nevertheless, certain facts occurred which 
superficial observers called marvellous, but which fell like 
stones to the bottom of the sea in the whirlpool of events 
in Paris. 

At the beginning of this year the anti-Mesmerist was 
greatly disturbed by receiving the following letter :— 


‘My orp Comrapz,—Every friendship, even a lost 
friendship, has rights which it is not easy to set aside. I 
know that you are still alive, and I remember less of our 
hostilities than of our happy days in the little dens of 
Saint-Julien-le-pauvre. Now that I am about to quit 
this world, I cling to a hope of proving to you that 
magnetism is destined to be one of the most important 
of sciences—unless, indeed, all science should not be 
regarded as ove. I can wreck your incredulity by posi- 
tive proofs. Perhaps I may gain from your curiosity the 
happiness of once more clasping your hand as we used to 
clasp hands before the days of Mesmer.—Always yours, 

Bouvarb.’ 


The anti-Mesmerist, stung as a lion by a gadfly, 
rushed off to Paris and left his card on old Bouvard, who 
lived in the Rue Férou, near Saint Sulpice. Bouvard 
sent a card to his hotel, writing on it, ‘To-morrow, at 
nine o'clock, Rue St. Honoré, opposite the Church of the 
Assumption.’ 

Minoret, grown young again, did not sleep. He went 
to call on the old physicians of his acquaintance, and 
asked them if the world were turned upside down, if 
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there were still a School of Medicine, and if the four 
Faculties still existed. The doctors reassured him by 
telling him that the old spirit of resistance still survived ; 
only, instead of persecuting the new science, the. 
Academies of Medicine and of Sciences roared with 
laughter, and classed magnetic demonstrations with the 
tricks of Comus, Comte, and Bosco, as jugglery, sleight- 
of-hand, and what is known as amusing physics. 

These speeches did not hinder Minoret from going to 
the rendezvous appointed by old Bouvard. After forty- 
four years of alienation the antagonists met again under 
a courtyard gate in the Rue St. Honoré. 

Frenchmen live in too constant a change to hate each 
other very long. In Paris, especially, events expand space 
and make life so wide—in politics, in science, and in 
literature—that men cannot fail to find countries in it to 
conquer where their demands find room to dwell and 
rule. Hatred requires so many forces always in arms 
that those who mean to hate persistently begin with a 
good supply. And then, only bodies of men can bear 
itin mind. At the end of forty-four years Robespierre 
and Danton would fall on each other’s neck. 

Neither of the two doctors, however, offered to shake 
hands. Bouvard was the first to say to Minoret (with 
the familiar tu of French good-fellowship)— 

‘You are looking very well.’ 

‘Yes, not so badly; and you?’ said Minoret, the ice 
being broken, 

‘]—as you see me.” 

‘Has magnetism kept you from dying ?’ asked Minoret 
in a bantering tone, but not bitterly. 

‘No; but it has almost kept me from living.’ 

‘You are not rich then?’ said Minoret. 

‘Rich!’ said Bouvard. 

© Well, but I am rich!’ cried Minoret. 

‘It is not your fortune, but your conviction, that J aim 
at. —Come,’ replied Bouvard. 


ware BNP ’ 7 
4 ae i 
- 
4 if j 
"4 ; 
: 
j 
i : 


The Heirs in Alarm 69 


‘Obstinate fellow !’ exclaimed Minoret. 

The believer in Mesmer led his incredulous friend into 
a dark stairway, and made him mount cautiously to the 
fourth floor. 

At this time there was in Paris an extraordinary man, 
endowed by faith with stupendous powers, and a master 
of magnetic forces in every form of their application. 
Not only did this Great Unknown, who is still living, 
cure unaided, and at any distance, the most painful and 
inveterate diseases—cure them suddenly and radically, as 
of old did the Redeemer of man—but he also could pro- 
duce at any moment the most curious phenomena of 
somnambulism by quelling the most refractory wills. 
The countenance of the Unknown, who, like Swedenborg, 
declares himself to be commissioned by God and in 
communion with the angels, is that of a lion; it is 
radiant with concentrated and irresistible energy. His 
features, of a singular cast, have a terrible and over- 
whelming power ; his voice, coming from the depths of 
his being, seems charged with magnetic fluid, and enters 
the listener by every pore. 

Disgusted with the ingratitude of the public after 
thousands of cures, he had thrown himself into un- 
approachable solitude, voluntary annihilation. His all- 
powerful hand, which has restored dying daughters to 
their mothers, fathers to their weeping children, adored 
mistresses to lovers crazed with love; which has cured 
the sick when physicians have given them over, and 
caused thanksgivings to be sung in the synagogue, in the 
conventicle, and in the church, by priests of different 
creeds, all brought to the same God by the same miracle; 
which has mitigated the agony of death to those for 
whom life was no longer possible—that sovereign hand, 
the sun of life which dazzled the closed eyes of the 
sleep-walker, he now would not lift to restore the heir 
of a kingdom to a queen. Wrapped in the memory 
of the good he has done as in a luminous shroud 
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he has shut his door on the world, and dwells in the 
skies. 

But, in the early days of his reign, almost startled by 
his own powers, this man, whose disinterestedness was as 
great as his influence, allowed a few inquirers to witness 
his miracles. The rumour of his fame, which had been 
immense, and which might revive any day, aroused 
Doctor Bouvard on the brink of the tomb. ‘The perse- 
cuted believer in Mesmer could at last behold the most 
brilliant manifestation of the science he cherished, like a 
treasure, in his heart. The old man’s misfortunes had 
touched the Great Unknown, who granted him certain 
privileges. So Bouvard, as they climbed the stairs, took 
his old adversary’s banter with malicious satisfaction. He 
made no reply but, ‘ You will see, you will see,’ with the 
little tosses of the head that mark a man sure of his case. 

The two doctors entered a suite of rooms of the 
plainest simplicity. Bouvard went to speak with the 
master for a moment in a bedroom adjoining the drawing- 
room, where he left Minoret, whose distrust was now 
aroused. But Bouvard immediately came back, and led 
him into the bedroom, where he found the famous 
Swedenborgian with a woman seated in an armchair. 
The woman did not rise, and seemed not to observe the 
arrival of the two old men, 

‘What, no tub?’ said Minoret, with a smile. 

‘Nothing but the power of God,’ gravely replied the 
Swedenborgian, whom Minoret supposed to be a man of 
about fifty. 

The three men sat down, and the stranger made 
conversation. ‘They spoke of the weather and indifferent 
matters, to old Minoret’s great surprise; he fancied he 
was being fooled. The Swedenborgian questioned his 
visitor as to his scientific views, and was evidently taking 
time to study him. 

‘You have come here out of pure curiosity, Monsieur,’ 
he said at length. ‘Iam not in the habit of prostituting a 
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power which, it is my full conviction, emanates from 
God ; if I made a frivolous or evil use of it, it might be 
taken from me. However, Monsieur Bouvard tells me 
our aim is to be the conversion of an opinion antagonistic 
to ours, and the enlightenment of a man of learning and 
good faith. I shall therefore satisfy you. The woman 
you see there,’ he went on, pointing to the armchair, ‘is 
in a magnetic sleep. From the accounts and revelations 
of all such somnambulists, the state is one of great beati- 
tude, during which the inner being, set free from the 
fetters by which visible nature hinders the full exercise 
of its faculties, wanders through the world which we 
erroneously call invisible. Sight and hearing are then 
far more perfectly active than in the state which we call 
being awake, and independent, perhaps, of the medium 
of those organs which are but as a sheath to the blades 
of light that we call sight and hearing. To a man in 
that condition distance and material obstacles have ceased 
to exist, or are pierced through by an internal vitality of 
which our body is the container, the necessary fulcrum, 
a mere wrapper. Terms are lacking for results so recently 
rediscovered; for the words imponderable, intangible, 
invisible, have no meaning in relation to the fluid whose 
action is perceptible through magnetism. Light is 
ponderable by heat, which, when it penetrates a body, 
increases its volume ; and electricity is only too tangible. 
We have passed judgment on things instead of blaming 
the imperfection of our instruments.’ 

‘She is asleep ?’ asked Minoret, examining the woman, 
who seemed to him of the lower class. 

© Her body is in a certain sense annihilated,’ replied the 
Swedenborgian. ‘Ignorant persons mistake this state for 
sleep. But she will prove to you that there is a spiritual 
world, where the spirit does not obey the laws of the 
physical universe. I will send her to any region whither 
you may choose that she shall go, twenty leagues away, or 
as far as China; she will tell you what is happening there.’ 
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‘Send her only to my house at Nemours,’ replied 
Minoret. 

‘I will not interfere between you,’ said the mysterious 
man, ‘Give me your hand; you shall be at once actor 
and spectator, cause and effect.’ 

He took Minoret’s hand, Minoret yielding ; he held it 
for a minute with an apparent concentration of thought, 
and with his other hand he took that of the woman in 
the chair; then he placed the doctor’s hand in the 
woman’s, signing to the old sceptic to sit down by the 
side of this Pythoness without a tripod. Minoret 
observed a slight thrill in the excessively calm face of the 
woman when the Swedenborgian placed them in contact ; 
but the movement, though marvellous in its results, was 
in itself extremely simple. 

‘Obey this gentleman,’ said the Unknown, extending 
his hand over the head of the woman, who seemed to 
inhale light and life from him. ‘And remember that all 
you do for him will please me.—Now, you can speak to 
her,’ he said to Minoret. $ 

‘Go to Nemours, Rue des Bourgeois, to my house,’ 
said the doctor. 

‘Give her time ; hold her hand till she shows by what she 
says that she is there,’ said Bouvard to his old friend. 

‘I see a river,’ replied the woman in a low voice, and 
seeming to be looking attentively within herself, in spite 
of her closed eyes. ‘I see a pretty garden.’ 

‘Why have you begun by the river and the garden ?’ 
asked Minoret. 

‘ Because they are in the garden.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The young lady and her nurse, of whom you are 
thinking.’ 

‘What is the garden like?’ asked Minoret. 

‘As you go into it by the steps that lead to the river 
there is a long gallery to the right, built of brick, in 
which I see books, and at the end there is a little gazebo 
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trimmed up with wooden bells and red eggs. The wall 
on the left is covered with creepers—Virginia creeper and 
yellow jasmine. There is a little sundial in the middle; 
there are a great many pots of flowers. Your ward is 
looking at the flowers and showing them to her nurse; 
she makes holes with a dibble and sows some seeds. The 
nurse is raking the path. ‘Though the girl is as pure as 
an angel, there is a dawning of love in her, as faint as 
the first light of morning.’ 

‘For whom ?’ asked the doctor, who had so far heard 
nothing that any one might not have told him without 
being clairvoyant. He still believed it was a trick. 

© You know nothing of it, though you were somewhat 
anxious not long since as she grew up,’ said the woman, 
smiling. ‘The instincts of her heart followed the 
development of her nature.’ 

‘ And it is quite a common woman who speaks thus ?’ 
exclaimed the old doctor. 

‘In this state they all speak with peculiar lucidity,’ 
replied Bouvard. 

‘But who is it that Ursule loves?’ 

© Ursule does not know that she is in love,’ answered the 
woman, with a little shake of her head. ‘She is too 
angelically innocent to be conscious of desire, or of love 
in any kind; but she wonders over him, she thinks of 
him ; she even forbids herself to do so, and returns in 
spite of her determination to avoid it._—Now she is at 
the piano 

‘But who is he?’ 

‘The son of the lady who lives opposite.’ 

‘Madame de Portenduére ?’ 

* Portenduére, did you say ?’ replied the clairvoyante. 
‘I daresay. But there is no danger ; he is not at home.’ 

‘Have they ever spoken to each other ?’ 

‘Never. They have looked at each other. She 
thinks him charming. And he really is very good-look- 
ing, and he has a good heart. She has watched him out 
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of her window, and they have seen each other at church; 
but the young man thinks no more about it.’ 

‘ What is his name?’ 

“I cannot tell you unless I should read it or hear it. 
His name is Savinien ; she has just spoken it; she 
likes the sound of it; she had looked in the calendar for 
his saint’s day, and had marked it with a tiny red spot. 
Childish! Oh, she will love very truly, and with a love 
as pure as it is strong. She is not the girl to love twice ; 
love will colour her whole soul, and fill it so completely, 
that she will reject every other feeling.’ 

‘Where do you see that ?’ 

‘I seeit in her. She will know how to bear suffering ; 
she has inherited that power, for her father and mother 
suffered much.’ 

The last words overset the doctor, who was surprised 
rather than shaken. It is desirable to note that ten or 
fifteen minutes passed between each of the woman’s state- 
ments ; during these her attention became more and 
more self-centred. He could see that she saw! Her 
brow showed peculiar changes ; internal effort was to be 
seen there; it cleared or was knit by a power whose 
effects Minoret had never seen but in dying people at 
the moment when the prophetic spirit is upon them. 
She not unfrequently made gestures reminding him of 
Ursule. 

‘Oh, question her,’ said the mysterious master to 
Minoret. ‘She will tell you secrets that none but your- 
self can know.’ 

‘Does Ursule love me ?’ said Minoret. 

‘ Almost as she loves God,’ replied the sleeper, with a 
smile. ‘And she is very unhappy about your infidelity. 
You do not believe in God, as if you could hinder His 
being! His voice fills the world! And so you are the 
cause of the poor child’s only distress—There ! she is 
playing her scales ; she wishes to be a better musician 
than she is, and is vexed with herself. What she thinks 
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is: “If I only could sing well, if I had a fine voice, 
when he was at his mother’s it would be sure to reach his 
ears!” 

Doctor Minoret took out a notebook and wrote down 
the exact hour. 

‘Can you tell me what seeds she has sown?’ 

‘Mignonette, sweet peas, balsams 

‘ And lastly ?? 

© Larkspur.’ 

‘Where is my money ?’ 

‘At your lawyer’s; but you invest as it comes in 
without losing a day’s interest.’ 

‘Yes ; but where is the money I keep at home for the 
half-yearly housekeeping ?’ 

‘You keep it in a large book bound in red, called 
“The Pandects of Justinian,” vol. ii., between the two 
last pages ; the book is above the sideboard with glass 
doors, 1n the division for folios. "There is a whole row 
of them. The money is in the last volume at the end 
next the drawing-room.—By the way, vol. ili. is placed 
before vol. ii. But it is not money—it is in——’ 

‘Thousand franc notes?’ asked the doctor. 

‘I cannot see clearly ; they are folded up.—No, there 
are two notes for five hundred francs each.’ 

‘You can see them ?’ 

“Yes,” 

‘What are they like ?’ 

‘One is old, and very yellow ; the other is white, and 
almost new.’ 

This last part of the interview left Doctor Minoret 
thunderstruck. He looked at Bouvard in blank amaze- 
ment ; but Bouvard and the Swedenborgian, who were 
accustomed to the astonishment of sceptics, were convers- 
ing in an undertone, without showing any surprise or 
amazement. 

Minoret begged them to allow him to return after 
dinner. ‘The anti-Mesmerist wanted to think it over, to 
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shake off his extreme terror, so as to test once more this 
immense power, to submit it to some decisive experiment, 
and ask some questions which, if answered, could leave 
no shadow of a doubt. 

“Be here by nine o'clock,’ said the Unknown. ‘1 
shall be at your service.’ 

Minoret was so violently agitated that he went away 
without taking leave, followed by Bouvard, who called 
after him— 

‘Well? Well?’ 

‘I believe I am mad,’ replied Minoret, as they reached 
the outer door. ‘If that woman has told the truth about 
Ursule, as there is no one on earth but Ursule who can 
know what the sorceress has revealed—you are right. 
I only wish I had wings to fly to Nemours and verify 
her statements. But I will hire a post-chaise and start at 
ten this evening. Oh! I am going crazy!’ 

‘What would you think, then, if you had known a 
man incurable for years made perfectly well in five 
seconds ; if you could see that great magnetiser make a 
leper sweat profusely ; or make a crippled woman walk?’ 

‘Let us dine together, Bouvard, and stay with me till 
nine o’clock. I want to devise some decisive and 
irrefutable test.’ 

‘ Certainly, old friend,’ replied the Mesmerian doctor. 

The reconciled enemies went to dine at the Palais 
Royal. After an eager conversation, which helped 
Minoret to escape from the turmoil of ideas that racked 
his brain, Bouvard said to him— 

‘If you discern in this woman a real power to 
annihilate space, if you can but convince yourself that 
she, here, from the Church of the Assumption, can see 
and hear what is going on at Nemours, you must then 
admit all other effects of magnetism; they are to a 
sceptic quite as impossible as these. Ask her, therefore, 
one single proof that may satisfy you, for you may 
imagine that we have procured all this information. 
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But we cannot possibly know, for instance, what will 
happen this evening at nine o’clock in your house, in 
your ward’s bedroom. Remember or write down 
exactly what the clairvoyante may tell you, and hasten 
home. Little Ursule, whom I never saw, is not our 
accomplice ; and if she shall have done or said what 
you will have written down, bow thy head, proud 
Infidel !” 

The two friends returned to the Swedenborgian’s 
rooms, and there found the woman, who did not recognise 
Doctor Minoret. Her eyes gently closed under the 
hand which the master stretched out to her from afar, 
and she sank into the attitude in which Minoret had 
seen her before dinner. When his hand and hers were 
placed in connection he desired her to tell him all 
that was happening in his house at Nemours at that 
moment. 

‘What is Ursule doing?’ he asked. 

‘She is in her dressing-gown ; she has finished putting 
in her curl-papers; she is kneeling on her prie-Dieu 
in front of an ivory crucifix fastened on to a panel of red 
velvet.’ 

‘What is she saying?” 

‘ Her evening prayers ; she commends herself to God ; 
she beseeches Him to keep her soul free from evil 
thoughts; she examines her conscience, going over all 
she has done during the day to see whether she has 
failed in obedience to His commandments or those of 
the Church ; she is stripping her heart bare, poor dear 
little thing.’ There were tears in the clairvoyante’s eyes. 
‘She has committed no sin; but she blames herself for 
having thought too much of Monsieur Savinien,’ she 
went on. ‘She stops to wonder what he is doing in 
Paris, and prays to God to make him happy. She ends 
with you, and says a prayer aloud.’ 

‘Can you repeat it?’ 


© Yes.’ 
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Minoret took out his pencil and wrote at the woman’s 
dictation the following prayer, evidently composed by 
the Abbé Chaperon— 

‘O God, if Thou art pleased with Thy handmaid, 
who adores Thee and beseeches Thee with all love and 
fervour, who strives not to wander from Thy holy 
commandments, who would gladly die, as Thy Son died, 
to glorify Thy Name, who would fain live under Thy 
shadow, Thou to whom all hearts are open, grant me the 
mercy that my godfather’s eyes may be unsealed, lead him 
into the way of life, and give him Thy grace, that he 
may dwell in Thee during his latter days; preserve him 
from all ill, and let me suffer in his stead! Holy Saint 
Ursule, my beloved patron Saint, and Thou, Mother of 
God, Queen of Heaven, Archangels, and Saints in 
Paradise, hear me; join your intercessions to mine, and 
have pity on us!’ 

The clairvoyante so exactly imitated the child’s 
innocent gestures and saintly aspirations that Doctor 
Minoret’s eyes filled with tears. 

© Does she say anything more ?” he asked. 

GViess 

© Repeat it.’ 

*“ Dear godfather! Whom will he play backgammon 
with in Paris ?””—She has blown out her light, lays down 
her head, and goes to sleep.—She is gone off! She looks 
so pretty in her little night-cap !’ 

Minoret took leave of the Great Unknown, shook hands 
with Bouvard, ran downstairs, and hurried off to a stand 
of coaches, which at that time existed under the gateway 
of a mansion since demolished to make way for the Rue 
d’Alger. He there found a driver, and asked him if he 
would set out forthwith for Fontainebleau. The price 
having been agreed on, the old man, made young again, 
set out that very minute. As agreed, he let the horse 
rest at Essonne, then drove on till they picked up 
the Nemours diligence, and dismissed his coachman, 
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He reached home by about five in the morning, and 
went to bed amid the wreck of all his former notions of 
physiology, of nature, and of metaphysics; and he slept 
till nine, he was so tired by his expedition. 

On waking, the doctor, quite sure that no one had crossed 
the threshold since his return, proceeded to verify the 
facts, not without an invincible dread. He himself had 
forgotten the difference between the two bank notes, 
and the displacement of the two volumes of the Pandects. 
The somnambulist had seen rightly. He rang for La 
Bougival. 

‘Tell Ursule to come to speak to me,’ said he, sitting 
down in the middle of the library. 

The girl came at once, flew to his side, and kissed him ; 
the doctor took her on his knee, where, as she sat, her 


fine fair tresses mingled with her old friend’s white hair. 


‘You have something to say to me, godfather ?” 

‘Yes. But promise me, on your soul, to reply frankly, 
unequivocally, to my questions.’ 

Ursule blushed to the roots of her hair. 

‘Oh! I will ask you nothing that you cannot answer,’ 
he went on, seeing the bashfulness of first love clouding 
the hitherto childlike clearness of her lovely eyes. 

© Speak, godfather.’ 

‘With what thought did you end your evening prayers 
last night ; and at what hour did you say them?’ 

‘It was a quarter-past nine, or half-past.’ 

‘Well, repeat now your last prayer.’ 

The young girl hoped that her voice might communi- 
cate her faith to the unbeliever; she rose, knelt down, and 
clasped her hands fervently ; a radiant look beamed in her 
face, she glanced at the old man, and said— 

‘What I asked of God last night I prayed for again 
this morning, and shall still ask till He grants it me.’ 

Then she repeated the prayer with fresh and emphatic 
expression; but, to her great surprise, her godfather inter- 
rupted her, ending it himself. 
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‘Well, Ursule,’ said the doctor, drawing her on to his 
knees again, ‘and as you went to sleep with your head on 
the pillow, did you not say, “Dear godfather! Whom 
will he play backgammon with in Paris ?”’ 

Ursule started to her feet as though the trump of Judg- 
ment had sounded in her ears; she gave a cry of terror; 
her dilated eyes stared at the old man with fixed horror. 

‘Who are you, godfather? Where did you get sucha 
power?’ she asked, fancying that as he did not believe 
in God, he must have made a compact with the angel of 
hell. 

‘What did you sow in the garden yesterday ?’” 

‘ Mignonette, sweet peas, balsams : 

‘ And larkspurs to end with ?’ 

She fell on her knees. 

‘Do not terrify me, godfather !—But you were here, 
were you not?’ 

‘Am I not always with you?’ replied the doctor in 
jest, to spare the innocent child’s reason. 

‘Let us go to your room.’ ‘Then he gave her his arm 
and went upstairs. 

‘Your knees are quaking, dear friend,’ said she. 

‘Yes ; I feel quite overset.’ 

‘Do you at last believe in God ?’” she exclaimed, with 
innocent gladness, though the tears rose to her eyes. 

The old man looked round the neat and simple room 
he had arranged for Ursule. On the floor was an inex- 
pensive green drugget, which she kept exquisitely clean ; 
on the walls a paper with a pale-grey ground and a pattern 
of roses with their green leaves; there were white cotton 
curtains, with a pink border, to the windows looking on the 
courtyard ; between the windows, below a tall mirror, a 
console of gilt wood with a marble slab, on which stood 
a blue Sévres vase for flowers; and opposite the fire- 
place, a pretty inlaid chest of drawers with a top of fine 
marble. The bed, furnished with old chintz, and chintz 
curtains lined with pink, was one of the old duchesse four- 
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post beds which were common in the eighteenth century, 
ornamented with a capital of carved feathers to each of 
the fluted columns at the corners. On the chimney-shelf 
was an old clock, mounted in a sort of catafalque of 
tortoiseshell inlaid with ivory; the marble chimney-piece 
and candelabra, the glass, and the pier, painted in shades 
of grey, had a remarkably good effect of tone, colour, and 
style. A large wardrobe, the doors inlaid with landscapes 
in various kinds of wood, some of them of greenish tint, 
hardly to be met with in these days, no doubt contained 
her linen and her dresses, 

The atmosphere of this room had a fragrance as of 
heaven. The careful arrangement of everything indicated 
a spirit of order, a feeling for the harmony of things, 
that would have struck any one, even a Minoret-Levrault. 
It was, above all, easy to see how dear to Ursule were the 
things about her, and how fond she was of the room 
which was, so to speak, part of all her life as a child anda 
young girl. 

While looking round at it all as an excuse, the guardian 
convinced himself that from her window Ursule could 
see across to Madame de Portenduére’s house. During 
the night he had considered the line of conduct to be 
taken with regard to the secret he had discovered of her 
budding passion. To question his ward would com- 
promise him in her eyes; for either he must approve 
or disapprove of her love; in either case he would be 
awkwardly situated. He had therefore determined that 
he would study for himself the relations of young 
Portenduére and Ursule, to decide whether he should try 
to counteract her inclination before it had become irre- 
sistible. Only an old man could show so much prudence. 
Still gasping under the shock of finding the magnetic 
revelations true, he turned about, examining the smallest 
things in the room, for he wished to glance at the almanac 
which hung by a corner of the chimney-piece. 

‘These clumsy candlesticks are too heavy for your 
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pretty little hands,’ he said, taking up the marble candle- 
sticks, ornamented with brass. 

He weighed them in his hands, looked at the almanac, 
unhooked it, and said— 

‘ This, too, seems to me very ugly. Why do you hang 
this common calendar in such a pretty room ?’ 

‘Oh, leave me that, godfather ! ” 

‘No, no; you shall have another to-morrow.’ 

He went downstairs again, carrying away the con- 
victing document, shut himself into his room, looked for 
Saint Savinien, and found, as the clairvoyante had said, a 
small red dot at the 19th of October; he found such 
another at Saint Denis’ day, his own patron Saint ; and 
at Saint John’s day—that of the curé. And this dot, as 
large as a pin’s head, the sleeping woman had discerned 
in spite of distance and obstacles. The old man meditated 
till dusk on all these facts, more stupendous to him 
than to any other man. He was forced to yield to 
evidence. A thick wall, within himself, as it. were, 
crumbled down; for he had lived on the double foundation 
of his indifference to religion and his denial of magnetism. 
By proving that the senses—a purely physical structure, 
mere organs whose effects can all be explained—were 
conterminous with some of the attributes of infinity, 
magnetism overthrew, or at any rate seemed to him 
to overthrow, Spinoza’s powerful logic: The Finite and 
the Infinite, two elements which, according to that great 
man, are incompatible, existed one in the other. How- 
ever great the power he could conceive of the divisibility 
and mobility of matter, he could not credit it with 
almost divine characters. And he was too old to connect 
these phenomena with a system, to compare them with 
those of sleep, of vision, or of light. All his scientific 
theory, based un the statements of the school of Locke 
and Condillac, lay in ruins. On seeing his hollow idols 
wrecked, his incredulity naturally was shaken. Hence all 
the advantages in this struggle between Catholic youth 
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and Voltairean old age was certain to be on Ursule’s side. 
A beam of light fell on the dismantled fortress in ruins ; 
from the depths of the wreckage rose the cry of prayer. 

And yet, the stiff-necked old man tried to dispute his 
own doubts. Though stricken to the heart, he could not 
make up his mind; he still strove with God. At the 
same time his mind seemed to vacillate; he was not the 
same man. He became unnaturally pensive; he read 
the Pensées of Pascal, Bossuet’s sublime Histoire des 
Variations; he studied Bonald; he read Saint Augustine; 
he also read through the works of Swedenborg and 
of the deceased Saint-Martin, of whom the mysterious 
stranger had spoken. ‘The structure raised in this man 
by materialism was splitting on all sides; a shock alone 
was needed ; and when his heart was ripe for God, it fell 
into the heavenly vineyard as fruits drop. Several times 
already in the evening, when playing his game with the 
priest, his goddaughter sitting by, he had asked questions 
which, in view of his opinions, struck the Abbé Chaperon 
as strange; for as yet he knew not of the moral travail 
by which God was rectifying this noble conscience. 

‘Do you believe in apparitions ?’ the infidel suddenly 
asked his pastor, pausing in his game. 

‘Cardan, a great philosopher of the sixteenth century, 
said that he had seen some,’ replied the curé. 

‘JT know of all those that the philosophers have seen ; 
I have just re-read Plotinus. At this moment I ask you 
as a Catholic: I want to know whether you think that 
a dead man can return to visit the living.’ 

‘Well, Jesus appeared to His apostles after His death,’ 
replied the priest. ‘The Church must believe in the 
apparitions of our Lord. As to miracles, there is no 
lack of them,’ added the Abbé Chaperon with a smile. 
‘Would you like to hear of the latest? Some were 
wrought in the eighteenth century.’ 

© Pooh !? 

‘Yes; the blessed Maria~Alphonzo de Liguori knew of 
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the Pope’s death when he was far from Rome, at the 
moment when the holy Father expired, and there were 
many witnesses to the miracle. The reverend bishop, 
in a trance, heard the Pontiff’s last words, and repeated 
them to several persons. The messenger bringing the 
news did. not arrive till thirty hours later. 

‘Jesuit!’ said Minoret with a smile; ‘I do not ask 
you for proofs ; I ask you whether you believe it.’ 

‘JT believe that the apparition depends greatly on the 
person seeing it,’ said the curé, still laughing at the sceptic. 

‘My dear friend, I am not laying a trap for you. 
What is your belief on this point ?’ 

‘I believe that the power of God is infinite,’ replied 
the Abbé. 

‘When I die, if I am at peace with God, I will entreat 
Him to let me appear to you,’ said the doctor, laughing. 

‘That is precisely the agreement made by Cardan 
with his friend,’ replied the curé. 

‘Ursule,’ said Minoret, ‘if ever a danger should threaten 
you, call me—I would come.’ 

‘You have just put into simple words the touching 
elegy called Néére, by André Chénier,’ replied the curé. 
‘But poets are great only because they know how to 
embody facts or feelings in perennially living forms.’ 

‘Why do you talk of dying, my dear godfather ?’ said 
the young girl sadly. ‘We shall not die, we who are 
Christians ; the grave is but the cradle of the soul.’ 

‘Well, well,’ said the doctor with a smile, ‘we are 
bound to quit this world; and when I am no more, you 
will be very much astonished at your fortune.’ 

‘When you are no more, my kind friend, my only 
consolation will be to devote my life to you.’ 

“To me—when I am dead ?’ 

‘Yes. All the good works I may be able to do shall 
be done in your name to redeem your errors. I will pray 
to God day by day to persuade His infinite mercy not to 
punish eternally the faults of a day, but to give a place 
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near to Himself among the spirits of the blest to a soul 


_ so noble and so pure as yours.’ 


This reply, spoken with angelic candour and in a 
tone of absolute conviction, confounded error, and con- 
verted Denis Minoret like another Saint Paul. A flash 
of internal light stunned him, and at the same time this 
tenderness, extending even to the life to come, brought 
tears to his eyes. This sudden effect of grace was almost 
electrical. The curé clasped his hands and stood up in 
his agitation. The child herself, surprised at her success, 
shed tears. The old man drew himself up as though 
some one had called him, looked into space as if he saw 
an aurora; then he knelt on his armchair, folded his 
hands, and cast down his eyes in deep humiliation. 

‘Great God !’ he said, in a broken voice, and looking 
up to heaven, ‘if any one can obtain my forgiveness, and 
lead me to Thee, is it not this spotless creature? Pardon 
my me pentane old age, presented to Thee by this glorious 
child !’ 

He lifted up his soul in silence to God, beseeching 
Him to enlighten him by knowledge after having over- 
whelmed him by grace; then, turning to the curé, he 
held out his hand, saying — 

‘ My dear father in God, I am a little child again. I 
am yours; I give my soul into your hands.’ 

tordile kissed her godfather’s hands, covering them with 
tears of joy. The old man took her on his knee, gaily 
calling her his godmother. The curé, much moved, 
recited the Veni Creator in a sort of religious transport. 
This hymn was their evening prayer as the three 
Christians knelt together. 

‘What has happened ?’ asked La Bougival in astonish- 
ment. 

‘ At last my godfather believes in God !’ cried Ursule. 

‘ And a good thing too; that was all that was wanting 
to make him perfect!’ exclaimed the old peasant woman, 
crossing herself with simple gravity. 
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‘ My dear Doctor,’ said the good priest, ¢ you will soon 
have mastered the grandeur of religion and the necessity 
for its exercises; and you will find its philosophy, in so 
far as it is human, much loftier than that of the most 
daring minds.’ 

The curé, who displayed an almost childlike joy, then 
agreed to instruct the old man by meeting him as a 
catechumen twice a week. 

Thus the conversion ascribed to Ursule and to a spirit 
of sordid self-interest had been spontaneous. ‘The priest, 
who for fourteen years had restrained himself from touch- 
ing the wounds in that heart, though he had deeply 
deplored them, had been appealed to, as we go to a 
surgeon when we feel an injury. Since that scene every 
evening Ursule’s prayers had become family prayers. 
Every moment the old man had felt peace growing upon 
him in the place of agitation. And viewing God as the 
responsible editor of inexplicable facts—as he put it—his 
mind was quite easy. His darling child told him that 
by this it could be seen that he was making progress in 
the kingdom of God. 

To-day, during the service, he had just read the 
prayers with the exercise of his understanding ; for, in 
his first talk with the curé, he had risen to the divine 
idea of the communion of the faithful. The venerable 
neophyte had understood the eternal symbol connected 
with that nourishment, which faith makes necessary as 
soon as the whole, deep, glorious meaning of the symbol 
is thoroughly felt. If he had seemed in a hurry to get 
home, it was to thank his dear little goddaughter for having 
. brought him to the Lord, to use the fine old-fashioned 
phrase. And so he had her on his knee in his drawing- 
room, and was kissing her solemnly on the brow, at 
the very moment when his heirs, defiling her holy in- 
fluence by their ignoble alarms, were lavishing on Ursule 
the coarsest abuse. The good man’s haste to be at 
home, his scorn, as they thought it, for his relations, 
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his sharp replies as he left the church, were all naturally 
attributed by each of the family to the hatred for them 
which Ursule had implanted in him, 


While the girl was playing to her godfather the varia- 
tions on La derniére Penste musicale of Weber, a plot 
was being hatched in Minoret-Levrault’s dining-room, 
which was destined to bring on to the stage one of the 
most important actors in this drama. ‘The breakfast, 
which lasted two hours, was as noisy as a provincial - 
breakfast always is, and washed down by capital wine 
brought to Nemours by canal, either from Burgundy or 
from Touraine. Zélie had procured some shell-fish too, 
some sea-fish, and a few rarer dainties to do honour to 
Désiré’s return. 

The dining-room, in its midst the round table of 
tempting aspect, looked like an inn-room. Zélie, satis- 
fied with the extent of her household offices, had 
built a large room between the vast courtyard and the 
kitchen-garden, which was full of vegetables and fruit- 
trees. Here everything was merely neat and substantial. 
The example set by Levrault- Levrault had been a 
terror to the country-side, and Zélie had forbidden the 
master-builder’s dragging her into any such folly. The 
room was hung with satin paper, and furnished with plain 
walnut-wood chairs and sideboards, with an earthenware 
stove, a clock on the wall, and a barometer. Though 
the crockery was ordinary—plain white china—the table 
shone with linen and abundant plate. 

As soon as the coffee had been served by Zélie, who 
hopped to and fro like a grain of shot in a bottle of 
champagne, for she kept but one cook; and when 
Désiré, the budding lawyer, had been fully apprised of 
the great event of the morning and its results, Zélie 
shut the door, and the notary Dionis was called upon 
to speak. The silence that fell, the looks fixed by each 
expectant heir on that authoritative face, plainly showed 
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how great is the influence exercised by these men over 
whole families. 

‘My dear children,’ he began, ‘your uncle, having 
been born in 1746, is at this day eighty-three years 
old; now old men are liable to fits of folly, and this 
little ; 

‘Viper !’ exclaimed Madame Massin. 

‘Wretch !’ said Zélie. 

‘We will only call her by her name,’ said Dionis. 

‘Well, then, a thief,’ said Madame Crémiere. 

‘ A very pretty thief!’ added Désiré Minoret. 

‘This little Ursule,’ Dionis went on, ‘is very dear to 
him. I have not waited till this morning to make 
inquiries in the interest of you all as my clients, and this 
is what I have learned concerning this young 

© Spoiler !? put in the tax collector. 

© Underhand fortune-hunter,’ said the lawyer’s clerk. 

‘ Hush, my friends, or I shall put on my hat and go, 
and good day to you.’ 

‘Come, come, old man!’ said Minoret, pouring him 
out a liqueur glassful of rum. ‘Drink that; it comes 
from Rome, direct.’ 

‘Ursule is no doubt Joseph Mirouét’s legitimate off- 
spring. But her father was the natural son of Valentin 
Mirouét, your uncle’s father-in-law. Thus Ursule is the 
natural niece of Doctor Denis Minoret. As his natural 
niece, any will the doctor may make in her favour may 
perhaps be void, and if he should leave her his fortune, 
you may bring a lawsuit against her; this might be bad 
enough for you, for it is impossible to say that there is 
no tie of relationship between the doctor and Ursule; 
still, a lawsuit would certainly frighten a defenceless 
girl, and would result in a compromise.’ 

‘The law is so rigorous as to the rights of natural 
children,’ said the newly-hatched lawyer, eager to dis- 
play his learning, ‘that by the terms of a judgment of 
the Court of Appeal of July 7, 1817, a natural child 
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can claim nothing from its natural grandfather, not even 
maintenance. So, you see, that the parentage of a natural 
child carries back. ‘The law is against a natural child, 
even in his legitimate descendants; for it regards 
any legacies benefiting the grandchildren as bestowed 
through the personal intermediary of the natural son, 
their parent. This is the inference from a comparison 
of Articles 757, 908, and g11 of the Civil Code. And, 
in fact, the Royal Court of Paris, on the 26th of 
December, only last year, reduced a legacy bequeathed 
to the legitimate child of a natural son by its grand- 
father, who, as its grandfather, was as much a stranger 
in blood to his natural grandson as the doctor is to 
Ursule as her uncle.’ 

‘ All that,’ said Goupil, ‘seems to me to relate only 
to the question of bequests made by grandparents to 
their illegitimate descendants ; it has nothing to do with 
uncles, who do not appear to me to have any blood 
relationships to the legitimate offspring of these natural 
half-brothers, Ursule is a stranger in blood to Doctor 
Minoret. I remember a judgment delivered at the 
Supreme Court at Colmar in 1825, when I was finish- 
ing my studies, by which it was pronounced that the 
illegitimate child being dead, his descendants could no 
longer be liable to his interposition. Now Ursule’s 
father is dead.’ 

Goupil’s argument produced, what in reports of law- 
cases journalists are accustomed to designate by this. 
parenthesis : (Great sensation). 

‘What does that matter?’ cried Dionis. ‘Even if 
the case of a legacy left by the uncle of an illegitimate 
child has never yet come before the courts, if it should 
occur, the rigour of the French law towards natural 
children will be all the more surely applied, because we 
live in times when religion is respected. And I will 
answer for it that, in such a suit, a compromise would 
be offered ; especially if it were known that you were 
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resolved to carry the case against Ursule even to the 
Court of Final Appeal.’ 

The delight of heirs who might find piles of gold 
betrayed itself in smiles, little jumps, and gestures all 
round the table. No one observed Goupil’s shake of 
dissent. But, then, this exultation was immediately 
followed by deep silence and dismay at the notary’s next 
word— 

‘But ; 

Dionis at once saw every eye fixed on him, every face 
assuming the same angle, just as if he had pulled the 
wire of one of those toy theatres where all the figures 
move in jerks by the action of wheel-work. 

‘But there is no law to hinder your uncle from 
adopting or marrying Ursule,’ he went on. ‘As to an 
adoption, it might be disputed, and you would, I believe, 
win the case ; the High Courts are not to be trifled with 
in the matter of adoption, and you would be examined 
in the preliminary inquiry. It is all very well for the 
doctor to display the ribbon of St. Michael, to be an 
officer of the Legion of Honour, and formerly physician 
to the ex-emperor; he would go to the wall. But 
though you might be warned in case of an adoption, 
how are you to knowif he marriesher? ‘The old fellow is 
quite sharp enough to get married in Paris after residing 
there for a year, and to secure to his bride a settlement 
of a million francs under the marriage contract. The 
only thing, therefore, which really jeopardises your in- 
heritance is that your uncle should marry the child.’ 
Here the notary paused. 

‘There is another risk,’ said Goupil, with a knowing 
air. ‘He may make a will in favour of a third person, 
old Bongrand for instance, who would be constituted 
trustee for Mademoiselle Ursule Mirouét.’ 

‘If you worry your uncle,’ Dionis began again, cutting 
short his head clerk, ‘if you are not all as nice as possible 
to Ursule, you will drive him either into a marriage or 


The Heirs in Alarm gI 


into the trusteeship of which Goupil speaks; but I do 
not think he is likely to have recourse to a trust; it is 
a dangerous alternative. As to his marrying her, it is 
easy to prevent it. Désiré has only to show the girl a 
little attention ; she will certainly prefer a charming young 
fellow, the cock of the walk at Nemours, to an old man.’ 

‘Mother,’ said the postmaster’s son in Zélie’s ear, 
tempted both by the money and by Ursule’s beauty, 
‘if I were to marry her we should get it all.’ 

‘Are you mad? You who will have fifty thousand 
francs a year one of those days, and who are sure to be 
elected deputy! So long as 1 live you shall never hang 
a millstone round your neck by a foolish marriage. 
Seven hundred thousand francs? Thank you for 
nothing! Why, Monsieur, the Mayor’s only daughter 
will have fifty thousand a year, and they have already 
made overtures.’ 

This reply, in which, for the first time in his life, his 
mother spoke roughly to him, extinguished in Désiré 
every hope of marrying the fair Ursule, for his father 
and he could never gain the day against the determination 
written in Zélie’s terrible blue eyes. 

‘Yes; but, I say, Monsieur Dionis,’ cried Crémiére, 
whose wife had nudged his elbow, ‘if the old man took 
the matter seriously, and let his ward marry Désiré, 
settling on her the absolute possession of his property, 
goodbye to our chances! And if he lives another five 
years, our uncle will have at least a million.’ 

‘Never,’ cried Zélie; ‘never so long as I live and 
breathe shall Désiré marry the daughter of a bastard, a 
girl taken in out of charity, picked up in the streets! 
What next, by Heaven? At his uncle’s death my son 
will be the representative of the Minorets; and the 
Minorets can show five centuries of good citizenship. 
It is as good as a noble pedigree. Make your minds 
easy. Désiré shall marry when we see what he is likely 
to do in the Chamber of Deputies.’ 
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This arrogant pronouncement was seconded by 
Goupil, who added— 

‘With eighty thousand francs a year, Désiré may rise 
to be president of a Supreme Court, or public prosecutor, 
which leads to a peerage. A foolish marriage would be 
the ruin of his prospects.’ 

The heirs all began to talk at once, but they were 
silenced by the blow of his fist that Minoret struck on 
the table to enable the notary to speak on. 

‘Your uncle is an excellent and worthy man,’ said 
Dionis. ‘He believes himself immortal; and, like all 
clever men, he will allow death to overtake him before 
he has made his will. My opinion, therefore, for the 
moment, is that he should be induced to invest his 
capital in such a way as to make it difficult to dispossess 
you; and the opportunity now offers. Young Porten- 
duére is in Sainte Pélagie, locked up for a hundred and 
odd thousand francs of debts. His old mother knows he 
is in prison; she is weeping like a Magdalen, and has 
asked the Abbé Chaperon to dinner, to talk over the 
catastrophe, no doubt. Well, I shall go this evening 
and suggest to your uncle to sell his stock of consolidated 
five per cents., which are at a hundred and eighteen, and 
lend the sum necessary to release the prodigal to Madame 
de Portenduére on the farm at Bordiéres and her dwelling- 
house, I am in my rights as a notary in applying to 
him on behalf of that little idiot of a Portenduere, and 
it is quite natural that I should wish him to change his 
investments ; I get the commission, the stamps, and the 
business. If I can get him to take my advice, I shall 
propose to him to invest the rest of his capital in real 
estate. I have some splendid lands for sale in my office. 
When once his fortune is invested in real estate, or in 
mortgages on land in this neighbourhood, it will not 
easily flyaway. It is always easy to raise difficulties in the 
way of realising the capital if he should wish to do so.’ 

The heirs, struck by the soundness of this logic, much 
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more skilful than that of M. Josse, expressed themselves 
by approving murmurs. 

‘So settle it among yourselves,’ added the notary, in 
conclusion, ‘to keep your uncle in this town, where he 
has his own ways, and where you can keep an eye on 
him. If you can find a lover for the girl, you will hinder 
her marrying.’ 

‘But if she were to marry him?’ said Goupil, urged 
by an ambitious instinct. 

‘That would not be so bad after all; your loss would 
be set down in plain figures, and you would know what 
the old man would give her,’ answered the notary. 
“Still, if you set Désiré at her, he might easily play fast 
and loose with her till the old man’s death. Marriages 
are arranged and upset again.’ 

‘The shortest way,’ said Goupil, ‘if the doctor is 
likely to live a long time yet, would be to get her 
married to some good fellow, who would take her out or 
the way by settling with her at Sens, or Montargis, or 
Orleans, with a hundred thousand francs down.’ 

Dionis, Massin, Zélie, and Goupil, the only clear 
heads of the party, exchanged glances full of meaning. 

‘He would be a maggot in the pear,’ said Zélie in 
Massin’s ear. 

‘Why was he allowed to come ?’ replied the registrar. 

‘That would just suit you!’ exclaimed Désiré to 
Goupil ; ‘but how could you ever keep yourself decent 
enough to please the old man and his ward ?’ 

© You don’t think small beer of yourself ! ’ said Minoret, 
understanding Goupil at last. 

This coarse jest was greeted with shouts of laughter. 
But the lawyer’s clerk glared at the laughers with such a 
sweeping and terrible gaze that silence was immediately 
restored. 

‘In these days,’ Zélie whispered to Massin, ‘notaries 
think only of their own interests. What if Dionis, to 
get his commission, should take Ursule’s side ?’ 


94 Ursule Mirouet 


“I know he is safe,’ replied the registrar, with a keen 
twinkle in his wicked little eyes; he was about to add, 
‘I have him in my power,’ but he abstained. 

‘I am entirely of Dionis’ opinion,’ he said aloud. 

‘And so am I,’ exclaimed Zélie, though she already 
suspected the notary and Massin to be in collusion for 
their own advantage. 

‘My wife has given our vote,’ said the postmaster, 
sipping a glass of spirits, though his face was already 
purple with digesting the meal and from a considerable 
consumption of wine and liqueurs. 

‘It is quite right,’ said the tax-collector. 

‘Then I will call on him after dinner ?’ asked Dionis. 

‘If Monsieur Dionis is right,’ said Madame Crémiére 
to Madame Massin, ‘ we ought to go to see your uncle, 
as we used, every Sunday evening, and do all Monsieur 
Dionis has just told us.’ 

‘Yes, indeed! To be received. as we have been,’ 
exclaimed Zélie. ‘ After all, we have an income of over 
forty thousand francs; and he has refused all our invita- 
tions. We are as good as he is. I can steer my own 
ship, thank you, though I cannot write prescriptions ! ’ 

‘As I am far from having forty thousand francs a 
year, said Madame Massin, nettled, ‘I am not anxious 
to lose ten thousand ! ” 

‘Weare his nieces; we will look after him; we shall 
see what is going on,’ said Madame Crémiére. ‘ And 
some day, Cousin Zélie, you will be beholden to us.’ 

‘Be civil to Ursule; old Jordy left her his savings,’ 
said the notary, putting his right forefinger to his lip. 

‘I will mind my P’s and Q’s,’ said Désiré. 

‘You were a match for Desroches, the sharpest 
attorney in Paris,’ said Goupil to his master, as they 
quitted the house. 

‘And they dispute our bills,’ remarked the notary, 
with a bitter smile. 

The heirs, seeing out Dionis and his head clerk, 
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found themselves at the gate, all with faces heated from 
the meal, just as the congregation came out from vespers. 
As the notary had foretold, the Abbé Chaperon had 
given his arm to old Madame de Portenduére. 

‘She has dragged him to vespers!’ cried Madame 
Massin, pointing out to Madame Crémiére Ursule 
coming out of the church with her uncle. 

‘Let us go and speak to him,’ suggested Madame 
Crémiére, going forward. 

The change which the conclave had produced in all 
their countenances astonished Doctor Minoret. He 
wondered what the cause could be of this friendliness to 
order, and out of curiosity he favoured a meeting between 
Ursule and these two women, who were eager to address 
her with exaggerated sweetness and forced smiles. 

‘Uncle, will you allow us to call on you this evening?’ 
said Madame Crémiére. ‘We sometimes think we 
are in the way; but it is long now since our children 
have paid their respects to you, and our daughters are of 
an age to make friends with dear Ursule.’ 

‘Ursule justifies her name,’ said the Doctor; ‘she is 
not at all tame.’ 

‘Let us tame her,’ said Madame Massin. ‘And 
besides, my dear uncle,’ added the prudent housewife, 
trying to conceal her scheming under a semblance of 
economy, ‘we have been told that your charming god- 
daughter has such a talent for the piano, that we should 
be enchanted to hear her play. Madame Crémiére and 
I are rather inclined to have her master to teach our 
girls ; for if he had seven or eight pupils he might fix a 
price for his lessons within our means a 

‘ By all means,’ said the old man; ‘all the more, 
indeed, because I am thinking of getting a singing- 
master for Ursule.’ 

‘Very well; then this evening, uncle; and we will 
bring your grand-nephew Désiré, who is now a full- 
fledged attorney.’ 
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‘Till this evening,’ replied Minoret, who wished to 
study these mean souls. 

His two nieces shook hands with Ursule, saying with 
affected graciousness, ‘ Till this evening.’ 

‘Oh, dear godfather, you can read my heart, I be- 
lieve!’ cried Ursule, with a grateful look at the old man. 

‘You have a good voice,’ he said. ‘And I also mean 
to give you drawing and Italian lessons. A woman,’ he 
added, looking at Ursule as he opened the gate of his 
own courtyard, ‘ought to be educated in such a way as 
to be equal to any position in which she may be placed 
by marriage.’ 

Ursule blushed as red as a cherry; her guardian 
seemed to be thinking of the very person she herself was 
thinking of. Feeling herself on the point of confessing 
to the doctor the involuntary impulse which made her 
think of Savinien, and refer all her strivings after 
perfection to him, she went to sit under the bower of 
creepers, against which she looked from a distance like a 
white and blue flower. 

“Now you see, godfather, your nieces were kind to 
me; they were very nice just now,’ said she, as he 
followed her, to mislead him as to the thoughts which 
had made her pensive. 

‘Poor little thing!’ said the old man. He laid 
Ursule’s hand on his arm, patting it gently, and led her 
along the terrace by the river, where no one could 
overhear them. 

‘Why do you say, “ Poor little thing” ?’ 

‘Can you not see that they are afraid of you?’ 

‘But why ?’ 

‘My heirs are at this moment very uneasy about my 
conversion ; they ascribe it, no doubt, to your influence, 
and fancy that I shall deprive them of their inheritance 
to make you the richer.’ 

‘But you will not ?’ said Ursule with simplicity, and 
looking in his face. 
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‘Ah, divine comfort of my old age,’ said the old man, 
lifting her up, and kissing her on both cheeks. ‘It was 
for her sake and not for my own, O God, that I be- 
sought Thee just now to suffer me to live till I shall 
have given her into the keeping of some good man 
worthy of her !—You will see, my angel, the farce that 
the Minorets and the Crémiéres and the Massins are 
going to play here. You want to prolong and beautify 
my life. They! they think of nothing but my death!’ 

‘God forbids us to hate; but if that is true—oh, I 
scorn them!’ cried Ursule. 

‘Dinner!’ cried La Bougival, from the top of the 
steps which, on the garden side, were at the end of the 
gallery. 

Ursule and the doctor were eating their dessert in the 
pretty dining-room painted to imitate Chinese lacquer, 
which had ruined Levrault-Levrault, when the Justice 
walked in. The doctor, as his most signal mark of 
intimacy, offered him a cup of his own coffee, a mixture 
of Mocha with Bourbon and Martinique berries, roasted, 
ground, and made by his own hands in a silver coffee-pot 
of the kind patented by Chaptal. 

Well, well,’ said Bongrand, putting up his spectacles, 
and looking at the old man with a sly twinkle, ‘the 
town is by the ears! Your appearance at church has 
revolutionised your relations. You are going to leave 
everything to the priests and to the poor! You have 
stirred them up, and they are astir! Oh! I saw their 
first commotion on the Church Square; they were as 
fussy as a nest of ants robbed of their eggs.’ 

‘What did I tell you, Ursule?’ exclaimed the old 
man. ‘Even at the risk of grieving you, my child, am 
I not bound to teach you to know the world, and to put 
you on your guard against undeserved enmity.’ 

‘I wanted to say a few words to you on that subject,’ 
said Bongrand, seizing the opportunity of speaking to 
his old friend about Ursule’s future prospects. 
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The doctor put a black velvet cap on his white head, 
and the Justice kept on his hat as a protection against the 
dew, and they walked together up and down the terrace, 
talking over the means of securing to Ursule the little 
fortune the doctor proposed to leave her. Bongrand 
knew the opinion of Dionis as to the invalidity of any 
will made by the doctor in Ursule’s favour, for Nemours 
was too inquisitive as to the Minoret inheritance for this 
question not to have been discussed by the wise-heads of 
the town. He himself had decided that Ursule was an 
alien in blood as regarded Doctor Minoret ; but he was 
fully aware that the spirit of the law was adverse to the 
recognition of illegitimate offspring as members of the 
family. The framers of the Code had only anticipated 
the weakness of fathers and mothers for their natural 
children ; it had not been supposed that uncles or aunts 
might have such tender feelings for an illegitimate relation 
as to favour his descendants. ‘There was evidently an 
omission in the law. 

‘In any other country,’ said he to the doctor, after 
setting forth the state of the law which Goupil, Dionis, 
and Désiré had just explained to the heirs, ‘ Ursule would 
have nothing to fear. She is a legitimate child, and her 
father’s disabilities ought only to affect the money left by 
Valentin Mirouét, your father-in-law. But in France 
the bench is unluckily very clever and very logical; it 
insists on the spirit of the law. Pleaders will talk of 
morality, and prove that the omission in the Code arises 
from the single-mindedness of the framers, who never 
foresaw such a case, but who nevertheless established a 
principle. A lawsuit would be lengthy and costly. With 
Zélie on the other side it would be carried to the Court 
of Appeal ; and I cannot be sure that I should be still 
living when the case was tried.’ 

‘The strongest case is not certain to stand,’ cried the 
doctor. ‘I can see the documents on the subject already : 
“To what degree of relationship ought the disabilities of 
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natural children in the matter of inheritance to extend ?” 
and the glory of a clever lawyer is to gain a rotten suit.’ 

‘On my honour,’ said Bongrand, ‘I would not take it 
upon myself to assert that the judges would not widen 
the interpretation of the law so as to extend its protection 
of marriage, which is the everlasting foundation of society.’ 

Without explaining his intentions, the doctor rejected 
the idea of a trust. But as to the notion of marrying 
her, which Bongrand suggested as a means of securing 
her his fortune— 

‘Poor little thing!’ cried the doctor. ‘I may live 
fifteen years yet. What would become of her ?’ 

‘Well, then, what do you propose ?’ said Bongrand. 

‘We must think about it.—I shall see,’ replied the old 
doctor, evidently at a loss for an answer. 

At this instant Ursule came to tell the friends that 
Dionis wished to see the doctor. 

€Dionis already !’ exclaimed Minoret, looking at the 
Justice. ‘Yes,’ he said to Ursule; ‘let him be shown in.’ 

‘I will bet my spectacles to a brimstone match that he 
is your heirs’ stalking-horse. “They breakfasted together at 
the posting-house, and something has been plotted there.’ 

The notary, following Ursule, came out into the 
garden. After the usual civilities and a few common- 
place remarks, Dionis begged for a moment’s private 
conversation. Ursule and Bongrand went into the 
drawing-room. 

‘We must think about it!—I shall see!’ said 
Bongrand to himself, echoing the doctor’s last words. 
‘That is what clever people think; then death overtakes 
them, and they leave those who are dearest to them in 
the greatest difficulties !’ 

The distrust a man of business feels of a man of talent 
is extraordinary. He cannot admit that the greater in- 
cludes the less. But this very distrust, perhaps, implies 
praise. Seeing these superior minds inhabiting the high 
peaks of human thought, men of business do not believe 
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them capable of descending to the infinitely small details 
which, like interest in the world of finance, or micro- 
scopic creatures in natural history, at last accumulate till 
they equal the capital, or constitute a world. It is a 
mistake. ‘The man of feeling and the man of genius see 
everything. 

Bongrand, nettled by the doctor’s persistent silence, 
but urged, no doubt, by Ursule’s interests, which he 
feared were compromised, determined to protect her 
against her rivals. He was in despair at not knowing 
what was going on between the old man and Dionis. 

‘However pure-minded Ursule may be,’ thought he, 
as he looked at her, ‘there is one point on which young 
girls are wont to have their own ideas of jurisprudence 
and morality. Let us try !’—‘ The Minoret-Levraults,’ 
said he to Ursule, as he settled his spectacles, ‘are quite 
capable of proposing that you should marry their son.’ 

The poor child turned pale. She had been too well 
brought up, and had too much perfect delicacy, to go and 
listen to what her uncle and Dionis were saying; but 
after a short deliberation she thought she might go into 
the room, thinking that if she were in the way her god- 
father would make her understand it. The Chinese 
summer-house, which was the doctor’s private study, had 
the shutters of the glass door left open. Ursule’s idea 
was that she would go herself to close them. She 
apologised for leaving the lawyer alone in the drawing- 
room ; but he smiled and said— 

‘Do so, do so.’ 

Ursule went to the steps leading from the Chinese 
summer-house down to the garden, and there she stood 
for some minutes slowly closing the Venetian shutters 
and looking at the sunset. Then she heard this answer 
spoken by the doctor as he came towards the summer- 
house— 

‘ My heirs would be delighted to see me possessed of 
real estate and mortgages. “They fancy that my fortune 
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would be much more safely invested. I can guess all 
they could say ; and you, perhaps, are their representative. 
But, my dear sir, my arrangements are unalterable. My 
heirs will have the capital of the fortune I brought here 
with me; they may accept that as a certainty, and leave 
me in peace. If either of them should make any change 
in what I believe it to be my duty to do for that child’ 
(and he pointed to his goddaughter), ‘I will come back 
from the other world to torment him!—So Monsieur 
Savinien de Portenduére may remain in prison if his 
release depends on me,’ added the doctor. ‘I shall not 
sell any of my securities.’ 

As she heard the last words of this speech, Ursule felt 
the first, the only grief she had ever known. She rested 
her forehead against the shutter, and clung to it for 
support. 

©Good heavens! what ails her?’ cried the old doctor ; 
‘she is colourless. Such emotion just after dinner might 
kill her !” 

He put out his arm to hold Ursule, who fell almost 
fainting. 

‘Good evening, monsieur; leave me,’ he said to the 
notary. 

He carried his goddaughter to a huge easy-chair, 
dating from Louis xv., which stood in his study, seized 
a phial of ether from his medicine store, and made her 
inhale it. 

‘Go and take my place, my friend, said he to 
Bongrand, who was alarmed ; ‘I must stay with her.’ 

The Justice walked to the gate with the notary, 
asking him, but without any show of eagerness, ‘What 
has come over Ursule ?’ 

‘I do not know,’ said Monsieur Dionis. ‘She was 
standing on the steps listening to us; and when her 
uncle refused to lend the necessary sum to release young 
Portenduére, who is in prison for debt—for he had not a 
Monsieur Bongrand to defend him as Monsieur du 
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Rouvre had—she turned pale and tottered. Does she 
love him? Can there be es 

‘ At fifteen!’ said Bongrand, interrupting Dionis. 

‘She was born in February 1814. In four months 
she will be sixteen.’ 

‘But she has never seen her neighbour,’ replied the 
Justice. ‘No, it is just an attack.’ 

‘ An attack of the heart,’ said the notary. 

Dionis was much delighted by his discovery ; it would 
avert the dreaded marriage by which the doctor might 
have frustrated the hopes of his heirs, while Bongrand 
saw his castles in the air in ruins; he had long dreamed 
of a marriage between his own son and Ursule. 

‘If the poor child should be in love with that youth, 
it would be unfortunate for her. Madame de Portenduére 
is a Bretonne, and crazy about noble birth,’ replied the 
Justice, after a pause. 

‘Happily—for the honour of the Portenduéres,’ said 
the notary, who had nearly betrayed himself. 

To do the worthy and honourable lawyer full justice, 
it must be said that, on his way from the gate to the 
drawing-room, he gave up, not without regret for his 
son’s loss, the hope he had cherished of one day calling 
Ursule his daughter. He intended to give his son six 
thousand francs a year as soon as he was appointed deputy 
recorder ; and if the doctor would have settled a hundred 
thousand francs on Ursule, the young couple should have 
been patterns of a happy household. His Eugéne was a 
loyal and accomplished young fellow. Perhaps he had a 
little over-praised Eugéne, and perhaps old Minoret’s 
suspicions had been aroused by that. 

“I will fall back on the mayor’s daughter,’ thought 
Bongrand. ‘But Ursule without a penny would be 
better than Mademoiselle Levrault-Crémiére with her 
million, Now we must see what can be done to get 
Ursule married to this young Portenduére, if, in fact, she 
loves him,’ 
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After closing the doors on the side next the library 
and the garden, the doctor led the girl to the window 
that looked over the river. 

‘What ails you, cruel child?’ he said. Your life is 
my ae Without your smile what would become of 
me! 

‘Savinien—in prison!’ answered she, and with these 
words a torrent of tears burst from her eyes, and she 
began to sob. 

* Now all will be well,’ said the old man to himself, as 
he stood feeling her pulse with a father’s anxiety. ‘ Alas! 
she has all my poor wife’s nervous sensibility !’ he thought; 
and he fetched a stethoscope, which he placed over Ursule’s 
heart and listened. ‘Well, there is nothing wrong there,’ 
he said to himself, ‘I did not know, my sweetheart, that 
you loved him so much already,’ he went on, as he looked 
at her. ‘ But think to me as if to yourself, and tell me 
all that has occurred between you.’ 

*I do not love him, godfather; we have never spoken 
to each other,’ she sobbed out; ‘but to know that the 
poor young man is in prison, and to hear that you, who 
are so kind, refuse sternly to help him out : 

‘Ursule, my sweet little angel, if you do not love him, 
why have you put a red dot to the day of Saint Savinien 
as you have to that of Saint Denis? Come, tell me all 
the smallest incidents of this love affair.’ 

Ursule coloured, and swallowed down a few tears; for 
a minute there was silence between them. 

‘Are you afraid of your father, of your friend, your 
mother, your physician, your godfather, whose heart has 
within these few days become even more soft and loving 
than it was?’ 

‘Well, then, dear godfather,’ said she, ‘I will open my 
soul to you. In the month of May Monsieur Savinien 
came to see his mother. ‘Till that visit I had never paid 
the least attention to him. When he went away to live 
in Paris I was a little child, and I saw no difference, I 
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swear to you, between a young man—and others like 
you, excepting that I loved you, and never imagined I 
could love any one better, whoever he might be. Mon- 
sieur Savinien arrived by the mail-coach the night before 
his mother’s birthday without our knowing of it. At 
seven next morning, after saying my prayers, as I opened 
the window to air my room, I saw the open windows 
of Monsieur Savinien’s room, and Monsieur Savinien 
himself in his dressing-gown engaged in shaving himself, 
and doing everything with such grace in his movments 
—in short, I thought him very nice. He combed his 
black moustache, and the little tuft on his chin, and 
I saw his throat white and round.—Oh! must I say 
it all?—I noticed that his fresh neck, and his face, and 
his beautiful black hair were quite unlike yours when 
I see you shaving yourself; and something rose up in 
me from I know not where—like a mist rushing in waves 
to my heart, to my throat, to my head, and so violently 
that I had to sit down. I could not stand; I was 
trembling. But I longed so much to see him that I 
pulled myself up on tiptoe; then he saw me, and for fun 
he blew me a kiss from the ends of his fingers, and ; 

‘And ae 

‘And I hid myself, she went on, ‘equally ashamed and 
happy, without understanding why I was ashamed of my 
happiness. Tvhis feeling, which bewildered my soul while 
giving it an unexplained sense of power, came over me 
each time that I saw his young face again in fancy. 
Indeed, I liked to have that feeling, though it was so 
painfully agitating. As I went to mass an irresistible 
force made me look at Monsieur Savinien giving his arm 
to his mother, and his way of walking, and his clothes— 
everything about him, to the sound of his boots on the 
pavement, seemed so pretty. The least thing about him, 
his hand in its fine kid glove, had a sort of charm for me. 
And yet I was strong enough not to think of him during 
the service. As we came out I waited in the church to 
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let Madame de Portenduére go first, so as to walk behind 
him. I cannot tell you how much I was interested in 
all these little things. On coming in, as I turned round 
to shut the gate——’ ; 

‘And La Bougival?’ asked the doctor. 

‘Oh, I had let her go to the kitchen,’ said Ursule 
innocently. ‘So I could, of course, see Monsieur Savinien 
standing squarely to look at me. Oh, dear godfather, I 
felt so proud as i fancied I saw in his eyes a sort of sur- 
prise and admiration, and I do not know what I would 
not have done to give him cause to look at me. I felt as 
though henceforth I ought to think of nothing but of 
how to please him. His look is now the sweetest reward 
of all I can doright. From that moment I have thought 
of him incessantly and in spite of myself—Monsieur 
Savinien went away that evening, and I have not seen 
him since; the Rue des Bourgeois has seemed quite 
empty, and he has taken my heart away with him, as it 
were, without knowing it.’ 

‘ And that is all?’ asked the doctor. 

‘Yes, all, godfather,’ she said with a sigh, in which 
regret at having no more to tell was lost in the grief of 
the moment. 

‘ My dear child,’ said the old man, drawing Ursule on 
to his knee, ‘you will soon be sixteen years old, and 
your life as a woman will begin. You are now between 
your blissful childhood, which is coming to an end, and 
the agitations of love, which will make life stormy for 
you, for you have the highly strung nerves of an exces- 
sively sensitive nature. It is love, my child, that has 
come upon you,’ said the old man, with a look of deep 
pathos, ‘love in its holy simplicity, love as it ought to be, 
involuntary and swift, coming like a thief that takes all— 
yes, all! And I was prepared for it. I have studied 
women carefully, and I know that, though with most of 
them love does not wholly possess them till after many 
proofs, many miracles of affection, if such as these do 
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not speak nor yield till they are conquered, there are 
others who, under the sway of a sympathy which can 
now be accounted for by magnetic fluids, are vanquished 
ina moment. I can tell you now: as soon as I saw the 
lovely woman who bore your name, I felt that I should 
love her alone and faithfully without knowing whether in 
our characters or our persons we should prove suitable. 
Is there a second sight in love? How can the question 
be answered, when we see so many unions, which have 
been sanctioned by such a sacred contract, destroyed 
afterwards, and giving rise to almost eternal hatred and 
intense aversion? ‘The senses may be in affinity while 
minds are discordant, and some persons perhaps live more 
by the mind than by the senses. On the other hand, 
characters are often suited in persons who cannot please 
each other. 

“These two opposite phenomena, which would account 
for many catastrophes, demonstrate the wisdom of the 
law which leaves to parents supreme control over the 
marriage of their children; for a young girl is often 
the dupe of one of these two hallucinations. And, 
indeed, I do not blame you. The feelings you experience, 
the emotional impulse which rushes from -its hitherto 
unknown focus to your heart and to your brain, the joy 
with which you think of Savinien, are all quite natural. 
But, my adored child, as our good Abbé Chaperon will 
have told you, society demands the sacrifice of many 
natural impulses. The destiny of men is one thing, the 
destiny of women another. It was in my power to 
choose Ursule Mirouét for my wife, to go to her and tell 
her how much I loved her, whereas a young girl is false 
to her virtue when she solicits the love of the man she 
loves ; a woman is not, as we are, at liberty to follow up 
in broad daylight the fulfilment of her hopes. Thus, 
modesty is in women, and especially in you, the insur- 
mountable barrier which guards the secrets of your 
heart. Your hesitation to confide even to me what 
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your first emotions had been, shows me plainly that you 
would suffer the worst torments rather than confess to 
Savinien 

‘Oh, yes!” she exclaimed. 

‘But, my child, you must do more. You must repress 
these impulses of your heart, you must forget them.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘ Because, my little darling, you must love no man but 
him who will be your husband ; and even if Monsieur 
Savinien de Portenduére should love you 

‘I had not thought of such a thing.’ 

‘ Listen to me.—Even if he should love you, even if 
his mother were to ask me to give him your hand, I 
would not consent to the marriage till I had subjected 
Savinien to a long and mature course of proof. His 
recent conduct has placed him under a cloud in every 
good family, and raised such barriers between him and 
any young girl of fortune as it will be hard to break 
down.’ 

A heavenly smile checked Ursule’s tears, as she said, 
‘Misfortune has its good uses !’ 

‘The doctor found nothing to say to her artlessness. 

‘What has he done, godfather ?” she inquired. 

‘In two years, my darling, he has run into debt in 
Paris to the sum of a hundred and twenty thousand 
francs! He has been so clumsy as to let himself be 
taken and imprisoned at Sainte-Pélagie, a blunder which 
disgraces a young man for ever in these days. A spend- 
thrift who can bring his mother to grief and penury 
would kill his wife with despair, as your poor father did.’ 

‘Do you think he might amend his ways ?’ she asked. 

‘If his mother pays his debts, he will be left without a 
penny, and I know no harder punishment for a nobleman 
than to be penniless.’ 

This reply made Ursule thoughtful; she wiped away 
her tears, and said to her godfather— 

‘If you can save him, do so, godfather. Such a service 
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will give you the right to admonish him; you will 
remonstrate with him——’ 

‘ And then,’ said the doctor, mimicking her tone, ‘he 
may perhaps come here, and the old lady too, and we 
shall see them, and i 

© At this moment I am thinking only of him,’ replied 
Ursule, colouring. 

‘Think of him no more, my poor child. It is mad- 
ness,’ said the doctor gravely. ‘Never would Madame 
de Portenduére—a Kergarouét—if she had but three 
hundred francs a year to live on, consent to see the 
Vicomte Savinien de Portenduére, grand-nephew of the 
late Comte de Portenduére, lieutenant-general of the 
King’s naval forces, and son of the Vicomte de Porten- 
duére, ship’s captain, married to —— whom?  Ursule 
Mirouét, the daughter of a regimental bandmaster, with- 
out a fortune ; and whose father—now is the time to tell 
you—was the bastard son of an organist, my father-in- 
law.’ 

‘Yes, godfather, you are right. We are equals only 
in the eyes of God. I will think of him no more—except 
in my prayers!’ she exclaimed through the sobs with 
which she received this information, ‘Give him all you 
intended to leave me. What cana poor girl like me 
want of money !—and he, in prison !’” 

‘Lay all your distresses before God, and He perhaps 
will intervene to help us.’ 

For some minutes silence reigned. When Ursule, 
who dared not look at her godfather, presently raised her 
eyes to his face, she was deeply moved by seeing tears 
flowing down his withered cheeks. ‘The tears of an old 
man are as terrible as those of a child are natural. 

‘What, oh, what is the matter with you?’ she cried, 
falling at his feet and kissing his hands. ‘Do you not 
trust me?” 

‘I, who only wish to satisfy your every wish, am 
compelled to cause the first great sorrow of your life! I 
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am as much grieved as you are! I never shed a tear but 
when my children died and my Ursule.—There, I will 
do anything you like!’ he exclaimed. 

_ Ursule, through her tears, gave her godfather a look 
that was like a flash of light. She smiled. 

‘Now, come into the drawing-room and contrive to 
keep your own counsel about all this, my child,’ said the 
doctor, and he went out, leaving her alone in the study. 

The fatherly soul was so weak before this smile that 
he was about to speak a word of hope which might have 
deluded his goddaughter. 


At this moment Madame de Portenduére, alone with 
the curé in her chilly little ground-floor drawing-room, 
had just finished confiding her woes to the good priest, 
her only friend. She held in her hand some letters which 
the Abbé had returned to her after reading them, and 
which had been the crown of her misery. Seated in an 
armchair, on one side of the square table covered with 
the remains of the dessert, the old lady looked at the 
curé, who, on the other, huddled into a deep chair, was 
stroking his chin with that strange gesture peculiar to the 
stage valet, to mathematicians, and priests, as betraying 
meditation on a problem difficult of solution. 

The little room, lighted by two windows looking 
on the street, and lined with wainscotting painted 
grey, was so damp that the lower panels displayed 
the geometrical crackle of decaying wood when it 
is no longer held together by paint. The floor, of 
red tiles rubbed smooth by the lady’s only servant, 
made little round hempen mats a necessity in front 
of each chair, and on one of these mats were the Abbé’s 
feet. The curtains, of light-green flowered damask, 
were drawn, and the shutters-closed. “Two wax-candles 
lighted the table; the rest of the room was half dark. 
Need it be said that between the windows a fine pastel 
by Latour showed the portrait of the famous Admiral de 
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Portenduére, the rival of Suffren, of Kergarouét, of 
Guichen, of Simeuse? On the wainscot opposite the 
chimney might be seen the Vicomte de Portenduere and 
the old lady’s mother, a Kergarouét-Ploégat. 

Savinien, then, was great-nephew to Vice-Admiral 
Kergarouét, and cousin to the Comte de Portenduére, 
the Admiral’s grandson, both of them very rich. The 
Vice-Admiral lived in Paris, and the Comte de Porten- 
duére at his chateau of the same name in Dauphiné. The 
Count, his cousin, represented the elder branch, and 
Savinien was the only scion of the younger branch of the 
Portendueres. 

The Count, a man of past forty, married to a rich 
wife, had three children. His fortune, augmented several 
times by inheritance, brought him in, it was said, sixty 
thousand francs a year. He represented the department 
of the Isére as deputy, spending the winter in Paris, 
where he had repurchased the mansion of the Porten- 
duéres with the indemnity paid him under Villeéle’s 
act. [he Vice-Admiral had lately married his niece,* 
Mademoiselle de Fontaine, solely to settle his fortune 
on her. Thus the young Vicomte’s errors had perhaps 
deprived him of the interest of two powerful friends. 

Savinien, young and handsome, if he had entered the 
navy, with his name and the interest of an admiral and 
of a deputy to back him, might perhaps at three-and- 
twenty have been already first-lieutenant ; but his mother, 
averse to seeing her only son engage in a military career, 
had had him educated at Nemours by one of the Abbé 
Chaperon’s curates, and had flattered herself that she 
might keep her son at her side till her death. She had 
hoped to marry him very prudently to a demoiselle 
d’Aiglemont, with twelve thousand francs a year; the 
name of Portenduére, and the farm-lands of Bordiéres, 
justifying his pretensions to her hand. This moderate 
but judicious scheme, which might have re-established 

* See Le Bal de Sceaux. 
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the family in another generation, had been frustrated by 
events. The d’Aiglemonts were now ruined, and one 
of their daughters, Héléne, the eldest, had vanished with- 
out any explanation being offered by the family. 

The tedium of a life devoid of out-door interests, 
of purpose, and of action, with nothing to support it but 
the love of a son for his mother, so wearied Savinien that 
he burst his bonds, light as they were, and vowed he would 
never live in a country town; discovering, somewhat 
late, that his future did not lie in the Rue des Bourgeois. 
So at one-and-twenty he left his mother to introduce 
himself to his relations, and try his fortune in Paris. 

The contrast between life at Nemours and life in the 
capital could not fail to be fatal to a youth of one-and- 
twenty, perfectly free, with no one to contradict him, of 
course greedy for pleasure, and to whom the name of 
Portenduére and the wealth of his connections opened 
every drawing-room. Convinced that his mother had 
somewhere stored the savings of twenty years, Savinien 
had soon squandered the six thousand francs she had 
given him to spend in Paris. This sum did not defray 
the expenses of the first six months, and by that time he 
owed twice as much to his lodging-keeper, his tailor, his 
bootmaker, to a man from whom he hired carriages and 
horses, to a jeweller, in short, to all the tradespeople who 
supply the luxury of youth. He had hardly achieved 
making himself known, had hardly learned to speak, to 
enter a room, to wear and choose a waistcoat, to order 
his clothes and tie his cravat, when he found himself 
possessed of thirty thousand francs of debts, and had not 
yet got further than trying to find an insinuating phrase 
in which to declare his passion to Madame de Sérizy, the 
sister of the Marquis de Ronquerolles, an elegant woman 
still, whose youth had shone through the Empire. 


‘ And how did you fellows get out of the scrape?’ said 
Savinien one day after breakfast to some young men of 
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fashion with whom he was intimate, as even at this day 
young men become intimate when their pretensions in 
all respects tend to the same ends, and when they pro- 
claim an impossible equality. ‘ You were no richer than 
I; you live on without a care, you support yourselves, 
and I am already in debt.’ 

‘We all began in the same way,’ they replied, with a 
laugh—Rastignac, Lucien de Rubempré, Maxime de 
Trailles, Emile Blondet, the dandies of that day. 

‘If de Marsay was rich at beginning life, it was a 
mere chance!” said their host, a parvenu named Finot, 
who tried to rub elbows with these young men. ‘And 
if he had been any one else,” he added, bowing to Marsay, 
‘his fortune might have been his ruin.’ 

© You have hit the word,’ said Maxime de Trailles. 

‘ And the idea too,’ replied Rastignac. 

‘My dear boy,’ said de Marsay gravely to Savinien, 
‘debts are the sleeping partners of experience. A good 
college education, with masters for the ornamental and the 
useful, from which you learn nothing, costs sixty thousand 
francs. If the education the world gives you costs double, 
it teaches you life, business, and politics; to know men, 
and sometimes women.” 

Blondet capped the lecture by a parody on a line of 
La Fontaine’s— 


‘The world sells us dear what we fancy it gives !’ 


But instead of reflecting on the good sense in what the 
most skilled pilots of the Paris shoals had said, Savinien 
took it all as a jest. 

‘Take care, my dear fellow,’ said de Marsay, ‘you 
have a fine name, and if you cannot acquire the fortune 


your name demands, you may end your days as quarter- 
master to a cavalry regiment, 


“For nobler heads than thine have had a fall,”? 


he added, quoting Corneille, and taking Savinien’s arm. 


The Heirs in Alarm 113 


‘It is about six years,’ he went on, ‘since a certain young 
Comte d’Esgrignon came among us, who did not live more 
than two years in the paradise of fashion! Alas, his career 
was as that of the sky-rocket. He rose as high as the 
Duchesse de Maufrigneuse, and he fell into his native town, 
where he is now expiating his sins between a snuffling 
old father and rubbers of whist at two sous a point. 
Go, then, and frankly explain your position to Madame 
de Sérizy ; do not be ashamed ; she will be of great use 
to you; whereas, if you play a charade of first love, she 
will pose as a Raphael Madonna, play innocent games, 
and send you a most expensive excursion round the 
“ Pays du Tendre.”’ 

Savinien, still too young and too sensitive to a gentle- 
man’s honour, dared not confess the state of his fortunes 
to Madame de Sérizy. Madame de Portenduére, at a 
moment when her son knew not which way to turn, 
sent him twenty thousand francs, all she had, in answer to 
a letter in which Savinien, taught by his companions the 
tactics of assault by sons on their parents’ strong-boxes, 
hinted at bills to meet, and the disgrace of dishonouring 
his endorsements. With this help, he got on to the end 
of the first year. During the second year, as a captive 
at the wheels of Madame de Sérizy’s car—for she had 
taken a serious fancy to him, and was teaching him his 
paces—he availed himself of the perilous aid of money- 
lenders. A deputy, named des Lupeaulx, who was his 
friend,and a friend of his cousin de Portenduére, introduced 
him one miserable day to Gobseck, to Gigonnet, and to 
Palma, who, being duly and fully informed as to the 
value of his mother’s property, made things easy for him. 
The money-lenders, by the delusive aid of renewals, 
gave him a happy life for about eighteen months more. 
Without daring to neglect Madame de Sérizy, the hapless 
boy fell desperately in love with the young Comtesse de 
Kergarouét, a prude, as all young women are who are 
waiting for the death of an old husband, and who are 
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clever enough to save up their virtue for a second mar- 
riage. Savinien, unable to understand that virtue based 
on reasons is invincible, paid his court to Emilie de Ker- 
garouét with all the display of a rich man; he was never 
missing from a ball or a theatre if she was to be there. 

‘My boy, you have not enough powder to blow up 
that rock !’? de Marsay said to him one evening, with a 
laugh. 

This young prince of Paris fashion vainly attempted, 
out of commiseration, to make the lad understand Emilie 
de Fontaine’s character; only the gloomy light of disaster 
and the darkness of a prison could enlighten Savinien. A 
bill of exchange, rashly assigned to a jeweller in collusion 
with the money-lenders, who did not choose to take the 
odium of arresting him, led to Savinien de Portenduére’s 
being consigned to Sainte-Pélagie, unknown to his friends. 
As soon as the news was known to Rastignac, de Marsay, 
and Lucien de Rubempré, they all three went to see 
Savinien, and, finding him absolutely destitute, each 
offered him a note for a thousand francs. His own 
servant, bribed by two creditors, had led them to the 
apartment where Savinien lodged in secret, and every- 
thing had been seized but the clothes and a few trinkets 
he had on him. 

The three young men, fortified by a capital dinner, while 
they drank some sherry that de Marsay had brought with 
him, catechised Savinien as to the state of his affairs, 
ostensibly to make arrangements for the future, but in 
reality, no doubt, to pass sentence on him. 

‘When your name is Savinien de Portenduére,’ cried 
Rastignac, ‘when you have a future peer of France for 
your cousin, and the Admiral de Kergarouét for your 
grand-uncle, if you are such a blunderer as to let yourself 
‘be sent to Sainte-Pélagie, at any rate you must get out of 
it, my dear fellow!’ 

‘Why did you say nothing about it to me?’ cried de 
Marsay. ‘My travelling carriage was at your orders, ten 
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thousand francs, and letters for Germany. We know 
Gobseck and Gigonnet, and the other beasts of prey; we 
would have brought them to terms. To begin with, 
what ass brought you to drink of these poisoned waters ?” 
asked de Marsay. 

© Des Lupeaulx.’ 

The three young men looked at each other, com- 
municating the same thought, a suspicion, but without 
speaking it. 

‘Explain your resources ; show us your hand,’ said de 
Marsay. 

When Savinien had described his mother and her cap 
and bows, her little house with its three windows fronting 
on the Rue des Bourgeois, with no garden but a yard with 
a well, and an outhouse to hold fire-logs; when he had 
estimated the value of this dwelling, built of rough stone 
set in reddish cement, and that of the farm of Bordiéres, 
the three dandies exchanged glances, and, with a look of 
deep meaning, quoted the word spoken by the Abbé in 
Alfred de Musset’s play les Adarrons du feu—for his 
Contes d’ Espagne had just come out— 

‘ Dismal !? 

‘Your mother would pay in response to a skilful letter,’ 
said Rastignac. 

‘Yes; but after ?? cried de Marsay. 

‘If you had only been put into the hackney coach,’ 
said Lucien, ‘the King’s Government would give you 
a berth in a foreign mission; but Sainte-Pélagie is not 
the anteroom to an Embassy.’ 

‘You are not up to the mark for life in Paris,’ said 
Rastignac. 

‘ Let’s see,’ de Marsay began, looking at Savinien from 
head to foot as a horse-dealer examines a horse. ‘ You 
have good blue eyes well set, you have a well-shaped 
white forehead, splendid black hair, a neat little moustache 
which looks well on your pale skin, and a slight figure ; 
your foot bespeaks a good breed, shoulders and chest 
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strong, and not too like a coalheaver’s. I should call you 
a good specimen of a dark man. Your face is in the 
style of that of Louis xm1.; not much colour, and a 
well-shaped nose; and you have besides the thing that 
appeals to woman, the indescribable something of which 
men themselves are never conscious, which is in the air, 
the walk, the tone of voice, the flash of the eyes, the 
gesture, a hundred little things which women see, and to 
which they attach a meaning which eludes us. You do 
not know yourself, my dear fellow. With a little style, 
in six months you could tascinate an Englishwoman with 
a hundred thousand francs, especially if you use the title 
of Vicomte de Portenduére to which you have a right. 
My charming mother-in-law, Lady Dudley, who has not 
her equal for skewering two hearts together, will discover 
the damsel for you in some alluvial district of Great 
Britain. But then you must be able to stave off your 
debts for ninety days, and know how to do it by some 
skilful stroke of high finance. Oh! why did you say 
nothing of it to me? At Baden these money-lenders 
would have respected you, have served you perhaps ; but 
after clapping you in prison they despise you. The 
money-lender is like society, like the mob—on his 
knees to a man who is clever enough to take advantage 
of him, and pitiless toa lamb. In the eyes of a certain 
set, Sainte-Pélagie is a demon which takes the shine off 
a young man’s soul to a terrible extent. Will you have 
my opinion, my dear boy? I say to you as I did to 
little d’Esgrignon: Pay your debts cautiously, keeping 
enough to live on for three years, and get married in the 
country to the first girl who has thirty thousand francs 
a year. In three years you will be sure to have found 
some suitable heiress who will gladly hear herself called 
Madame de Portenduére. These are the words of wisdom. 
Let us have a drink. I propose a toast: ‘‘To the girl 
with money !”’ 

The young men did not leave their ex-friend till the 
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official hour of parting, and on the threshold of the gate 
they said to each other, ‘ He is not game !—He is very 
much crushed !—Will he pick himself up again ?’ 

The next day Savinien wrote to his mother, a general 
confession covering twenty-two pages. Madame de 
Portenduére, after crying for a whole day, wrote first to 
her son, promising to get him out of prison, and then 
to the Comtes de Portenduére and de Kergarouét. 

The letters the curé had just read, and which the 
poor mother now held in her hand, moist with her 
tears, had reached her that morning, and had broken 
her heart. 


€Paris, September 1829. 
To Madame de Portendueére. 


‘MapaMeE,— You cannot doubt the great interest which 
the admiral takes in your troubles. “Ihe news you write 
to M. de Kergarouét distresses me all the more because 
my house was open to your son ; we were proud of him. 
If Savinien had had more confidence in the admiral, we 
would have taken him in charge, and he would now have 
a suitable appointment; but the unhappy boy told us 
nothing! ‘The admiral could not possibly pay a hundred 
thousand francs ; he is himself in debt, and has involved 
himself for me, for I knew nothing of his pecuniary 
position. He regrets it all the more because Savinien, by 
allowing himself to be arrested, has for the moment tied 
our hands. If my handsome nephew had not felt for me 
some foolish passion which smothered the voice of relation- 
ship in the arrogance of a lover, we might have sent him 
to travel in Germany while his affairs here were being 
arranged. M. de Kergarouét might have asked for a 
place for his grand-nephew in the naval department ; but 
imprisonment for debt cannot fail to paralyse the admiral’s 
efforts. Pay off Savinien’s debts, let him go into the 
navy; he will then make his way like a true Porten- 
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duére ; he has their fire in his fine black eyes, and we 
will all help him. 

‘So do not despair, Madame ; you still have friends, 
among whom I beg to be accounted one of the sincerest, 
and I send you my best wishes with every respect.—From 
your very devoted servant, 


©EMILIE DE KERGAROUET.’ 


©PoRTENDUERE, August 1829. 
To Madame de Portenduére. 


‘My Dear Aunt,—I am as much vexed as pained 
by Savinien’s scapegrace doings. Married, as I am, 
the father of two sons and a daughter, my fortune, 
moderate indeed in comparison with my position and 
expectations, does not allow of my reducing it by such 
a sum as a hundred thousand francs to ransom a Porten- 
duére captive to the Lombards. Sell your farm, pay his 
debts, and come to Portenduére ; you will here find the 
welcome due to you from us, even if our hearts were not 
wholly yours. You will live happy, and we will find a 
wife for Savinien, whom my wife thinks charming. 
This disaster is nothing ; do not let it distress you; it 
will never be heard of in our remote district, where we 
know several girls with money—nay, very rich—who will 
be enchanted to belong to us. 

‘My wife joins me in assuring you how happy you 
would make us, and begs you to accept her hopes that 
this plan may be carried out, with the assurance of our 
affectionate respect. 


‘Luc-SAVINIEN, COMTE DE PoRTENDUERE.’ 


‘What letters to write to a Kergarouét!’ cried the 
old Bretonne, wiping her eyes. 

‘The admiral does not know that his nephew is in 
prison,’ said the Abbé Chaperon presently. ‘Only the 
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Countess has read your letter, and she alone has 
answered it. But something must be done,’ he added 
after a pause, ‘and this is the advice I have the honour 
to offer you. Do not sell your farm. The present lease 
is nearly out ; it has been running four-and-twenty years ; 
in a few months you can raise the rent to six thousand 
francs, and demand a premium equal to two years’ rent. 
Borrow from some honest man—not from the towns- 
people, who make a traffic of mortgages. Your neigh- 
bour, now, is a worthy man, a man of the world, who 
knew the upper classes before the Revolution, and who 
from being an Atheist has become a Catholic. Do not 
feel any repugnance for coming to call on him this 
evening ; he will be deeply sensible of your taking 
such a step; forget for one moment that you are a 
Kergarouét.’ 

‘Never !” said the old mother in a strident tone. 

‘ At any rate, be an amiable Kergarouét. Come when 
he is alone; he will only take three-and-a-half per cent., 
perhaps not more than three, and he will do you the 
service in the most delicate manner. You will be quite 
satished with him. He will go himself to release 
Savinien, for he will be obliged to sell some securities, 
and he will bring him home to you.’ 

‘Do you mean that little Minoret ?’ 

‘Little Minoret is eighty-three years of age,’ replied 
the Abbé with a smile. ‘My dear lady, have a little 
Christian charity ; do not hurt his feelings, he may be 
useful to you in more ways than one.’ 

© How, may I ask ?’ 

‘Well, he has living with him an angel, the heavenliest 
young girl 

‘Yes, that little Ursule-—Well, and what then?’ 

The poor curé dared say no more as he heard 
this. 

‘Well, what then?’ Its harsh severity cut short 
beforehand the proposal he had been about to make. 


120 Ursule Mirouet 


© Doctor Minoret is, I believe, exceedingly rich 

‘So much the better for him.’ 

© You have already been the indirect cause of your 
son’s present misfortunes by giving him no opening in 
life. Beware for the future,’ said the Abbé sternly. 
‘Shall I announce your proposed visit to your neigh- 
bour ?’” 

‘ But why, if he were told that I want him, should he 
not come to me ?’ 

‘Well, madame, if you go to him, you will pay three 
per cent., and if he comes to you, you will pay five,’ said 
the Abbé, hitting on this argument to persuade the old 
lady. ‘And if you should be forced to sell your farm 
through Dionis the notary, or Massin the clerk, who 
would refuse to advance money in the hope of profiting by 
your disaster, you would lose half the value of Les 
Bordiéres. I have not the smallest influence over the 
Dionis, the Massins, the Levraults, rich country folks 
who covet your farm, and know that your son isin prison.’ 

¢ They know it! They know it!’ she cried, throwing 
up her hands.—‘ Oh, my poor friend, you have let your 
coffee get cold.—Tiennette ! Tiennette !’ 

Tiennette, an old Brittany peasant of sixty, in the 
jacket and cap of her province, hastened in and took the 
curé’s coffee to heat it again. 

‘Wait a minute, Monsieur le Recteur,’ said she, seeing 
that the curé was about to drink it. ‘I will heat it in a 
bain-marie, and it will be none the worse.’ 

‘Very well, then,’ the priest began again, in his per- 
suasive voice, ‘I will give the doctor notice of your 
intended visit, and you will come.’ 

The old lady still would not give in till at the end of 
an hour’s discussion, during which the curé was forced to 
repeat his arguments ten times over. And even then 
the haughty daughter of the Kergarouéts only yielded to 
these last words— 

‘Savinien would go !’ 
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© Then it had better be I,’ said she. 

Nine o’clock was striking when the little door in the 
great gate closed behind the curé, who forthwith rang 
eagerly at the doctor’s entrance. The Abbé Chaperon 
escaped Tiennette to fall on La Bougival, for the old 
nurse said to him— 

‘You are very late, Monsieur le Curé!’ Just as 
Tiennette had said, ‘ Why have you left Madame so early 
when she is in trouble?’ 

The curé found a large party in the doctor’s green and 
brown drawing-room ; for Dionis had been to reassure 
the heirs on his way to see Massin, and repeat to him his 
uncle’s words. 

© Ursule,’ said he, ‘has I suspect a love in her heart 
which will bring her nothing but sorrow and care. She 
seems to be romantic ’—the word applied by notaries to 
a sensitive nature—‘and she will long remain unmarried. 
So do not be suspicious ; pay her all sorts of little atten- 
tions, and be the humble servants of your uncle, for he 
is sharper than a hundred Goupils,’ added the notary, 
not knowing that Goupil is a corrupt form of the Latin 
vulpes, a fox. 

So Mesdames Massin and Crémiére, their husbands, 
the postmaster and Désiré, with the town doctor and 
Bongrand, formed an unwonted and turbulent crowd at 
the old doctor’s. As the Abbé went in he heard the 
sound of a piano. Poor Ursule was ending Beethoven’s 
sonata in A. With the artfulness permissible to the 
innocent, the girl, enlightened by her godfather, and 
averse to the family, had selected this solemn music, 
which must be studied to be appreciated, to disgust these 
women with their wish to hear her. ‘The finer the 
music, the less the ignorant enjoy it. So, when the door 
opened and the Abbé Chaperon put in his venerable 
head, ‘Ah! here is Monsieur le Curé!’ they all 
exclaimed, delighted to have to rise and put an end to 
their torment. 
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The exclamation found an echo at the card-table, 
where Bongrand, the town doctor, and the old man 
himself were victims to the audacity with which the tax- 
collector, to court his great-uncle, had proposed to take 
the fourth hand at whist. Ursule came away from the 
piano. The doctor also rose as if to greet the priest, but 
in fact to put a stop to the game. After many compli- 
ments to their uncle on his goddaughter’s proficiency, 
the heirs took their leave. 

‘Good-night, friends,’ cried the doctor, as the gate 
shut. 

‘So that is what costs so dear!” said Madame 
Crémiére to Madame Massin, when they had gone a 
little way. 

‘God forbid that I should pay any money to hear my 
little Aline make such a noise as that in the house!’ 
replied Madame Massin. 

‘She said it was by Beethoven, who is supposed to be 
a great composer,’ said the tax-collector. ‘He has a 
great name.’ 

‘My word! not at Nemours,’ cried Madame 
Crémiére. 

‘I believe my uncle arranged it on purpose that we 
should never go there again,’ said Massin. ‘For he 
certainly winked as he pointed out the green volume to 
that little minx.’ 

‘If that is the only tune they care to dance to, they are 
wise to keep themselves to themselves,’ said the post- 
master. 

‘The Justice must be very fond of his game to listen 
to those rigmarole pieces,’ said Madame Crémiére. 


‘I shall never be able to play to people who do not 
understand music,’ said Ursule, taking her seat near the 
card-table, 

‘In persons of a rich organisation feeling can only 
express itself among congenial surroundings,’ said the 
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curé. ‘Just as a priest can give no blessing in the pre- 
sence of the Evil One, and as a chestnut tree dies in a 
heavy soil, so a musician of genius feels himself morally 
routed when he is among ignorant listeners. In the arts 
we need to receive from the souls in which our souls find 
their medium as much power as we can impart. This 
axiom, which is a law of human affections, has given 
rise to the proverbs: “ We must howl with the wolves ” ; 
“ Like to like.” But the discomfort you must have felt 
is known only to tender and sensitive natures.’ 

‘Ay, my friends,’ said the doctor, ‘and a thing which 
might only annoy another woman could kill my little 
Ursule. Ah! when I am no more, raise up between 
this tender flower and the world such a sheltering hedge 
as Catullus speaks of —U¢ /los, etc.’ 

‘ And yet the ladies were flattering in their remarks to 
you, Ursule,’ said the lawyer, smiling. 

‘ Coarsely flattering,’ observed the town doctor. 

‘I have always felt such coarseness in insincere praise,’ 
replied Monsieur Minoret. ‘And why ?? 

‘A true thought has its own refinement,’ said the 
Abbé. 

‘Did you dine with Madame de Portenduére?’ said 
Ursule, questioning the Abbé Chaperon, with a glance of 
anxious curiosity. 

‘Yes; the poor lady is in much distress, and it is not 
impossible that she may call on you this evening, 
Monsieur Minoret.’ 

‘If she is in trouble and needs me, I will go to her, 
said the doctor. ‘ Let us finish the first rubber.’ 

Ursule pressed her uncle’s hand under the table. 

‘ Her son,’ said the Justice, ‘was rather too simple to 
live in Paris without a mentor.’ ‘ When it came to my 
knowledge that inquiries were being made of the notary 
here about the old lady’s farm, I guessed that he was 
borrowing on his reversion.’ 

‘Do you think him capable of that?’ said Ursule, 
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with a terrible flash at Monsieur Bongrand, who said to 
himself, ‘ Yes, alas! she is in love with him.’ 

‘Yes and No,’ said the town doctor. ‘There is good 
in Savinien, and the proof of it is that he is in prison. 
A thorough rogue never gets caught.’ 

‘My friends,’ said old Minoret, ‘enough of this for 
this evening. We must not leave a poor mother to 
weep for a minute longer when we can dry her tears.’ 

The four friends rose and went out. Ursule accom- 
panied them as far as the gate, watched her godfather 
and the curé while they knocked at the door opposite ; 
and when Tiennette had admitted them, she sat down on 
one of the stone piers in the courtyard, La Bougival 
standing near her. 

© Madame la Vicomtesse,’ said the curé, going first into 
the little room, ‘ Doctor Minoret could not allow you to 
have the trouble of going to his house 

‘I am too much of the old school, Madame,’ the doctor 
put in, ‘not to know what is due from a man toa person 
of your rank, and I am only too happy to think, from 
what Monsieur le Curé tells me, that I may be of some 
service to you.’ 

Madame de Portenduére, on whom the arrangement she 
had agreed to weighed so heavily, that, since the Abbé 
had quitted her, she had thought of applying rather to the 
notary, was so surprised by Minoret’s delicate feeling, 
that she rose to return his bow, and pointed to an arm- 
chair. 

‘ Be seated, Monsieur,’ said she, with a royal air. ‘Our 
dear curé will have told you that the Vicomte is in prison 
for debt—a young man’s debts—-a hundred thousand 
francs. Ifyou could lend him the sum, I would give 
you as security my farm at Bordiéres.’ 

‘We can talk of that, Madame, when I shall have 
brought you back your son, if you will allow me to 
represent you in these circumstances.’ 


‘Very good, Monsieur,’ replied the old lady, with a 
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bow, and a glance at the curé, which was meant to 
convey: ‘You are right; he is a man of good 
breeding.’ 

‘ My friend the doctor, as you see, Madame, is full of 
devotion to your family.’ 

‘ We shall be grateful to you, Monsieur,’ said Madame 
de Portenduére, with a visible effort, ‘for at your age to 
venture through Paris on the tracks of a scapegrace’s 
misdeeds ? 

‘ Madame, in 65, I had the honour of seeing the illus- 
trious Admiral de Portenduere at the house of the worthy 
Monsieur de Malesherbes, and at that of the Comte de 
Buffon, who was anxious to question him as to various 
curious facts in his voyages. It is not impossible that 
Monsieur de Portenduére, your late husband, may have 
been there too. “Ihe French navy was then in its glory ; 
it held its own against England, and the Captain con- 
tributed his quota of courage to the game. How im- 
patiently, in ’83 and ’84, did we await news from the 
camp of Saint-Roch! I was very near joining as surgeon 
to the King’s forces. Your grand-uncle, Admiral de 
Kergarouét, who is still living, fought his great battle at 
that time, for he was on board the Belle Poule.’ 

‘Ah! if he knew that his grand-nephew was in 
prison !” 

‘The Vicomte will no longer be there two days hence,’ 
said old Minoret, rising. 

He put out his hand to take the old lady’s, who allowed 
him to do so; he kissed it respectfully, bowed low, and 
went out; but he came in again to say to the curé— 

‘Will you, my dear Abbé, secure a place for me in the 
diligence for to-morrow morning ?’ 

‘The curé remained another half-hour to sing the praises 
of the doctor, who had intended to conquer the old lady, 
and had succeeded. 

‘He is wonderful for his age,’ said she. ‘He talks of 
going to Paris and settling my son’s affairs as if he were 
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no more than five-and-twenty. He has moved in good 
society.’ 

‘In the best, Madame; and at this day, more than one 
son of an impoverished peer of France would be very happy 
to marry his ward with a million of francs. Ah, if such 
a notion should enter Savinien’s brain, times are so 
altered that the chief difficulties would not be raised on 
your side after your son’s conduct !’ 

It was the intense amazement with which the old lady 
heard this speech that allowed the priest to finish it. 

‘You have lost your wits, my dear Abbé Chaperon.’ 

‘Think it over, Madame ; and God grant that hence- 
forth your son may behave in such a way as to acquire 
that old man’s esteem !’ 

‘If it were not you, Monsieur le Curé,’ said Madame 
de Portenduére ; ‘if it were any one else who spoke to 
me in these terms 

“You would never see him again,’ said the Abbé, 
smiling. ‘We must hope that your dear son may en- 
lighten you as to what is doing in Paris in the matter of 
marriages. You will consider Savinien’s happiness, and, 
after compromising his future, you will surely not inter- 
fere with his making himself a position.’ 

‘And it is you who say this to me!’ 

‘If I did not, who would ?’ cried the priest, rising, and 
beating a prompt retreat. 

The curé saw Ursule and her godfather walking up 
and down the little courtyard. The submissive doctor 
had been so teased by his ward that he had at last yielded ; 
she wanted to go to Paris, and had found a thousand pre- 
texts. He called the curé, who joined them, and the 
doctor begged him to engage the coupé of the diligence 
for that very night if the coach-office were still open. 

At six o’clock on the following afternoon the old man 
and the young girl reached Paris, and the doctor went, the 
same evening,to consult hislawyer. Political events looked 
threatening. ‘The Justice at Nemours had been telling 
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the doctor the day before, several times in the course of 
their conversation, that he would be nothing less than 
mad to keep a penny in the funds so long as the quarrel 
between the Court and the Press should remain unsettled. 
Minoret’s notary approved of the advice indirectly given 
by Bongrand. So the doctor took advantage of his visit 
to Paris to sell out his commercial investments and state 
securities, which were all at a premium, and to deposit 
his capital in the bank. ‘The lawyer also advised his old 
client to sell the shares left to Ursule by Monsieur Jordy, 
which, as a good trustee, he had invested. He promised 
to set to work with the help of a very knowing agent, to 
come to terms with Savinien’s creditors; but to achieve 
every success, it was necessary that the young man should 
spend yet a few days in prison. 

‘Hurrying on these matters costs at least fifteen per 
cent.,’ said the lawyer to the doctor. ‘And at any rate 
you cannot get at your money for seven or eight days.’ 

When Ursule learned that Savinien would be in prison 
at least a week longer, she entreated her guardian to let 
her go there with him, if only for once. Old Minoret 
refused. The uncle and niece were lodging at an hotel 
in the Rue Croix-des-Petits-Champs, where the doctor 
had taken a suitable set of rooms; and knowing his ward’s 
religious honour, he made her promise never to go out 
while he was absent on business. “The kind old man took 
her for walks about Paris, showing her the arcades, the 
shops, the Boulevards—but nothing interested or amused 
her. 

‘What do you want?’ asked he. 

‘To see Sainte-Pélagie,’ she persistently replied. 

Then Minoret hired a hackney coach, and took her to 
the Rue de la Clef, where the vehicle drew up in front ot 
the squalid building—an ancient convent turned into a 
prison. The sight of the high grey walls, where every 
window was closely barred, of the low door, not to be 
entered without stooping—dreadful lesson !—the gloomy 
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mass standing in a neighbourhood full of poverty,-where 
it rises in the midst of deserted streets, itself the supreme 
misery ; the whole combination of dismal ideas choked 
Ursule, and made her shed tears. 

‘ How is it,’ said she, ‘that young men can be im- 
prisoned for money? How is it that a debt gives to a 
money-lender such power as the King himself does not 
possess ?—And he is there!’ she exclaimed. ‘Where, 
godfather?’ she added, looking from one window to 
another. 

‘Ursule,’ said her godfather, ‘you make me commit 
follies. This is not forgetting him !’ 

‘But,’ said she, Seven if I must give him up, must I 
feel no interest in him? I may love him, and marry no 
one.’ 

Oh !? cried the old man, ‘there is so much method in 
your madness, that I repent of having brought you.’ 

Three days later the old man had the receipts in due 
form, the title-deeds, and all the documents which were 
necessary to liberate Savinien. The liquidation, including 
the agent’s commission, had been effected for the sum of 
eighty thousand francs. “The doctor had in hand eight 
hundred thousand francs, which, by his lawyer’s advice, he 
placed in treasury notes, so as not to lose too much 
interest. He kept twenty thousand in bank notes for - 
Savinien. 

The doctor himself went to release him on Saturday at 
two o'clock, and the young Vicomte, already informed 
py a letter from his mother, thanked his deliverer with 
sincere effusiveness of feeling. 

‘You must not delay in coming home to see your 
mother,’ said old Minoret. 

Savinien replied, in some confusion, that even in prison 
he had contracted a debt of honour; and he told the 
doctor of the visit of his three friends. 

‘I suspected you might have some personal debts,’ said 
the doctor with a smile. ‘ Your mother has borrowed a 
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hundred thousand francs, but I have paid no more than 
eighty thousand ; here is the remainder, use it with thrift, 
Monsieur, and regard what is left as your stake on the 
green cloth of fortune.’ 

During the past week Savinien had reflected on the 
times he lived in. Competition on all sides demands 
severe labour from those who hope to make a fortune. 
Illegal methods require more talent and underhand man- 
ceuvres, than enterprise under the light of day. Success in 
the gay world, far from securing a position, absorbs time 
and a great deal of money. ‘The name of Portenduére, 
omnipotent according to his mother, was nothing in 
Paris. His cousin the deputy, the Comte de Portenduére, 
cut but a small figure in the midst of the elective 
Chamber in comparison with the Peerage and the Court, 
and had no more influence than enough for himself. 
Admiral Kergarouét existed only in the person of his 
wife. He had seen orators, men who had risen from a 
social rank beneath the nobility or the simple gentry, 
become personages of importance. In short, money was 
the pivot, the only means, the only motor of a society 
which Louis xvi11. had tried to form in imitation of that 
of England. 

On his way from the Rue de la Clef to the Rue 
Croix-des-Petits-Champs, the young gentleman summed 
up his meditations, and laid them before the old doctor, in 
accordance with de Marsay’s advice. 

‘T must let myself be forgotten,’ said he, ‘ for three 
or four years, and try to find a career. Perhaps I 
may make a name in political diplomacy or in moral 
statistics, by some treatise on one of the great ques- 
tions of the day. At any rate, while finding some 
young person whom I may marry, and whose position 
may qualify me for election, I shall work in silence and 
obscurity.’ 

The doctor studied the young man’s countenance, and 
saw in it the fixed purpose of a man who, having been 
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wounded, hopes for revenge. He greatly approved this 
scheme. 

‘My young neighbour,’ said he, ‘if you have cast the 
skin of the old nobility—which is not found to be good 
wear nowadays—after three or four years of a steady 
industrious life, I will undertake to find you a superior 
girl, pretty, amiable, pious, and with a fortune of seven 
or eight hundred thousand francs, who will make you 
happy, and of whom you may be proud, though she has 
no nobility but that of the heart.’ 

‘Eh, doctor!’ cried the young man, ‘there is no 
nobility left—only an aristocracy.’ 

‘Go and pay your debts of honour, and return here. 
I will go to engage the coupé of the diligence, for my 
ward is with me,’ said the old man. 

That evening, at six o’clock, the three travellers set 
out from the Rue Dauphine by the ‘ Ducler.’? Ursule, 
who wore a veil, spoke not a word. After blowing her 
the kiss in an impulse of trivial flirtation, which had 
upset Ursule as much as a whole book of love, Savinien 
had totally forgotten the doctor’s ward in the torments of 
his debts; and, indeed, his hopeless adoration of Emilie 
de Kergarouét did not suffer him to bestow a remem- 
brance on the glances he had interchanged with a 
mere little girl at Nemours. So he did not recognise 
her when the old man made her get first into the 
coach and sat next her, dividing her from the young 
Vicomte. 

‘I have accounts to settle with you,’ said the doctor 
to the youth ; ‘I have all your papers here.’ 

‘I was within an ace of not getting away,’ said 
Savinien. ‘I had to order clothes and linen; the 
Philistines have robbed me of everything, and I am in 
the state of the prodigal son,’ 

However interesting the subjects of conversation 
between the old man and the young one, however 
pertinent some of Savinien’s remarks, the young girl sat 
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in silence till it was dark, her green veil hiding her 
face, and her hands folded over her shawl. 

‘You do not seem to have found Paris very delightful, 
Mademoiselle,’ said Savinien at last, somewhat piqued. 

‘I am glad to return to Nemours,’ she replied in an 
agitated voice, putting up her veil. 

In spite of the gloom, Savinien now recognised her by 
her thick plaits of hair and brilliant blue eyes. 

‘ And, for my part, I can leave Paris without regret to 
bury myself at Nemours, since I there shall find so fair a 
neighbour,’ said he. ‘I hope, Monsieur le Docteur, that 
you will allow me to visit you; I am fond of music, and 
I remember hearing Mademoiselle Uisule’s piano.’ 

‘I hardly know, Monsieur,’ said the doctor gravely, 
‘whether your mother will be pleased that you should 
come to see an old man who is obliged to have a mother’s 
care of this dear child.’ 

This measured reply gave Savinien much to think 
about ; he now recollected that kiss, so lightly wafted. 

It was now night; the heat was oppressive; the 
doctor and Savinien were the first to fall asleep. Ursule, 
who remained a long time awake, her head full of plans, 
succumbed about midnight. She had taken off her little 
hat of coarse straw plait. Her head, in a little cap of 
embroidered muslin, presently dropped on to her god- 
father’s shoulder. At daybreak, near Bouron, Savinien 
woke the first. He saw Ursule in the untidy state 
produced by the jolting of the coach; her cap was 
tumbled and askew; her hair had come unpinned, and 
the plaits fell about her face, which was rosy with the 
heat ; but in this disorder, which is horrible in a woman 
to whom dress is indispensabie, youth and beauty are 
triumphant. The sleep of innocence is always lovely. 
Her parted lips showed pretty teeth ; her shawl, thrown 
back, allowed him to observe, without offence to Ursule, 
the grace of her figure under the folds of a full bodice of 
flowered muslin. And through the countenance shone 
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the purity of the maiden soul, all the more visible because 
no other expression mingled with it. Old Minoret, who 
presently woke, arranged her head against the corner of 
the coach to make her more comfortable ; and she did 
not even feel what he did, so soundly was she sleeping, 
after spending so many nights in thinking of Savinien’s 
misfortunes. 

‘Poor little thing!’ said he to his companion, “she 
sleeps like a child—as she is.’ 

‘You should be proud of her,’ said Savinien, ‘ for she 
seems to be as good as she is pretty.’ 

‘Ah! she is the light of the house! If she were my 
daughter, I could not love her better. She will be 
sixteen on the 5th February next. God grant I may 
live to see her married to a man who will make her 
happy! 1 wanted to take her to the play in 
Paris, where she had never been before; she would 
not go; the curé at Nemours had forbidden it. 
“But,” said I, ‘‘when you are married, if your 
husband wishes to take you?”—“I shall do what- 
ever my husband desires,” said she. “If he should 
ask me to do anything wrong, and I should be so 
weak as to obey him, he will be held responsible before 
God; but I should find strength to resist—in his 
interest, of course.” 

As they reached Nemours, at five in the morning, 
Ursule woke up, quite ashamed of her untidiness, and of 
meeting Savinien’s gaze of frank admiration. During 
the hour which the diligence took to drive from Bouron, 
where it had stopped a few minutes, the young man had 
fallen in love with Ursule. He had studied the innocence 
of her soul, the beauty of her person, the whiteness of her 
complexion, the delicacy of her features, and the sweet 
voice which had spoken the brief expressive phrase in 
which the poor child had told everything while intending 
to tell nothing. In short, I know not what presenti- 
ment led him to think of Ursule as the wife the doctor 
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had suggested to him, set in a gold frame by the magical 
words—‘ Seven or eight hundred thousand francs.’ 

‘In three or four years she will be twenty ; I shall be 
twenty-seven. The good man spoke of struggles, of 
work, of good behaviour. However cunning he may be, 
he will end by telling me his secret.’ 

The neighbours parted before their respective houses, 
and Savinien put much meaning into his leave-taking, 
with a glance at Ursule full of imploring invitation. 

Madame de Portenduére left her son to sleep till noon. 
The doctor and Ursule, in spite of their fatiguing 
journey, went to high mass. 

Savinien’s release, and his return in the doctor’s com- 
pany, had explained the object of his journey to the 
parochial politicians and to his heirs, who had met in 
council in the Church Square, as they had done a fortnight 
since. To the great surprise of all parties, on coming 
out of church, Madame de Portenduére stopped old 
Minoret, who offered her his arm, and conducted her 
home.. The old lady wished to invite him and his ward 
to dinner that same day, telling him that the curé would 
be her other guest. 

‘He wanted to let Ursule see Paris,’ said Minoret- 
Levrault. 

‘Damnation! The old man cannot stir a step with- 
out his little housekeeper,’ cried Crémiére. 

‘There must have been some very private transactions 
between them, for Mother Portenduere to take his arm,’ 
observed Massin. 

‘It has not occurred to you that your uncle has sold 
his investments and taken the young ’un out of quod!’ 
cried Goupil. ‘He refused my master, but he did not 
refuse his Madam. ... Ah! your goose is cooked! 
The Vicomte will propose a marriage-contract instead of 
a promise to pay, and the doctor will make the husband 
settle on his goddaughter all the money he will have to 
give her to secure such a match.’ 
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©It would not be such a bad stroke of business to 
marry Ursule to Monsieur Savinien,’ said the butcher. 
‘The old lady is having them to dine with her to-day ; 
Tiennette came over to me at five in the morning to 
secure a fillet of beef.’ 

‘Well, Dionis, this is a pretty piece of work!” said 
Massin, hurrying to meet the notary, who came out on 
to the Square. 

‘Why, what ’s wrong ?” said the notary. ‘ Allis well; 
your uncle has sold his securities, and Madame de 
Portenduére has asked me to go to her house to witness 
a deed acknowledging a loan of a hundred thousand 
francs from your uncle on a mortgage of her estates.’ 

‘Yes; but if the young folks were to marry each 
other ?” 

‘You might as well say if Goupil were to be my 
successor,’ said the notary. 

‘ Neither case is impossible,’ said Goupil. 


On returning trom mass, the old lady sent Tiennette 
to desire her son to come to her room. 

The little house had three rooms on the ground floor. 
Those of Madame de Portenduére and of her deceased 
husband were on the same side of the house, divided by a 
dressing-room with a borrowed light, and a small ante- 
room opening on to the stairs. The window of the 
third room, which had always been Savinien’s, looked 
out on the street, as did that of his father’s. The stair- 
case lay behind it in such a way as to leave space for a 
little dressing-room adjoining, with a small round window 
to the courtyard. 

Madame de Portenduére’s room, the gloomiest in the 
house, also looked on the yard; but the widow spent 
her life in the sitting-room on the ground floor, which 
communicated by a passage with the kitchen built on 
the further side of the courtyard ; so that this room did 
duty both as drawing-room and dining-room. 
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The room that had been Monsieur de Portenduére’s 
remained in the state in which it had been left on the 
day of his death; the dead man alone was missing. 
Madame de Portenduére herself had made the bed, and 
laid upon it the captain’s uniform, with her husband’s 
sword, red ribbon, orders, and hat. The gold snuff-box 
out of which the Vicomte had taken his last pinch of 
snuff was on the table by the bed, with his prayer-book, 
his watch, and the cup he used ‘to drink out of. His 
white hair, arranged in a frame in a single thick curl, 
hung above the crucifix and holy water cup over the bed. 
Finally, the trifling objects of his daily use were all in 
their place—his papers, furniture, Dutch spittoon, and 
field-glass hanging over the fireplace. The widow had 
stopped the antique clock at the hour of his death, which 
it thus recorded in perpetuity. The scent of his powder 
and snuff still hung in the air. The hearth was as he 
had left it. To go into the room was like seeing him 
again, on finding all the things that thus spoke of his 
habits. His tall cane with its gold knob still lay where 
he had left it, and his large doeskin gloves close beside it. 
On the console stood a vase of solid gold, coarsely 
executed, but worth a thousand crowns, a present from 
the port of Havannah, which he had protected during the 
war of American Independence from an attack of the 
English, holding his own against a superior force, after 
getting the vessels under his convoy safe into harbour. 
As a reward the King of Spain had made him Knight of 
the Spanish Orders. For this achievement he was pro- 
moted on the first opportunity to the command of a squad- 
ron, and received the order of the Legion of Honour. 

Then, on his next leave, he married his wife, with a 
fortune of two hundred thousand francs. But the Revo- 
lution stopped all further promotion, and Monsieur de 
Portenduére emigrated. 

‘Where is my mother?’ asked Savinien of Tien- 
nette. 
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‘She is waiting for you in your father’s room,’ said the 
old Bretonne. 

Savinien could not repress a little shudder. He knew 
how rigid were his mother’s principles, her worship of 
honour, her loyalty, her faith in noble blood, and he fore- 
saw a scene. So he went as if to lead a forlorn hope, 
his heart beating and his face almost pallid. In the ~ 
twilight that filtered through the Venetian shutters he 
saw his mother dressed in black, and wearing a solemn 
mien in harmony with this chamber of the dead. 

‘Monsieur le Vicomte,’ she said, rising as he entered, 
and taking his hand to lead him to the bedside, ‘there 
your father died—a man of honour ; died without having 
anything to reproach himself with. His spirit is above. 
He must indeed have groaned there to see his son 
disgraced by imprisonment for debt. Under the old 
monarchy you would have been spared this mud-stain, by 
craving a lettre de cachet, by which you would have been 
shut up for a few days in a State prison.—However, you 
now stand before your father, who can hear you. You, 
knowing all you had done before being taken to that 
squalid prison, can you swear to me, before that Shade, 
and before God who sees all things, that you have done 
no dishonourable action, that your debts were the con- 
sequence of a young man’s follies—in short, that your 
honour is unspotted? If your blameless father were 
there, alive, in that armchair, if he could call you to 
account for your conduct, would he, after hearing you, 
embrace you still ?’ 

‘Yes, mother,’ said the young man, with the most 
respectful gravity. 

She opened her arms and clasped her son to her heart, 
shedding a few tears. 

‘Then let all be forgotten,’ said she ; ‘we have lost 
nothing but the money. I will pray to God that it may 
be restored to us; and since you still are worthy of your 
name, kiss me, for I have suftered greatly.’ 
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*T swear w you, my dear mother,’ said he, holding out 
his hand over the bed, ‘never again to give you the least 
trouble of the same kind, and to do all in my power to 
repair my past errors.’ 

‘Come to breakfast, my child,’ she said, and she left 
the room. 

If the laws of the stage are to be applied to narrative, 
Savinien’s arrival, by introducing at Nemours the only 
actor as yet missing from the personages of this little 
drama, here completes the prologue. 


PART II 
THE MINORET PROPERTY 


THE action began with a scene so hackneyed in litera- 
ture, whether old or new, that no one would believe 
in its effect in 1829 if the principal figure were not 
an old lady of Brittany, a Kergarouét and an émigrée. 
But it must at once be made clear that in 1829 the 
nobility had reconquered in society some of the ground 
it had lost in political influence. Moreover, the feeling 
which governs grand-parents when matrimonial suita- 
bility is in question, is imperishable ; it is closely im- 
plicated with the existence of civilised society, and 
founded in family spirit. It is supreme at Geneva as 
at Vienna, and as at Nemours, where Zélie Levrault 
had refused her consent to her son’s marrying the 
daughter of a bastard. 

Still, every social law has its exceptions. Savinien pro- 
posed trying to bend his mother’s pride before Ursule’s 
innate nobility. The battle began forthwith. As soon 
as he was seated at table his mother began to tell him 
of the dreadful letters, as she called them, written to her 
by the Kergarouéts and the Portendueres. 
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‘The Family has ceased to exist, my dear mother,’ 
replied Savinien. ‘Nothing is left but the Individual. 
The nobility no longer form a compact body. Now- 
adays no one asks if you are a Portenduére, or if you 
are brave, or a statesman; all that any one inquires is, 
How much do you pay in rates and taxes?’ 

‘ And the King ?’ asked the old lady. 

‘The King stands between the two Chambers, like a 
man between his lawful wife and his mistress. So I 
must contrive to marry some rich girl whatever her 
family may be—a peasant’s daughter if she has a million 
of francs, and if she is fairly well brought up, that is to 
say, if she comes from a convent-school.’ 

© This is quite another matter !’ said the old lady. 

Savinien knit his brows over this reply. He knew that 
granite will, called Breton obstinacy, which characterised 
his mother ; and was anxious to know, as soon as possible, 
what her views were on this delicate subject. 

‘ And so,’ said he, ‘if I should fall in love with a girl 
—say, for instance, our neighbour’s ward, little Ursule— 
you would oppose my marrying her ?’ 

‘To my dying day,’ said she. ‘ After my death you 
alone will be responsible for the honour and the blood of 
the Portenduéres and the Kergarouéts.’ 

‘Then you would leave me to die of hunger and 
despair for the sake of a chimera which, in these days, 
can only become real by acquiring the splendour of 
wealth.’ 

* You can serve France and trust in God.’ 

‘You will postpone my happiness till the day after 
your death.’ 

‘It will be horrible on your part, that is all.’ 

‘Louis xiv. was very near marrying Mazarin’s 
niece—a parvenu.” 

‘ Mazarin himself opposed it.’ 

© And the widow Scarron ?’ 

‘She was a d’Aubigné! Besides, the marriage was 
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secret. But I am a very old woman, my son,’ she added, 
shaking her head. ‘When I am gone, you can marry 
to please your own fancy.’ 

Savinien loved and respected his mother; but at once, 
though in silence, he set against the obstinacy of the 
daughter of the Kergarouéts, an obstinacy equal to her 
own, and determined never to have any wife but Ursule, 
to whom this opposition gave all the charm of a forbidden 
joy—as always happens in such cases. 

When, after vespers, Doctor Minoret, with Ursule, 
dressed in pink and white, entered the chill sitting-room, 
the poor child was seized with nervous trembling, just as 
if she had found herself in the presence of the Queen of 
France, and had some favour to ask of her. Since her 
talk with the doctor, the little house had assumed, to 
her, the proportions of a palace, and the old lady all the 
social importance that a duchess must have had in the 
eyes of a villein’s daughter in the middle ages. Never 
had Ursule measured more hopelessly the distance which 
divided a Vicomte de Portenduére from the daughter 
of a bandmaster, a singer in the opera, the natural 
son of an organist, herself living on the bounty of a 
physician. 

© What ails you, child?’ said the lady, making her sit 
down by her side. 

‘Madame, I am overcome by the honour you con- 
descend to pay me.’ 

‘Why, child,’ replied Madame de Portenduére in her 
most vinegar accent, ‘I know how much your guardian 
loves you, and I wish to do what is agreeable to him, for 
he has brought home the prodigal son.’ 

‘But, my dear mother,’ said Savinien, for it went to 
his heart to see Ursule’s deep blushes, and the terrible 
effort by which she repressed her tears, ‘even if you 
were under no obligation to Monsieur Minoret, it seems 
to me we might be gratified by the pleasure mademoiselle 
is good enough to do us by accepting your invitation.’ 
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And the young man pressed the doctor’s hand with 
meaning as he added— 

‘You, Monsieur, wear the order of Saint Michael, 
the oldest French order, which in itself confers nobility.’ 

Ursule’s great beauty, to which her almost hopeless 
love had, within the last few days, given the depth of 
expression which the greatest painters have always 
stamped on those portraits in which the soul is made 
strongly visible, had suddenly struck Madame de Porten- 
duére, and led her to suspect some ambitious interest under 
the doctor’s generosity. And the speech to which Savinien 
had replied was uttered with a pointedness that wounded 
the old man in what was dearest to him. Still, he could 
not forbear from smiling as he heard himself addressed 
as ‘ Chevalier’ by Savinien, and discerned in this audacious 
exaggeration a lover’s fearlessness of the ridiculous. 

©The Order of Saint Michael, to obtain which so 
many follies were committed of old, is fallen, Monsieur 
le Vicomte,’ replied the old Court physician. ‘ Fallen, 
like so many other privileges! It is no longer bestowed 
on any but doctors and poor artists. And so kings have 
done well to unite it to that of Saint Lazarus, a saint 
who was, I believe, an unhappy wretch brought back to 
life by a miracle! Viewed in this light, the Order of 
Saint Michael and Saint Lazarus to us may be symbolical.’ 

After this reply, full of irony and dignity, silence 
reigned, no one caring to break it ; and it was becoming 
uncomfortable, when a knock was heard. 

‘Here is our good curé,’ said the old lady, rising, and 
leaving Ursule to herself, while she went forward to 
receive the priest—an honour she had not paid to Ursule 
or the doctor. 

Minoret smiled as he looked from his ward to Savinien. 
To complain or to take offence at Madame de Portenduére’s 
bad manners was a rock on which a small mind might 
have run aground; but the old man had too much 
breeding not to avoid it. He began talking to the 


The Minoret Property 141 


Vicomte of the danger Charles x. was in at that time, 
after intrusting the direction of his policy to the Prince 
de Polignac. When a long enough time had elapsed to 
obviate any appearance of retaliation on the old lady by 
speaking of business matters, he handed to her, almost jest- 
ingly, the documents of the prosecution and the receipted 
bills which proved the accounts drawn up by the lawyer. 

‘My son acknowledges them?’ she asked with a 
glance at Savinien, who bowed in reply. ‘ Well, then, 
they can be handed to Dionis,’ and she pushed away the 
papers, treating the affair with the contempt due in her 
eyes to money matters. 

To look down on wealth was, in Madame de Porten- 
duére’s opinion, to enhance nobility, and leave the middle 
class without a foot to stand on. 

A few minutes later Goupil called on behalf of his 
master, to ask for the accounts as between Savinien and 
Monsieur Minoret. 

¢ And what for ?’ asked the old lady. 

‘To serve as a basis for the mortgage deed; there is 
no direct payment of money,’ replied the clerk, looking 
insolently about him. 

Ursule and Savinien, who looked in this odious person’s 
face for the first time, felt such a sensation as is produced 
by a toad, aggravated bya sense of ill omen. They both 
had that indefinable and vague anticipation of the future 
which has no name in speech, but which might be 
accounted for by an impulse of that inner self of which 
the Swedenborgian had spoken to Doctor Minoret. A 
conviction that this venomous Goupil would be fatal to 
them made Ursule quake ; but she got over her agitation 
as she perceived with unspeakable joy that Savinien shared 
her feelings. 

© Monsieur Dionis’ clerk is not a handsome man,’ said 
Savinien, when Goupil had shut the door. 

‘What can it matter whether people of that class are 
ugly or handsome ?’ said Madame de Portenduere. 
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‘I have no objection to his ugliness,’ said the curé, 
‘but only to his malignity, which is unbounded, and: he 
adds to it by villainy.’ 

In spite of his wish to be amiable, the doctor grew 
cold and dignified, the lovers were uncomfortable. But 
for the simple good humour of the Abbé Chaperon, 
whose gentle cheerfulness made the dinner lively, the 
position of the doctor and his ward would have been 
almost intolerable. 

At dessert, seeing Ursule turn pale, he said to her, 
‘If you do not feel well, my child, there is only the 
street to cross.’ 

‘What ails you, my dear ?’ said the old lady to the girl. 

‘Unfortunately, Madame,’ said the doctor severely, 
‘her soul feels chilled, accustomed as she is to see 
nothing but smiles.’ 

* A bad education, Monsieur,’ said Madame de Porten- 
duére. ‘Do not you think so, Monsieur le Curé ?’ 

‘Yes, Madame,’ Minoret put in, with a glance at the 
curé, who could not say a word. ‘I have, I see, made 
life impossible to this seraphic nature if she were to be 
cast on the world; but before I die, I will find means to 
protect her from coldness, indifference, and hatred : 

‘Godfather! I beg of you—-that is enough. I feel 
nothing unpleasant here,’ she said, ready to meet Madame 
de Portenduére’s eye rather than lend too much meaning 
to her words by looking at Savinien. 

‘Whether Mademoiselle Ursule is uncomfortable I 
know not, Madame,’ said Savinien to his mother, ¢ but 
I know that you are torturing me.’ 

On hearing this speech, wrung from the generous 
young man by his mother’s behaviour, Ursule turned 
pale; she begged Madame de Portenduére to excuse her, 
rose, took her guardian’s arm, curtseyed, and went out. 
Then, as soon as she was at home, she rushed into the 
drawing-room, and sitting down by the piano, hid her 
face in her hands and burst into tears, 
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¢Why will you not leave it to my long experience to 
guide your feelings, cruel child?’ cried the doctor in 
despair. ©The nobility never think themselves under 
any obligation towards us of the middle class. In serving 
them, we do no more than our duty, that is all. Besides, 
the old lady perceived that Savinien looked at you with 
pleasure; she is afraid lest he should fall in love with 

ou.’ 
a At any rate, he is safe!’ she said. ‘ But to try to set 
down such a man as you are le 

© Wait till I come back, my child.’ 

When the doctor returned to Madame de Porten- 
duére’s he found Dionis there, and with him Monsieur 
Bongrand, and Levrault the mayor, the witnesses required 
by law to give validity to acts drawn up in communes 
where there is no official above a notary. Minoret led 
Dionis aside and spoke a word in his ear, after which the 
notary read the deed of mortgage ; Madame de Porten- 
duére pledged all her property until the hundred thousand 
francs lent by the doctor to the Vicomte should be repaid, 
with the interest, calculated at five per cent. When 
reading this clause, the curé looked at Minoret, who 
answered the Abbé by an approving nod. The good 
priest went to speak a few words to the lady in a low 
voice, and she replied quite audibly— 

‘I do not choose to owe anything to people of that 
kind.’ 

‘My mother leaves the pleasantest part to me,’ said 
Savinien to the doctor. ‘She will pay you all the money, 
and leave it to me to be grateful.’ 

‘But you will have to find eleven thousand francs the 
first year,’ observed the curé, ‘to pay the law costs.’ 

‘ Monsieur,’ said Minoret to Dionis, as Monsieur and 
Madame de Portenduére are not in a position to pay for 
the registration, add the costs to the capital sum, and I 
will pay them.’ 

Dionis made some calculations, and the whole sum 
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was fixed at a hundred and seven thousand francs. When 
all the documents were signed, Minoret pleaded fatigue, 
and withdrew at the same time as the notary and the 
witnesses. 

‘Madame,’ said the Abbé, who remained with the 
Vicomte, ‘why affront that excellent Minoret, who has 
saved you at least twenty-five thousand francs in Paris, 
and who had the good feeling to leave twenty thousand 
in your son’s hands for his debts of honour ?’” ; 

‘Your Minoret is a sly fox,’ said she, taking a pinch 
of snuff. ‘He knows very well what he is about.’ 

‘My mother fancies that he wants to force me to 
marry his ward by swallowing up our farm, as if a 
Portenduére and the son of a Kergarouét could be made 
to marry against his will.’ 

An hour later Savinien made his appearance at the 
doctor’s, where the heirs had come together, moved by 
curiosity. The arrival of the young Vicomte produced a 
great sensation, all the more because in each person it 
proceeded from a different emotion. Mesdemoiselles 
Crémiére and Massin whispered together, and stared at 
Ursule, who blushed. The mothers murmured to Désiré 
that Goupil was very likely in the right as regarded the 
marriage. The eyes of all were then centred on the 
doctor, who did not rise to greet the young nobleman, 
but merely gave him a curt bow, without setting down 
his dice-box, for he was playing backgammon with 
Monsieur Bongrand. The doctor’s cold manner surprised 
them all. 

‘Ursule, my dear,’ he said, ‘give us a little music.’ 

The young girl was only too happy to have some occu- 
pation ; and on seeing her hurry to the piano and turn 
over the green-bound volumes, the expectant heirs resigned 
themselves with expressions of pleasure to the torment 
and silence about to be inflicted on them, so eager were 
they to detect what was going on between their uncle 
and the Portendueres, 
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It happens not unfrequently that.a piece, poor enough 
in itself, but played by a young girl under the stress of 
deep feeling, may produce more impression than a grand 
overture pompously given by a fine orchestra. In all 
music there lies, besides the idea of the composer, the 
soul of the performer, who, by a privilege peculiar to 
this art alone, can lend purpose and poetry to phrases of 
no great intrinsic value. Chopin, in our day, proves the 
truth of this fact on the piano, a thankless instrument, 
as Paganini had already done on the violin. This great 
genius is not so much a musician as a soul, which becomes 
incarnate, and which could express itself in any form of 
music, even in simple chords. 

Ursule, by her exquisite and perilous organisation, 
belonged to this school of rare genius ; but old Schmucke, 
the master who came to her every Saturday, and who, 
during her stay in Paris, had gone to her every day, had 
developed his pupil’s gifts to the utmost perfection. 
* Rousseau’s Dream,’ the piece Ursule now selected, one 
of Hérold’s youthful compositions, is not lacking in a 
certain fulness which the player can bring out; Ursule 
gave it a variety of agitated feeling which justified the 
title of Caprice, which the fragment bears. By her play- 
ing, at once mellifluous and dreamy, her soul spoke to 
the soul of the young man, and wrapped him, as it were, 
in a cloud of almost visible thoughts. He, seated at the 
end of the piano, his elbow resting on the top, and his 
head supported by his left hand, gazed in admiration at 
Ursule, whose eyes, fixed on the wainscot beyond, 
seemed to be questioning some mystic world. A man 
might have fallen desperately in love for less. 

True feelings have a magnetic power, and Ursule 
intended to reveal her soul to some extent, as a coquette 
dresses herself to attract. Savinien was admitted to that 
beautiful realm, carried away by her heart, which, in order 
to express itself, borrowed the power of the only art 
which speaks to the mind through the mind, without the 
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aid of words, of colour, or of form. Candour has the 
same power over men as childhood has, the same charms 
and irresistible attractions; and Ursule had never been 
more candid than at this moment, when she was waking 
to a new life. 

The curé came to snatch the young man from his 
dreams by asking him to take the fourth hand at whist. 
Ursule went on playing ; the heirs left, with the excep- 
tion of Désiré, who remained to investigate the intentions 
of his uncle, of the Vicomte, and of Ursule. 

‘You have as much talent as feeling, Mademoiselle,’ 
said Savinien, when the young girl closed the piano, and 
came to sit down by her godfather. ‘Who is your master?’ 

© A German who lives quite close to the Rue Dauphine, 
on the Quai-Conti,’ said the doctor. ‘If he had not 
been giving Ursule a lesson every day during our stay in 
Paris, he would have been here this morning.’ 

‘He is not only a great musician,’ said Ursule, ‘ but a 
man of the most adorable simplicity.’ 

‘Such lessons must cost very dear!” cried Désiré. 

The players exchanged ironical glances. When the 
game was ended, the doctor, who had been thoughtful 
all the evening, turned to Savinien with the expression 
of a man grieved to fulfil a painful duty. 

‘Monsieur,’ he said, ‘1 am much gratified by the 
feeling which has prompted you to call on me so im- 
mediately ; but your mother ascribes to me a double 
purpose of an ignoble kind, and I should give her the 
right to do so if I did not beg of you to come here no 
more, in spite of the honour your visits do me, and the 
pleasure I should take in cultivating your society. M 
honour and my peace of mind require that we should 
give up all neighbourly intercourse. Pray tell your 
mother that if I do not request her to honour us—my 
ward and myself—by dining with us next Sunday, it is 
because I am perfectly certain that on that day she would 
be indisposed.’ 
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The old man offered his hand to the Vicomte, who 
pressed it respectfully, and merely said, ‘ You are right, 
Monsieur.’ 

He went away, not without bowing to Ursule with 
an expression of regret rather than of disappointment. 
Désiré left the room at the same moment, but he could 
not speak a word with him, for Savinien rushed home, 

For two days the coolness between the Portenduéres 
and the doctor was the sole subject of conversation 
among the heritors, who did justice to the acumen of 
Dionis, and believed that the inheritance was safe. And 
thus, in an age when ranks are levelled, when the mania 
for equality puts all individuals on the same footing, and 
threatens every institution, even military discipline—the 
last entrenchment of power in France; when, conse- 
quently, passion finds no obstacles to be overcome but 
personal antipathies or inequality of fortune, the obstinacy 
of an old woman and the dignity of Doctor Minoret had 
raised between these two lovers barriers which, as usual, 
were fated to strengthen rather than to destroy their 
love. To an impassioned man a woman is worth just 
what she costs him ; now Savinien, foreseeing a struggle, 
efforts, and suspense, which already made the young girl 
precious to him, was determined to win her. Perhaps 
our feelings obey the law of nature as to the duration of 
all her creations—a long life has a long childhood. 

Next morning, on waking, Ursule and Savinien had 
the same idea. This community of feeling would give 
birth to love if it were not the most delightful. proof of 
its existence. When the young girl opened her curtains 
a little way, so as to give her eyes exactly space enough 
to look across to Savinien’s room, she saw her lover’s face 
above the window-fastening opposite. When we re- 
member the immense service done to lovers by windows, 
it seems quite natural that they should be taxed. After 
thus protesting against her godfather’s hard-heartedness, 
Ursule let the curtains fall to again, and opened the 
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{4 
window to close the venetians, through which she could 
see without being seen. She went up to her room at 
least seven or eight times in the course of the day, and 
always saw the young Vicomte writing, tearing up papers, 
and writing again—to her, no doubt ! 

Next morning, when La Bougival woke Ursule, she 
handed her the following letter :— 


‘To Mademoiselle Ursule. 

©MADEMOISELLE,—I am under no misapprehension 
as to the suspicion of which a young man must be the 
object when he has placed himself in the position from 
which your guardian rescued me. I henceforth must 
offer better guarantees than another man; _ hence, 
Mademoiselle, it is with the greatest humility that I 
throw myself at your feet to avow my love. This 
declaration is not prompted by passion ; it is based on a 
certainty which will last my life through. A mad passion 
for my young aunt Madame de Kergarouét brought me 
to imprisonment ; will you not regard as a mark of the 
sincerest love the complete effacement of every memory, 
the substitution for that image in my heart of your own? 
From the moment when I saw you asleep, and so lovely 
in your childlike slumbers, at Bouron, you have filled 
my soul as a queen holds possession of her realm. I will 
have no wife but you. You have every perfection I can 
look for in the woman who is to bear my name. The 
education you have received, and the dignity of your 
soul, qualify you for the highest position. But I am too 
diffident of myself to attempt to paint you to yourself; 
I can only love you. After hearing you play last night, 
I remembered these lines, which seem to have been 
written on you :— 

‘<¢ Made to attract the heart and charm the eye, at once 
gentle and intellectual, witty and reasonable, as polished 
as though she had spent her life at courts, as simple as 
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the recluse who has never seen the world, the fire of her 
soul is tempered in her eyes by divine modesty.’’’ 

‘TI have felt the value of the beautiful soul which reveals 
itself in you by the smallest things. This is what gives 
me the courage to ask you—if as yet you love no one— 
to allow me to prove to you, by my care and my conduct, 
that I am worthy of you. My life depends on it; you 
cannot doubt that all my powers shall be employed not 
merely to please you, but yet more to merit your esteem, 
which will to me outweigh that of all the rest of the 
world. In this hope, Ursule, if you will permit me so to 
name you in my heart as one I worship, Nemours will 
be my paradise, and the most difficult undertakings will 
only bring me joys which I shall lay at your feet, as we 
lay all at the throne of God. Tell me, then, that I may 
call myself Your SAVINIEN. 


Ursule kissed this letter; then, after reading it again, 
and clasping it with rapturous gestures, she dressed to go 
and show it to her godfather. 

‘Gracious Heaven !: I was on the point of going with- 
out saying my prayers!’ she exclaimed, turning back 
and kneeling down on her prie--Dieu. 

A few minutes later she went down to the garden, 
where she found her guardian, to whom she gave 
Savinien’s letter to read. ‘They sat down together on a 
bench under the clump of creepers facing the Chinese 
pavilion. Ursule waited for the old man to speak, and 
he sat meditating much too long a time for an impatient 
girl, Finally, the outcome of their secret conference 
was the following letter, which the doctor had no doubt 
dictated in part :— 


©MonsrEuR,—I cannot fail to be much honoured by 
the letter in which you offer me your hand; but at my 
age, and in accordance with the rules I have been brought 
up in, I had to lay it before my guardian, who constitutes 
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my whole family, and whom I love as both a father and 
a friend. ‘These, then, are the painful objections he has 
raised, and which must serve as my reply. 

‘I, Monsieur le Vicomte, am but a poor girl, whose 
future fortune depends entirely not only on my godfather’s 
goodwill, but also on the doubtful issue of the measures he 
can take to evade the ill-will towards me of his next of 
kin. Though I am the legitimate child of Joseph 
Mirouét, bandmaster to the 45th infantry regiment, as 
he was my guardian’s illegitimate half-brother, a suit, 
however unreasonable, may be brought against a young 
girl, who will then be defenceless. You see, Monsieur, 
that my slender prospects are not the worst of my 
misfortunes. I have many reasons for humility. It 
is for your sake, and not for my own, that I lay before 
you these considerations, which often weigh but lightly 
on loving and devoted hearts. But you must take 
into consideration the fact that if I did not represent 
them to you, I might be suspected of wishing to induce 
your affection to overlook obstacles which the world, 
and, above all, your mother, would think insurmount- 
able. In four months I shall be sixteen. You will per- 
haps acknowledge that we are, both of us, too young 
and too inexperienced to struggle with the penury of a 
life begun on no fortune but what I possess through the 
kindness of the late Monsieur de Jordy. Besides, my 
guardian wishes that J should not marry before the age 
of twenty. Who can tell what fate may have in store 
for you during these four years, the best of your life? 
Do not spoil it for the sake of a poor girl. 

‘Having thus explained to you, Monsieur, the reasons 
given by my dear guardian, who, far from opposing my 
happiness, desires to contribute to it with all his power, 
and who hopes to see his protection—which will soon be 
but feeble—replaced by an affection equal to his own, it 
only remains for me to say how deeply I am touched by 
your offer and the warm compliments you have added to 
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it. The prudence which dictates this answer is that of . 
an old man who knows life well; but the gratitude I 
must express is that of a young girl whose: soul-no other 
emotion has as yet entered. 

‘T can therefore in all truth sign myself your faithful 
servant, Ursute Mrrovet.’ 


Savinien did not reply. Was he trying to influence 
his mother? Had her letter extinguished his love? A 
thousand such questions, all unanswerable, tortured 
Ursule, and by reflex action the. doctor, too, for he 
suffered under the slightest agitation that disturbed his 
dear child. Ursule often went up to her room and 
looked across at Savinien, whom she could see seated 
at his table, deep in thought, and often turning to glance 
at her windows. It was not till the end of the week 
that she received this letter from Savinien, whose delay 
was explained by an increase of his love :— 


©’To Mademoiselle Ursule Miroueét. 


‘Dear Ursute,—There is something of the Breton 
in me, and when once I have made up my mind, nothing 
can make me alter it. Your guardian—whom may God 
long preserve !—is perfectly right. But am I to blame, 
then, for loving you? And all I ask is to know whether 
you love me. ‘Tell me, if only by a sign, and then these 
four years will indeed be the best of my life ! 

‘A friend of mine has conveyed to my uncle, Admiral 
de Kergarouét, a letter, in which I asked his influence to 
get me into the navy. The kind old man, touched by 
my mishaps, has answered that the King’s nomination 
would be contrary to rule if I wished to take rank. 
However, after three months of study at Toulon, the 
minister can place me in a ship as foreman of the steer- 
age; then, after a cruise against Algiers, with whom we 
are at war, I can pass an examination and become a naval 
cadet. If I should distinguish myself in the expedition 
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to be sent against Algiers, I should certainly be made 
sub-lieutenant ; but how soon? No one can tell. But, 
at any rate, the regulations will be made as elastic as 
possible to reinstate the name of Portenduére on the 
navy-list. 

‘I can win you only through your guardian, I see, and 
your respect for him makes you the dearer to my heart. 
So, before replying, I will seek an interview with him ; 
on his answer my whole future must depend. Come 
what may, believe me that, rich or poor, the daughter 
of a bandmaster or of a king, you are to me her whom 
the voice of my heart has chosen. 

‘ Dear Ursule, we live at a time when prejudice, which 
of old would have parted us, has no longer power enough 
to hinder our marriage. All the feelings of my heart are 
yours, and to your uncle I will give such guarantees as 
may assure him of your happiness. He does not know 
that I have loved you more in a few minutes than he 
has loved you in fifteen years !—Till this evening.’ 


‘See here, godfather!’ said Ursule, holding out the 
letter with an impulse of pride. 

‘Ah! my child,’ cried the doctor, after reading the 
letter, ‘I am more glad than you are. By this deter- 
mination the Vicomte has made up for all his misdeeds.’ 

After dinner, Savinien called upon the doctor, who was 
just then walking with Ursule by the balustrade of the 
river-terrace. “The Vicomte had received his clothes 
from Paris, and the lover had not omitted to enhance his 
personal advantages by dressing as carefully, as elegantly, 
as though it were to charm the handsome and haughty 
Comtesse de Kergarouét. On seeing him advance from 
the outside steps, the poor child clung to her uncle’s arm 
exactly as if she were trying to save herself from falling 
into an abyss, and the doctor heard the deep, hollow 
throbbing of her heart ; it made him shudder. 

‘Leave us, my child,’ he said to his ward, who went 
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to:sit down on the steps of the pavilion after suffering 
Savinien to take her hand and kiss it respectfully. 

‘Monsieur, will you give that dear creature to a ship’s 
captain ?’ said the young Vicomte to the doctor in a low 
voice. 

‘No,’ said Minoret with a smile, ‘we might have too 
long to wait ; but—toa ship’s lieutenant.’ 

Tears of joy stood in the young man’s eyes, and he 
grasped the old man’s hand very warmly. 

‘Then I shall go,’ he said, ‘to study, and try to learn 
in six months what the pupils of the naval college learn 
in six years.’ 

‘Go?’ cried Ursule, flying towards them from the 
steps. 

‘Yes, Mademoiselle, to deserve you. So, the more 
haste I put into it, the more affection I shall show for 
you.’ 

‘To-day is the 3rd October,’ said she, looking at him 
with infinite tenderness. ‘Start after the 19th.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the old man; ‘we will keep the feast of 
Saint-Savinien.’ 

‘Then, good-bye,’ exclaimed the youth. ‘I must 
spend this week in Paris to take the preliminary steps, 
make my preparations, and buy the books and the mathe- 
matical instruments I need; to make my way, too, in the 
minister’s good graces, and win the most favourable con- 
ditions possible.’ 

Ursule and her godfather went with Savinien to the 
gate. After seeing him go into his mother’s house, they 
saw him come out again, followed by Tiennette, carrying 
a little portmanteau. 

‘Why, if you are rich, do you compel him to serve in 
the navy ?’ said Ursule to the doctor. 

I believe you will soon think it was I who contracted 
his debts!” said her uncle, smiling. ‘I do not compel 
him.—But, my darling, a uniform and the Cross of the 
Legion of Honour won in battle will wipe out many a 
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smirch. In four years he may rise to command a ship, 
and that is all I ask of him.’ 

‘But he may be killed,’ she said, showing the doctor 
a white face. 

‘Lovers, like drunkards, have a Providence of their 
own,’ replied the doctor lightly. 

The poor child, unknown to her godfather, cut off at 
night enough of her beautiful long fair hair to make a chain; 
then, two days later, she persuaded her music-master, old 
Schmucke, to promise that he would see that the hair was 
not changed, and that the chain should be finished for the 
following Sunday. 

On Savinien’s return, he informed the doctor and his 
ward that he had signed his papers ; he was to be at Brest 
by the 25th. As'the doctor invited him to dinner on the 
18th, he spent almost the whole of two days at his house ; 
and in spite of the most prudent warnings, the lovers 
could not hinder themselves from betraying their mutual 
understanding to the curé, the Justice, the town doctor, 
and La Bougival. 

‘Children,’ said the old man, ‘you are risking your 
happiness by not keeping the secret to yourselves.’ 

At last, on the féte day, after mass, during which they 
had exchanged glances, Savinien, watched for by Ursule, 
crossed the street and came into the little garden, where 
they found themselves almost alone. ‘To indulge them, the 
good man sat reading his paper in the Chinese pavilion. 

‘Dear Ursule,’ said Savinien, ‘will you give me a 
greater boon than my mother could if she were to give 
me life a second time?” 

‘I know what you would ask me,’ said Ursule, inter- 
rupting him. ‘ Here, this is my answer,’ she added, as 
she took out of the pocket of her apron the chain made of 
her hair, and gave it him with a nervous trembling that 
betrayed her excessive joy. ‘ Wear this for my sake,’ she 
said. ‘May my gift avert from you every peril by 
reminding you that my life is one with yours !’ 


‘The Minoret Property 165 


‘Ah, the little rogue!’ she is giving him a chain of 
_her hair,’ said the doctor to himself. ‘How could she 
doit? Cut her beautiful fair hair!—Why, she would 
give him my blood!’ 

‘ And will you think it very odious of me if I ask you, 
before we part, to give me your formal promise that you 
will never have any husband but me?” said Savinien, 
kissing the chain, and looking at Ursule, while he could 
not restrain one tear. 

‘If I have not told you so too plainly already—I who 
went to gaze at the walls of a prison when you were 
inside,’ she answered with a deep blush, ‘I repeat it now, 
Savinien. I shall never love any one but you, and will 
never marry any one else.’ 

Seeing that Ursule was half hidden among the creepers, 
the young man could not resist the pleasure of clasping 
her to his heart and kissing her forehead; but she gave a 
low scream, and dropped on to the bench; and when 
Savinien sat down by her, imploring her pardon, he saw 
the doctor standing in front of them. 

‘ My good fellow,’ said he, ‘ Ursule is a sensitive plant ; 
a hard word might kill her. For her sake you should 
moderate the expression of your love. Ah! if you had 
loved her for fifteen years, you would have taken her 
word, he added, in revenge for the last» words of 
Savinien’s letter. 


Two days later Savinien left. It spite of the letters he 
wrote regularly to Ursule, she was a victim to a malady 
that had no evident cause. Like a fine fruit attacked by 
a maggot, one thought was eating her heart out. She lost 
her appetite and her bright colour. When her godfather 
first asked her what she was feeling — 

‘I want to see the sea,’ she said. 

‘It is difficult to take you to a seaport in the month of 
December ?’ said the old man. 

‘Then shall I go?” said she. 
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If the wind was high, Ursule was in agonies, believing, 
in spite of the learned observations of her godfather, the 
curé, and the Justice, that Savinien was warring with a 
hurricane. The Justice made her happy for a few days with 
a print representing a naval cadet in his uniform. She 
read the newspapers, believing that they would give 
her news of the cruise in which Savinien was engaged. 
She devoured the seafaring novels of Cooper, and learned 
the meaning of sea words. ‘These proofs of a fixed idea, 
so often affected by other women, were so perfectly 
natural in Ursule that she foresaw in a dream every letter 
from Savinien, and never failed to predict their arrival 
by relating the premonitory dream. 

‘Now,’ said she to the doctor, on the fourth occasion 
when this had happened without the doctor and the curé 
being at all surprised; ‘now, I am easy ; however far 
away Savinien may be, if he were wounded, I should feel 
it at the same moment.’ 

The old physician sat plunged in deep meditation, 
which, to judge from the expression of his face, the 
Justice and the curé thought must be sorrowful. 

¢ What is wrong?’ they asked him, when Ursule had 
left them together. . 

‘Will she live?’ replied the old doctor. ‘Can so 
frail and tender a flower withstand the anguish of her 
heart?” 

Meanwhile the ‘ little dreamer,’ as the curé called her, 
worked indefatigably ; she understood the importance to 
a woman of the world of extensive information ; and 
when she was not studying singing, harmony, or com- 
position, she spent her time in reading the books chosen 
for her in her godfather’s extensive library. 

While leading this busy life she suffered much, but 
she did not complain. Sometimes she would sit for - 
hours gazing at Savinien’s window opposite. On Sunday, 
as she came from church, she followed Madame de 
Portenduere, watching her tenderly, for in spite of her 
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sternness she loved her as being Savinien’s mother. Her 
piety was doubled ; she went to mass every morning, for 
she firmly believed that her dreams were a special grace 
from God. 

Alarmed by the ravages of this nostalgia of love, on 
Ursule’s birthday her godfather promised to take her to 
Toulon to see the departure of the fleet for Algiers with- 
out announcing their purpose to Savinien, who was sailing 
with it. The Justice and the curé kept the secret of the 
doctor’s intentions with regard to this journey, which 
seemed to be undertaken for the benefit of Ursule’s 
health, and which puzzled the heirs very greatly. 

After having seen Savinien once more in his uniform, 
and after going on board the fine flagship of the admiral, 
to whom the minister had especially recommended young 
Portenduére, Ursule, at her friend’s desire, went to inhale 
the soft air of Nice, and travelled along the Mediter- 
ranean coast as far as Genoa, where she had news of 
the arrival of the fleet before Algiers and a good report 
of the landing. The doctor would gladly have con- 
tinued the journey across Italy, as much to divert 
Ursule’s mind as to complete her education and enlarge 
her ideas by comparing manners and scenery, and by the 
delights of a land where the greatest works of art are 
to be seen, and where so many civilisations have left 
glorious traces; but the news of the opposition to the 
throne shown by the electors of the famous Chamber of 
1830 called him back to France, whither he brought 
his ward home in a blooming state of health, and happy 
in the possession of a small model of the ship on which 
Savinien was serving. 

The elections of 1830 gave cohesion to the Minoret 
heirs; for, by the advice of Goupil and of Désiré 
Minoret, they formed a committee at Nemours, by 
whose efforts the Liberal candidate was returned for 
Fontainebleau. Massin exerted immense influence over 
the country voters. Five of the postmaster’s farmers 
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also had votes. Dionis represented more than eleven 
votes. By meeting at the notary’s, Crémiere, Massin, 
the postmaster, and their adherents got into a habit of 
assembling there. On the doctor’s return, Dionis’ room 
had thus become their camping ground. 

The Justice and the Mayor, who then combined to 
resist the Liberals of Nemours, were beaten by the 
Opposition in spite of the efforts of the gentry in the 
neighbourhood, and their defeat bound them very closely 
together. When Bongrand and the Abbé Chaperon 
told the doctor of the result of this antagonism, which 
had divided Nemours, for the first time, into two parties, 
and had given importance to his next-of-kin, Charles x. 
was actually leaving Rambouillet forCherbourg. Désiré 
Minoret, whose opinions were those of the Paris bar, 
had invited fifteen of his friends, with Goupil at their 
head, to come from Nemours; the postmaster gave 
them horses to hurry to Paris, where they joined Désiré 
on the night of the 28th of July. Désiré and Goupil led 
this little troop to assist in the seizure of the Hétel de 
Ville. 

Désiré Minoret received the ribbon of the Legion 
of Honour, and was appointed Deputy to the Public 
Prosecutor at Fontainebleau. Goupil won the Cross of 
July. Dionis was elected Mayor of Nemours, in the 
place of the Sieur Levrault, and the town council was 
then composed of Minoret-Levrault, deputy-mayor, of 
Massin, Crémiére, and all the followers of Dionis. 

Bongrand only kept his appointment as Justice by the 
influence of his son, who was made Public Prosecutor at 
Melun, his marriage with Mademoiselle Levrault seem- 
ing at that time probable. 

When three per cents. were down to forty-five, the 
doctor set out to post to Paris, and invested five hundred 
and forty thousand francs in certificates to the bearer. 
The rest of his fortune, amounting to about two hundred 
and seventy thousand francs, placed likewise in the funds, 


The Minoret Property 159 


yielded nominally fifteen thousand francs a year. He 
invested in the same way the money left to Ursule by the 
old professor, as well as the eight thousand francs of nine 
years accumulated interest, which, with the help of a 
small addition on his part to make it up toa round sum, 
brought in fourteen hundred francs a year to his ward. 
In obedience to her master’s advice, ie Bougival also 
would get three hundred and fifty francs a year by invest- 
ing in the same way her five thousand and odd francs of 
savings. “These prudent steps, as planned by the doctor 
and his friend Bongrand, were taken in perfect secrecy 
under favour of the political excitement. When calm 
was more or less restored, the doctor purchased a little 
house adjoining his own, and pulled it down, as well as the 
wall of his courtyard, to construct on the ground a coach- 
house and stables. That he should spend capital bearing 
a thousand francs interest seemed to all the Minoret heirs 
pureinsanity. “This supposed craziness was the beginning 
of a new era in the doctor’s life; at a moment when 
horses and carriages were being almost given away, he 
brought from Paris three fine horses and a chariot. 

The first time the old man came to mass in a carriage, 
on a rainy day at the beginning of November 1830, and 
got out to give his hand to Ursule, all the townsfolk 
rushed to the Square, as much to see the doctor’s carriage 
and cross-question the coachman, as to comment on his 
ward, to whose excessive ambition Massin, Crémieére, and 
the postmaster ascribed their uncle’s follies. 

‘A chariot! heh, Massin?’ cried Goupil. ‘ Your 
inheritance promises well, hein !’ 

‘You asked good wages, I suppose, Cabirolle?’ said 
the postmaster to the son of one of his guards, who took 
charge of the horses, ‘for it is to be hoped that you will 
not see many horse-shoes worn through in the service 
of a man of eighty.. How much did those horses 
cost °’ 

‘Four thousand francs. The chariot, though second- 
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hand, cost him two thousand; but it is a good one. 
The wheels have the patent axle-box.’ 

‘What do you call it, Cabirolle?’ asked Madame 
Crémiére. 

‘ He says they have latent axle-hocks,’ replied Goupil. 
‘It is an English notion; they invented those wheels. 
Look how neat it is; all covered up, nothing to be seen, 
nothing to catch, no ugly square iron peg projecting 
beyond the axle.’ 

© What does axer-hock mean, then?’ asked Madame 
Crémiére very innocently. 

‘Surely,’ said Goupil, “you need hardly axe that.’ 

‘Ah! I understand,’ said she. 

‘No, no; you are a good soul,’ said Goupil. ‘It is a 
shame to take you in. The real word is patent axe- 
locks, because you must axe how it is fastened.’ 

‘That’s it, Madame,’ said Cabirolle, who was himself 
taken in by Goupil’s explanation, the clerk spoke with 
such gravity. 

‘It isa handsome carriage, at any rate,’ said Crémiére, 
‘and he must be rich to set up in such style.’ 

‘She is going ahead, that little girl!’ remarked 
Goupil. ‘ But she is right ; ; She is showing you how to 
enjoy life. Why have not you fine horses and chariots— 
you, Father Minoret? Will you submit to be 
humiliated? In your place I would have a coach like a 
prince’s.’ 

‘I say, Cabirolle,’ said Massin, ‘is it the little girl who 
puts my uncle up to all this luxury ?’ 

‘I don’t know,’ replied Cabirolle, ‘but she is, so to 
speak, mistress of the whole place. And now master 
after master comes from Paris. She is to learn to paint, 
they say.’ 

*I will take the opportunity of having my likeness 
done,’ said Madame Crémiére. Country folks still 
speak of having a likeness done instead of a portrait 
taken. 
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‘But the old German is not dismissed,’ said Madame 
Massin. 

‘No, he is here to-day,” replied Cabirolle. 

‘There is safety in numbers,’ observed Madame 
Crémiére, making everybody laugh. 

‘You need no longer count on the inheritance,’ cried 
Goupil. ‘Ursule is nearly seventeen; she is prettier 
than ever ; travelling forms the youthful mind, and she 
knows the length of your uncle’s foot. The coach brings 
her five or six parcels a week, and dressmakers and 
milliners are always coming to try her gowns and things. 
My mistress is furious, I can tell you. Just wait til} 
Ursule comes out, and look at her little neckerchief—a real 
Indian square, that must have cost six hundred francs.’ 

If a thunderbolt had fallen in their midst, it could not 
have produced a greater effect on the group of inheritors 
than this speech from Goupil, who rubbed his hands. 

The doctor’s old green drawing-room was redecorated 
by an upholsterer from Paris. Judged by the prodigality of 
his outlay, the doctor was accused first of having concealed 
the amount of his fortune and of having sixty thousand 
francs a year, and then of spending his capital to humour 
Ursule. He was regarded alternately as a millionaire and 
a spendthrift. ‘He is an old fool!’ summed up the 
opinion of the neighbours. The misguided verdict of 
the little town had this advantage: it deceived the next- 
of-kin, who never suspected Savinien’s love for Ursule, 
which was the real cause of the doctor’s expenditure, for 
he was enchanted to accustom his goddaughter to play her 
part as a Vicomtesse ; and having an income now of fifty 
thousand francs, he indulged himself in the pleasure of 
beautifying his idol. 


In the month of February 1832, on the day when 
Ursule was seventeen, as she rose in the morning she 
saw Savinien at his window in his sub-lieutenant’s 


uniform, 
L 
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‘ How is it that I knew nothing about it?’ she asked 
herself. 

After the taking of Algiers, where Savinien had dis- 
tinguished himself by a deed of valour that had won him 
the Cross, the corvette on which he sailed having remained 
at sea for many months, he had been quite unable to send 
a letter to the doctor, and he did not choose to retire 
from the service without consulting him. The new 
Government, wishing to keep so illustrious a name on 
the navy list, had taken advantage of the general 
scramble of July to promote Savinien. Having obtained 
a fortnight’s leave, the young lieutenant had come by 
mail from Toulon in time for Ursule’s birthday, and to 
ask the doctor’s advice at the same time. 

“He is come!’ cried the girl, rushing into her god- 
father’s room. 

‘That is well,’ he replied. ‘I can guess his reason for 
quitting the service ; he can now remain at Nemours.’ 

‘This is my birthday treat! It is all in those words !’” 
she exclaimed, embracing the doctor. 

In reply toa signal she made him, Savinien came across 
at once. She wanted to admire him ; he seemed to her 
changed for the better. In fact, military discipline gives 
to a man’s gestures, gait, and demeanour a mixture of 
gravity and decision, a certain rectitude, which enables 
the most superficial observer to recognise a soldier 
under a civilian’s coat ; nothing can more clearly prove 
that man is made to command. Ursule loved Savinien 
all the more for it, and felt a child’s delight in walking arm ~ 
in arm with him in the little garden, while she made him 
tell her the part he had played ‘in his capacity of naval 
cadet’ in the siege of Algiers. Evidently it was Savinien 
who had taken Algiers. She saw everything red, she 
declared, when she looked at Savinien’s decoration. 
The doctor, who, while dressing in his room, watched 
the pair, presently joined them. ‘Then, without telling 
the Vicomte everything, he explained to him that in the 
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event of Madame de Portenduére’s consenting to his 
marriage with Ursule, his goddaughter’s fortune was 
such as to make his pay superfluous in any rank he might 
be promoted to. 

‘Alas !” said Savinien, ‘it will take a long time to 
overcome my mother’s opposition. Before I left, when 
she had the alternative of keeping me near her if she 
would agree to my marrying Ursule, or of seeing me 
only at long intervals, and knowing that I was exposed 
to the risks of my profession, she let me go : 

‘But, Savinien, we shall be together,’ said Ursule, 
taking his hand and shaking it with a kind of irritation. 

That they should see each other and never part was 
to her the sum-total of love ; she saw nothing beyond ; 
and her pretty impatience, and the petulance of her tone, 
expressed such perfect innocence that the doctor and 
Savinien were touched. 

Savinien sent in his letter of resignation, and Ursule’s 
birthday was crowned with joy by her lover’s presence. 

A few months later, by the beginning of May, Doctor 
Minoret’s home life had settled into calm regularity 
again, but with another constant visitor, The young 
Vicomte’s assiduity was at once interpreted as that of a 
future bridegroom ; all the more so since, whether at 
mass or out walking, his manner and Ursule’s plainly 
betrayed the mutual understanding of their hearts. Dionis 
remarked to the heirs that the old man never claimed 
interest from Madame de Portenduére, who already owed 
it for three years. 

‘She will be forced to give in, to consent to her son’s 
marrying beneath him,’ said the notary. ‘If such a 
misfortune should happen, it is probable that the larger 
part of your uncle’s fortune will prove, as Basile says, an 
irresistible argument. 

When the expectant heirs understood that the old 
man’s preference for Ursule was too great for him not to 
secure her happiness at their expense, their wrath became 
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as cunning as it was deep. Every evening since the 
revolution of July had seen them meet at Dionis’ house, 
and there they cursed the lovers ; and the evening hardly 
ever ended without their having tried in vain to hit on 
some way of thwarting the old man. Zeélie, who had, no 
doubt, like the doctor, taken advantage of the fall in the 
funds to invest her enormous savings, was the most furious 
against the orphan and the Portenduéres. One evening, 
when Goupil—who, however, as a rule, took care not to 
spend his evenings too dully—had come in to pick up 
some information as to the affairs of the town, which 
were under discussion, Zélie had a recrudescence of hatred. 
She had that morning seen the doctor, with Ursule and 
Savinien, returning from a drive in the neighbourhood, 
with an appearance of intimacy that told all. 

‘I would give thirty thousand francs, gladly, if only 
God would take our uncle to himself before that Porten- 
duére and that little minx could be married,’ said she. 

Goupil walked home with Monsieur and Madame 
Minoret ; and when they were in the middle of their vast 
courtyard, he said, looking about him to make sure that 
they were alone— 

‘Will you give me money enough to buy Dionis out 
of his business, and I will see that the marriage of 
Monsieur de Portenduére is broken off?’ 

‘How ?’ asked the colossus. 

‘Do you think Iam fool enough to tell you my plan?’ 
replied the clerk. 

‘Well, my boy, make them quarrel, and we will see,’ 
said Zélie. 

‘I am not going to plunge into such a job on the 
strength of “ we will see.” The young gentleman is hot- 
headed, and might kill me; and I must be well rough- 
shod, and his match with the rapier and pistol. Set me 
up in life, and I will keep my word.’ 

‘Stop the marriage, and I will set you up,’ retorted the 
postmaster. 
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‘ For nine months now you have been debating whether 
you will lend me a wretched fifteen thousand francs to 
buy Lecceur’s business—the usher’s—and you expect me 
to take your word? Get along! ‘You will lose your 
uncle’s fortune ; and serve you right ! ’ 

‘If it were only a matter of fifteen thousand francs and 
Lecceur’s business, I don’t say no,’ replied Zélie; ‘but 
to be security for fifty thousand crowns ki? 

* But I will repay you,’ said Goupil, with a fascinating 
leer at Zélie, which the postmistress met with an 
imperious stare. 

It was like vitriol on steel. 

‘We will wait,’ said Zélie. 

‘Possessed by the genius of evil!’ thought Goupil. 
‘If ever I get hold of these two,’ said he to himself as he 
went away, ‘I will squeeze them like lemons!’ 


Savinien, while cultivating the society of the doctor, 
the Justice, and the curé, showed them the excellence 
of his character. “The young man’s love for Ursule, so 
absolutely disinterested, so constant, appealed so strongly 
to the three friends that they no longer separated the 
two young people in their thoughts. Before long the 
monotony of this patriarchal life, and the confidence the 
lovers felt in their future, had given their affection a 
fraternal aspect. The doctor often left Savinien and 
Ursule together. He had rightly estimated the admirable 
young man who kissed Ursule’s hand when he entered, 
and would never have asked such a privilege when alone 
with her, so deep was his respect for the innocence and 
candour of the child; and the extreme sensitiveness 
which she had often betrayed had taught him that a 
hard word, a cold look, or alternations of gentleness and 
roughness might kill her. The utmost boldness of the 
lovers always showed itself in the presence of the old men 
in the evening. 

Two years, full of secret delight, thus slipped away, 
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unbroken by any event but the useless efforts of the 
young man to obtain his mother’s consent to his marriage 
with Ursule. He would sometimes talk for the whole 
morning, his mother listening to his entreaties and argu- 
ments, but making no reply but by the obstinate silence 
of a Bretonne or by curt refusals. 

At nineteen, Ursule, elegant, well educated, and an 
excellent musician, had nothing more to learn ; she was 
perfection. And she had a reputation for beauty, grace, 
and information which reached far and wide. One day 
the doctor had to refuse the proposals of the Marquise 
d’Aiglemont, who would have married her to her eldest 
son. Six months later, in spite of the absolute silence 
preserved by Ursule, by her guardian, and by Madame 
d’Aiglemont, Savinien heard by chance of this affair. 
Touched by such delicate conduct, he spoke of it as an 
argument to overcome his mother’s aversion, but she 
would only say— 

‘If the d’Aiglemonts choose to marry beneath them, 
is that any reason that we should ?’ 


In the month of December 1834 the worthy and pious 
old man was visibly breaking. As they saw him come 
out of church, his face pinched and yellow, his eyes dim, 
all the town began to speak of his approaching end, for 
the good man was now eighty-eight years of age. 

‘Now you will know where you stand,’ they said to 
the heirs. 

The doctor’s death had, in fact, the fascination of a 
problem. But the old man did not think that he was ill ; 
he had illusions on the subject, and neither poor Ursule, 
nor Savinien, nor Monsieur Bongrand, nor the curé, 
could, in decency, explain his danger to him; the town 
doctor of Nemours, who came to see him every evening, 
dared prescribe nothing more. Old Minoret felt no 
pain; he was gently burning out. In him the intellect 
remained clear, strong, and exact. In old men of this 
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stamp the soul is potent over the body, and gives it 
strength to die standing. To postpone the fatal hour, the 
curé granted his parishioner a dispensation from attending 
mass at church, and allowed him to read prayers at home, 
for the doctor carefully fulfilled all his religious duties ; 
the nearer he was to the grave, the more he loved God. 

At the New Year, Ursule persuaded him to sell his 
carriage and horses, and dismiss Cabirolle. The Justice, 
whose uneasiness as to Ursule’s prospects was far from 
being lulled by the old man’s half-confidences, touched 
on the delicate question of his fortune, explaining to him 
one evening the necessity for making Ursule independent 
by law, by declaring her to be of age. She would then 
be competent to receive an account of his guardianship 
and possess property ; this would enable him to leave her 
money. In spite of this opening, the old man, though 
he had formerly consulted the Justice, did not confide to 
him what his purpose was with regard.to Ursule; how- 
ever, he formally declared her of age. “The more eager 
the lawyer showed himself to know what steps his old 
friend had taken to provide for Ursule, the more suspicious 
the doctor became. In short, Minoret was actually 
afraid to confide to the Justice the secret of the thirty-six 
thousand francs in bonds payable to the bearer. 

‘Why,’ said Bongrand, ‘ set chance against you ?’ 

‘Of two chances,’ replied the doctor, ‘one must avoid 
the most risky. 

Bongrand carried through the matter of the ‘emanci- 
pation’ so briskly that Mademoiselle Mirouét was legally 
independent on the day when she was twenty. ‘This 
anniversary was destined to be the last festival kept by 
the old doctor, who, feeling no doubt some presentiment 
of his approaching end, celebrated the occasion magnifi- 
cently by giving a little ball, to which he invited the 
young people of the four families of Dionis, Crémiere, 
Minoret, and Massin. Savinien, Bongrand, the curé 
and his two assistant priests, the town doctor, Mesdames 
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Zélie Minoret; Massin, and Crémicre, with old Schmucke, 
were his guests at a grand dinner before the dance. 

‘I feel that I have not long to stay,’ said the old man 
to the notary towards the end of the evening. ‘I beg 
you to come to-morrow to draw up the report and 
accounts I have to hand over to Ursule as her guardian, 
so as to avoid all complications after my death. Thank 
God, I have not robbed my heirs of a sou, and have spent 
nothing but my income. Messieurs Crémiére, Massin, 
and my nephew Minoret are the family trustees appointed 
for Ursule, and they must be present at the auditing of 
the account.’ 

These words, overheard by Massin, and repeated in the 
ballroom, filled the three families with joy, after they had 
spent three years in constant alternations of feeling, 
believing themselves sometimes rich, and sometimes 
disinherited. 

‘It isa lamp flying out,’ said Madame Crémiére. (She 
meant dying out.) 

When, at about two in the morning, no one remained 
in the room but Savinien, Bongrand, and the Abbé 
Chaperon, the old doctor said, as he pointed to Ursule, 
lovely in her ball-dress, having just said good-night to 
the young Crémiére and Massin girls— 

‘I place her in your hands, my friends. In a few days 
I shall no longer be here to protect her; stand between 
her and the world until she is married—I am afraid for 
her. : 

These words made a painful impression. The account 
drawn up and read a few days later in the presence of a 
family council proved that Doctor Minoret was indebted 
to Ursule in the sum of ten thousand six hundred francs, 
partly as arrears of the shares bearing interest to the 
amount of fourteen thousand francs, which was accounted 
for by the investment of Captain de Jordy’s legacy, and 
partly as a small capital of five thousand francs derived 
from certain gifts made to his ward during the last 
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ale, years, on their respective birthdays or name- 
ays. 

This authenticated schedule of the account had been 
advised by the Justice, who feared what might be the 
result of the old man’s death ; and, unhappily, not without 
reason. ‘The day after the account was passed which 
made Ursule the mistress of ten thousand six hundred 
francs in shares and of fourteen hundred francs a year, 
the doctor had an attack of weakness which compelled 
him to keep his bed. 

In spite of the caution which shrouded the house, a 
rumour spread in the town that he was dead, and the 
heirs flew about the streets like the beads of a rosary of 
which the thread is snapped. Massin, who came to 
inquire, heard from Ursule herself that the old man was 
in bed. Unfortunately, the town doctor had prognosti- 
cated that when Minoret took to his bed he would die at 
once. From that moment the whole family stood posted 
in the street, in the square, or on their front doorsteps, in 
spite of the cold, absorbed in discussing the long-expected 
event, and waiting for the moment when the curé should 
carry to the old man the last sacraments with all the 
ceremony usual in provincial towns. Hence, when two 
days later the Abbé Chaperon crossed the High Street, 
accompanied by his curate and the choir boys, the inheri- 
tors followed him to take possession of the house and 
prevent anything being removed, and to clutch with 
greedy hands all the imaginary treasure. When the 
doctor saw, beyond the clerics, all his heirs on their 
knees, and, far from praying, watching him with gleam- 
ing eyes as bright as the twinkling tapers, he could not 
repress a mischievous smile. The curé looked round, 
saw them, and read the prayers very slowly. ‘The post- 
master was the first to rise from his uncomfortable 
attitude, his wife followed his example; Massin, fearful 
lest Zélie and her husband should lay a hand on some 
little possession, went after them to the drawing-room, 
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and there, a few minutes later, all the party had 
assembled. 

‘He is too honest a man to steal extreme unction,’ 
said Crémiére ; ‘so we may be easy.’ 

© Yes ; we shall each have about twenty thousand francs 
a year,’ replied Madame Massin. 

‘I have got it into my head,’ said Zélie, ‘ that for the 
last three years he has not been investing; he liked to 
hoard the money 

‘The treasure is in his cellar no doubt?’ said Massin 
to Crémiere. 

‘ If we are so lucky as to find anything at all!’ observed 
Minoret-Levrault. 

‘But after what he said at the ball, cried Madame 
Massin, ‘ there can be no doubt.’ 

‘Whatever there may be,’ said Crémiere, ‘ how shall 
we proceed? Shall we divide? Or put it into the 
lawyer’s hands? Or distribute it in lots? For, after 
all, we are all of age.’ 

A discussion, which soon became acrid, arose as to the 
method of procedure. At the end of half an hour a 
noise of loud voices, above them all Zélie’s shrill tones, 
rang across the courtyard out into the street. 

‘He must be dead,’ said the curious crowd that had 
collected there. 

The uproar reached the doctor’s ears, who could hear 
these words— 

‘But there is the house; the house is worth thirty 
thousand francs!’ shouted, or rather bellowed, by Crémiere. 

‘Very well, we will pay for it as much as it is worth,’ 
retorted Zélie sharply. 

‘Monsieur le Curé,’ said the old man to the Abbé, who 
had remained with his friend after the sacrament, ‘let me 
die in peace. My heirs, like those of Cardinal Ximenes, 
are capable of pillaging my house before I am dead, and 1 
have no monkey to make restitution. Go and explain 
that I will have no one in the house.’ 
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The curé and the physician went downstairs and 
repeated the dying man’s orders, adding, in their indigna- 
tion, some severe words of reproof. 

‘Madame Bougival,’ said the town-doctor, ‘shut the 
gate, and let no one in; a man cannot even die quietly, 
it would seem.—Make a cup of mustard, to apply 
plaisters to Monsieur Minoret’s feet.’ 

‘ Your uncle is not dead; he may live some time yet,’ 
said the Abbé to the family who had brought all their 
children. He desires perfect silence, and will have no 
one near him but his ward. What a difference between 
that young creature’s conduct and yours !” 

‘ Old hypocrite!’ cried Crémiére. ‘I will keep guard. 
It is quite possible that he may plot something against 
our interests.’ 

‘The postmaster had already disappeared into the garden, 
intending to watch over his uncle with Ursule, and to 
gain admission into the house as her assistant. He came 
back on tiptoe without his boots making a sound, for 
there were carpets in the passages and on the stairs. He 
thus came close to his uncle’s door without being heard. 
The curé and the physician had left; La Bougival was 
preparing the mustard plaisters. 

‘ Are we quite alone ?’ said the old man to his ward. 

Ursule stood on tiptoe to look out on the courtyard. 

‘ Yes,’ said she, ‘ Monsieur le Curé shut the gate as he 
went out.’ 

‘My darling child,’ said the dying man, ‘my hours, 
my minutes are numbered. I have not been a doctor 
for nothing ; the mustard plaisters recommended by the 
apothecary will not carry me through till to-night—Do 
not cry, Ursule,’ he said, finding himself interrupted by 
his ward’s sobs, ‘ but listen to me: the point is that you 
should marry Savinien. As soon as La Bougival comes 
up with the sinapism, go down to the Chinese pavilion ; 
here is the key; lift up the marble top of the Boule 
cabinet, and under it you will find a letter addressed to 
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you; take it, and come up and show it to me, for I shall 
not die easy unless I know that it is in your hands. 
When I am dead, do not at once announce the fact ; first 
send for Monsieur de Portenduére, read the letter together, 
and swear to me in his name and in your own that you 
will obey my last injunctions. When he has done what 
I desire, you can announce my death, and then the comedy 
of the inheritance will begin—-God grant that those 
monsters may not ill-use you.’ 

‘Yes, godfather.’ 

The postmaster did not wait for the end of the scene ; 
he took himself off on tiptoe, remembering that the 
locked door of the pavilion opened from the book-gallery. 
He himself had been present at the time of a discussion 
between the architect and the locksmith, who had insisted 
that if there were to be a way into the house through the 
window looking out on the river, there must be a lock to 
the door leading into the book-gallery, the pavilion being 
a sort of summer-house. 

Minoret, his eyes dim with greed, and his blood singing 
in his ears, unscrewed the lock with a pocket-knife as 
dexterously as a thief. He went into the pavilion, took 
the packet of papers without stopping to open it, replaced 
the lock and restored order, and then went to sit in the 
dining-room, waiting till La Bougival should be gone 
upstairs with the mustard plaister, to steal out of the 
house. ‘This he achieved with all the greater ease 
because Ursule thought it more necessary to see that 
the mustard was applied than to obey her godfather’s 
injunctions. 

‘The letter, the letter,’ said the old man in a dying 
voice. ‘Do as I bid you—there is the key. I must see 
the letter in your hands.’ 

He spoke with such a wild look, that La Bougival 
said to Ursule: ‘ Do as your godfather tells you, at once, 
or you'll be the death of him.’ 

She kissed his forehead, took the key, and went down, 
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but was immediately recalled by a piercing cry from La 
Bougival, and ran back. ‘The old man glanced at her, 
saw that her hands were empty, sat up in bed, and tried 
to speak—and then died with a last fearful gasp, his eyes 
staring with terror. 

The poor child, seeing death for the first time, fell on 
her knees, and melted into tears. La Bougival closed 
the old man’s eyes, and laid him straight. “hen, when 
she had ‘ dressed the corpse,’ as she said, she went to call 
Monsieur Savinien; but the heirs, who were prowling 
at the top of the street, surrounded by an inquisitive 
crowd, exactly like a flock of crows waiting till a horse 
is buried, to come and scratch up the earth, and ferret 
with beak and claws, came running in with the swiftness 
of birds of prey. 

The postmaster, meanwhile, had gone home to master 
the contents of the mysterious packet. ‘This was what 
he read :-— 


‘To my dear Ursule Mirouet, daughter of my illegiti- 
mate brother-in-law, Joseph Mirouét, and of his 
wife, Dinah Grollman. 


“NEmouRS, ‘fanuary 15, 1830. 


‘My wirrteE ANGEL,—My fatherly affection, which 
you have so fully justified, is based not merely on the 
promise I swore to your poor father to fill his place, but 
also on your likeness to Ursule Mirouét, my late wife, of 
whom you constantly remind me by your grace and 
nature, your artlessness and charm. 

© Your being the child of my father-in-law’s natural son 
might lead to any Will in your favour being disputed : 

© The old rascal!’ exclaimed the postmaster. 

‘ My adopting you would have given rise to a lawsuit. 
Again, I have always been averse to the notion of marrying 
you myself to leave you my fortune, for I might have 
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lived to a great age and spoilt your future happiness, 
whichis delayed only by the life of Madame de Portenduére. 
Having regard to these difficulties, and wishing to leave 
you a fortune adequate to a handsome position——’ 

‘ The old wretch, he thought of everything ! ’ 

‘Without doing any injury to my heirs , 

‘Miserable Jesuit! As if we had not a right to his 
whole fortune !? 

‘J have put aside for you the sum-total of my savings 
for the last eighteen years, which I have regularly invested 
by my lawyer’s assistance, in the hope of leaving you as 
happy as money can make you. Without wealth your 
education and superior ideas would be a misfortune ; 
besides, you ought to bring a good dowry to the excellent 
young man who loves you. So look in the middle of 
the third volume of the Pandects, in folio, bound in 
red morocco, the last volume on the lower shelf above 
the library cupboard, in the third division on the 
drawing-room side, and you will find three certificates 
to bearer of three per cent. consols, each for 12,000 
francs.’ 

‘What a depth of villainy!’ cried the postmaster. 
© Ah, God will not permit me to be thus thwarted !’ 

‘Take them at once, with the small savings left at the 
moment of my death, which are in the next volume. 
Remember, my darling child, that you are bound to obey 
blindly the wish that has been the joy of my whole life, 
and which will compel me to appeal for help to God if 
you should disobey me. But to guard against any scruple 
of your dear conscience, which is, I know, ingenious in 
tormenting you, you will find with this a Will in due 
form, bequeathing these certificates to Monsieur Savinien 
de Portenduére ; so, whether you own them, or they are 
the gift of your lover, they will be legitimately yours.— 
Your godfather, 


© Dents Minorer.’ 


ae 
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Subjoined to this letter, on a sheet of stamped paper, 

was the following document :— 
‘This is my Will. 

‘J, Denis Minoret, Doctor of Medicine, resident at 
Nemours, sound in mind and body, as the date of this 
Will proves, dedicate my soul to God, beseeching Him 
to forgive my long errors in favour of my _ sincere 
repentance. Chen, having discerned in the Vicomte 
Savinien de Portenduére a sincere affection for me, I 
bequeath to him thirty-six thousand francs in perpetual 
consols at three per cent., to be paid out of my estate as 
a first charge. 

‘Made and written all by my own hand at Nemours, 
January 11, 1831. 

© Dents Minoret.’ 


Without a moment’s hesitation the postmaster, who, 
to make sure of being alone, had locked himself into his 
wife’s room, looked about for the tinder-box ; he had two 
warnings from heaven by the extinction of two matches 
which would not light. The third blazed up. He 
burnt the letter and the will on the hearth, and took the 
needless precaution of burying the ashes of the paper and 
wax in the cinders. Then, licking his lips at the idea of 
having thirty-six thousand francs unknown to his wife, 
he flew back to his uncle’s house, spurred by one idea— 
the single fixed idea that his dull brain could master. 
On seeing his uncle’s dwelling invaded by the three 
families, at last in possession of the stronghold, he quaked 
lest he should be unable to carry out a project which he 
gave himself no time to think over, considering only the 
obstacles in the way. 

‘What are you doing here?’ he said to Massin and 
Crémiére. ‘Do you suppose that we are going to leave 
the house and papers to be pillaged? There are three of 
us ; we cannot encamp on the spot. You, Crémiére, go 
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at once to Dionis and tell him to come and certify the 
death. Though I am an official, 1 am not competent to 
draw up the death certificate of my own uncle. You, 
Massin, had better ask old Bongrand to seal up every- 
thing. You,’ he added to his wife, Madame Massin, and 
Madame Crémiére, ‘you should sit with Ursule, ladies, 
and so nothing can be taken. Above all, lock the gate, 
so that no one can get out.’ 

The women, who felt the weight of this advice, went 
at once to Ursule’s room, where they found the noble 
girl, already the object of such cruel suspicions, on her 
knees in prayer, her face bathed in tears. 

Minoret, guessing that they would not remain long 
with Ursule, and suspicious of his co-heirs’ want of trust 
in him, hastened to the library, saw the volume, which 
he opened, took out the three certificates, and found in 
the other thirty bank notes. Notwithstanding his base 
nature, the big man fancied a whole chime was ringing 
in each ear, the blood hissed in his brain, as he achieved 
the theft. In spite of the cold weather, his shirt was wet 
with perspiration down his back; and his legs shook to 
such a degree that he dropped into an armchair in the 
drawing-room as if he had been struck on the head with 
a sledge-hammer. 

‘Dear me, how glib the idea of a fortune has made old 
Minoret !? Massin had said, as they hurried through the 
town. ‘Did you notice?’ he observed to Crémiére. ‘Come 
here, and go there! How well he knows the game!’ 

‘Yes, for a fat-head he had a style : 

‘I say, said Massin in alarm, ‘his wife is with him. 
They are two too many. Do you run the errands; I will 
go back again.’ 

So just as the postmaster had seated himself, he saw 
the registrar’s hot face at the gate, for he had run back 
with the nimbleness of a ferret. 

‘Well, what is it?’ asked the postmaster, as he let in 
his co-heir. 
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‘Nothing ; I came back to witness the sealing,’ replied 
Massin, glaring at him like a wild cat. 

‘I wish it were done, and that we could all go quietly 
home,’ said Minoret. 

‘And we will put some one in charge,’ said the 
registrar. ‘la Bougival is capable of anything in the 
interest of that little minx. We will put in Goupil.’ 

‘Goupil !’ cried Minoret ; ‘he would find the hoard, 
and we should see nothing but smoke.’ 

‘Let us see,’ replied Massin; ‘this evening they will 
watch by the dead. We shall have everything sealed up 
in an hour, so our wives will be on guard themselves. 
The funeral must be to-morrow at noon. ‘The inventory 
cannot be made till after a week.’ 

‘ But,’ said the colossus smiling, ‘we can turn out that 
minx, and we will engage the mayor’s drummer to stop 
in the house and guard the property.’ 

‘Very good,’ said the registrar, ‘see to that yourself ; 
you are the head of the Minorets.’ 

©Now, ladies, ladies, be so good as to wait in the 
drawing-room. You cannot be off to dinner yet; we 
must witness the affixing of the seals for our common 
interest.’ 

He then took Zélie aside to impart to her Massin’s 
idea about Ursule. The women, whose hearts were full 
of vengeance, and who longed to turn the tables on ‘ the 
little hussy,’ hailed the idea of turning her out of the 
house with glee. 

When Bongrand arrived he was indignant at the 
request made to him, as a friend of the deceased, by Zélie 
and Madame Massin, to desire Ursule to leave the house. 

‘Go yourselves and turn her out the home of her 
father, her godfather, her uncle, her benefactor, her 
guardian! Go—you who owe your fortunes to her 
nobility of character—take her by the shoulders—thrust 
her into the street in the face of the whole town! You 
think her capable of robbing you? Well, then, engage 
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a guardian of the property; you have a perfect right to 
do so. But understand clearly that I will put seals on 
nothing in her room; it is her own, all that is in it is 
her property ; I shall inform her what her rights are, and 
advise her to place there everything that belongs to her. 
—Oh! in your presence!’ he added, hearing a murmur 
of disapproval. 

‘What ?’ cried the tax-receiver to the postmaster and 
the women, who were speechless at Bongrand’s angry 
address. 

‘A pretty magistrate !” said Minoret. 

Ursule, on a low chair, half fainting, her head thrown 
back, her hair undone, was sobbing from time to time. 
Her eyes were heavy, their lids swollen; in short, she 
was in a state of moral and physical prostration, which 
might have touched the heart of the fiercest creatures 
excepting heirs. 

‘Ah, Monsieur Bongrand, after my happy féte, here 
are death and despair,’ she said, with the unconscious 
poetry of a sweet nature. ‘You know what he was. 
In twenty vears he never spoke an impatient word to 
me! I thought he would live to a hundred! He was 
a mother to me,’ she cried, ‘and a kind mother !’” 

‘The utterance of her broken ideas brought on a torrent 
of tears, broken by sobs, and she fell back half senseless. 

‘My child,’ said the Justice, hearing the inheritors on 
the stairs, ‘you have the rest of your life to weep in, and 
only a moment for business. Bring into your own room 
everything in the house that belongs to you. The heirs 
insist on my affixing seals i 

‘Oh, his heirs may take everything!’ cried Ursule, 
starting up in a spasm of fierce indignation. ‘I have 
here all that is precious to me!’ and she struck her 
bosom. 

‘What? what?’ asked the postmaster, who, with 
Massin, now showed his horrible face. 

‘The memory of his virtues, of his life, of all his 
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words, the image of his heavenly mind,’ she replied, her 
eyes and cheeks flaming as she raised her hand with a 
proud gesture. 

‘Ay, and you have a key there too,’ cried Massin, 
going on all fours like a cat to seize a key which slipped 
- out of the folds of her bodice as she lifted her arm. 

‘It is the key of his study,’ she said, colouring. ‘He 
was sending me there just when he died.’ 

The two men exchanged a hideous smile, and turned 
to the Justice with a look that expressed a blighting 
suspicion. Ursule saw and interpreted the look, malig- 
nant on Minoret’s part, involuntary on Massin’s, and 
drew herself up, as pale as if all her blood had ebbed ; her 
eyes glistened with the lightnings that can only flash at 
the cost of vitality, and in a choking voice she said— 

‘Ah, Monsieur Bongrand, all that is in this room is 
mine only by my godfather’s kindness; they may take 
it all; I have nothing about me but my clothes; I will 
go out of it and never come in again.’ 

She went into her guardian’s room, and no entreaties 
could bring her forth—for the heirs were a little ashamed 
of their conduct. She desired La Bougival to engage 
two rooms at the Old Posting Inn till she should find 
some lodging in the town, where they might stay together. 
She went into her room only to fetch her prayer-book, 
and remained all night with the Curé and another priest 
and Savinien, weeping and praying. Savinien came in 
after his mother had gone to bed, and knelt down with- 
out speaking by Ursule, who gave him the saddest smile, 
while thanking him for coming so faithfully to share in 
her sorrows. 

‘My child,’ said Monsieur Bongrand, bringing in a 
large bundle, ‘one of your uncle’s relations has taken out 
of your wardrobe all that you need, for the seals will not 
be removed for some days, and you will then have every- 
thing that belongs to you. In your own interest I have 
placed seals on your things too.’ 
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‘Thank you,’ she said, pressing his hand. ‘Come and 
look at him once more. You would think he was 
sleeping.’ 5 

The old man’s face had at this moment the transient 
bloom of beauty which is seen on the face of those who 
have died without pain ; it seemed radiant. 

‘Did he not give you anything privately before he 
died?’ asked the Justice of Ursule in a whisper. 

‘Nothing,’ she replied. ‘He only said something 
about a letter. 

‘Good! that will be found,’ said Bongrand. ‘Then 
it is lucky for you that they insisted on the seals.’ 

At daybreak Ursule bid adieu to the house where her 
happy childhood had been spent, and above all to the 
room where her love had had its birth, and which was so 
dear to her that in the midst of her deep grief she had a 
tear of regret for this peaceful and happy nook. After 
gazing for the last time on her windows and on Savinien 
in turn, she went off to the inn, accompanied by La 
Bougival, who carried her bundle; by the Justice, who 
gave her his arm; and by Savinien, her kind protector. 

And so, in spite of every precaution, the suspicious 
lawyer was in the right; Ursule would be bereft of 
fortune, and at war with the heirs-at-law. 

Next day the whole town followed Doctor Minoret’s 
funeral. When they heard of the conduct of the next- 
of-kin to Ursule, most people thought it natural and 
necessary ; there was an inheritance at stake; the old 
man was miserly; Ursule might fancy she had rights; 
the heirs were only protecting their property; and, after 
all, she had humiliated them enough in their uncle’s time 
—he had made them as welcome as a dog among nine- 
pins. Désiré Minoret, who was doing no great things 
in his office, said the neighbours who were envious of 
the postmaster, came for the funeral. Ursule, unable to 
attend, was in bed, ill of a nervous fever, brought on as 
much by the insults offered her as by her deep grief. 
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Just look at that hypocrite in tears,’ said some of the 
faction, pointing to Savinien, who was in great sorrow for 
the doctor’s death. 

‘The question is whether he has any good cause for 
tears,’ remarked Goupil. ‘Do not laugh too soon; the 
seals have not yet been removed.’ 

‘Pooh!’ said Minoret, who knew more than he did, 
‘you have always frightened us for nothing.’ 

Just as the procession was starting for the church, 
Goupil had a bitter mortification ; he was about to take 
Désiré’s arm, but the young man turned away, thus 
denying his comrade in the eyes of all Nemours. 

‘It is of no use to be angry,’ said the clerk to himself; 
‘I should lose all chance of revenge,’ and his dry heart 
swelled in his bosom like a sponge. 

Before breaking the seals and making the inventory, 
they had to wait for the public prosecutor’s commission, 
as public guardian of all orphans, to be issued to Bongrand 
as his representative. Then the Minoret property, of 
which every one had talked for ten days, was released, 
and the inventory was made and witnessed with every 
formality of the law. Dionis made a job of it; Goupil 
was glad to have a finger in any mischief; and as the 
business was a paying one, they took their time over it. 
They generally breakfasted on the spot. The notary, 
the clerks, heirs, and witnesses drank the finest wines in 
the cellar. 


In a country town, where every one has his own house, 
it is rather difficult to find lodgings; and when any 
business is for sale, the house commonly goes with it. 
The Justice, who was charged by the court with the 
guardianship of the orphan girl, saw no way of housing 
her out of the inn but by buying for her, in the High 
Street, at the corner of the bridge over the Loing, a 
small house, with a door opening into a passage; on 
the ground floor was a sitting-room with two windows 
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on the street, and a kitchen behind it, with a glass door 
looking into a yard of about a hundred square feet. A 
narrow stair, with a borrowed light from the river side, 
led to the first floor, containing three rooms, and to two 
attics above. 

Monsieur Bongrand borrowed two thousand francs of 
La Bougival’s savings to pay the first instalment of the 
price of this house, which was six thousand francs, and 
he obtained a delay for the remainder. ‘To make room 
for the books which Ursule wished to buy back, Bongrand 
had a partition pulled down between two of the first 
floor rooms, having ascertained that the depth of the 
house was sufficient to hold the book-shelves. He and 
Savinien hurried on the workmen, who cleaned, painted, 
and restored this little dwelling with such effect, that, by 
the end of March, Ursule could move from the inn and 
find in the plain little house a bedroom just like that from 
which the heirs had ejected her, for it was full of the 
furniture brought away by the Justice at the removal of 
the seals. La Bougival, sleeping overheard, could be 
brought down at the call of a bell which hung by her 
young mistress’s bed. 

The room intended for the library, the ground floor 
sitting-room, and the kitchen, as yet unfurnished, were 
coloured, repapered, and painted, awaiting the purchases 
the young girl might make at the sale of her godfather’s 
household goods. 

‘Though they well knew Ursule’s strength of character, 
the Justice and the Curé both dreaded for her the sudden 
transition to a life so devoid of the elegance and luxury 
to which the doctor had always accustomed her. As to 
Savinien, he fairly wept over it; and he had secretly 
given the workmen and the upholsterer more than one 
gratuity in order that Ursule should find no difference, in 
her own room at least, between the old and the new. But 
the young girl, who found all her happiness in Savinien’s 
eyes, showed the sweetest resignation. In these cir- 
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cumstances she charmed her two old friends, and proved 
to them, for the hundredth time, that only grief of heart 
could give her real suffering. Her sorrow at her god- 
father’s death was too deep for her to feel the bitterness 
of her changed fortunes, which, nevertheless, raised a 
fresh obstacle in the way of her marriage. Savinien’s 
dejection at seeing her brought so low was such that she 
felt obliged to say in his ear, as they came out of church 
the morning of her moving into her new abode :-— 

© Love cannot live without patience ; we must wait.’ 

As soon as the preamble to the inventory was drawn 
up, Massin, advised by Goupil, who turned to him in his 
covert hatred of Minoret, hoping for more from the 
usurer’s self-interest than from Zélie’s thriftiness, fore- 
closed on Madame and Monsieur de Portenduére, whose 
term for payment had lapsed. The old lady was stunned 
by a summons to pay up 129,517 francs 55 centimes to 
the heirs-at-law within twenty-four hours, and interest 
from the day of the demand, under penalty of the seizure 
of her landed estate. “Io borrow money to pay with 
was impossible. Savinien went to consult a lawyer at 
Fontainebleau. 

‘You have a bad set to deal with who will make no 
compromise ; their point is to drive you to extremities 
and take possession of the farm at Bordieéres,’ said the 
lawyer. ‘The best thing will be to effect a voluntary 
sale so as to avoid costs.’ 

This melancholy news was a blow to the old Bretonne, 
to whom her son mildly remarked that if she had but 
consented to his marriage during Minoret’s lifetime, the 
doctor would have placed all his possessions in the hands 
of Ursule’s husband. At this moment they would have 
been enjoying wealth instead of suffering misery. ‘Though 
spoken in no tone of reproach, this argument crushed 
the old lady quite as much as the notion of an immediate 
and violent eviction. 

Ursule, hardly recovered from her fever and the blow 
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dealt her by the doctor’s next-of-kin, was bewildered with 
dismay when she heard of this fresh disaster. To love, 
and be unable to help the person beloved, is one of the 
most terrible pangs that the soul of a high-minded and 
delicate woman can suffer. 

‘J meant to buy my uncle’s house,’ she said. ‘I will 
buy your mother’s instead.’ 

“Ts it possible?’ said Savinien. ‘ You are under age, 
and cannot sell your securities without elaborate formali- 
ties, to which the public prosecutor would not give his 
consent. And, indeed, we shall attempt no resistance. 
All the town will look on with satisfaction at the discom- 
fiture of a noble house. These townsfolk are like hounds 
at the death. Happily, I still have ten thousand francs, 
on which my mother can live till this deplorable business 
is wound up. And, after all, the inventory of your god- 
father’s property is not yet complete. Monsieur Bon- 
grand still hopes to find something for you. He is as 
much surprised as I am to find you left penniless. “The 
doctor so often spoke to him and to me of the handsome 
future he had prepared for you, that we cannot at all 
understand this state of things.’ 

‘Oh,’ said she, ‘if I can but buy the books and my 
godfather’s furniture, that they may not be dispersed or 
pass into strange hands, I am content with my lot.’ 

‘But who knows what price those rascally people may 
not set on the things you wish to have !’ 

From Montargis to Fontainebleau the Minoret heirs, 
and the million they hoped to find, were the talk of the 
country ; but the most careful search made throughout 
the house since the removal of the seals had led to no 
discovery. “Che hundred and twenty-nine thousand francs 
of the Portenduére mortgage, the fifteen thousand francs 
a year in three per cents., then quoted at sixty-five, and 
yielding a capital of three hundred and eighty thousand, 
the house, valued at forty thousand francs, and the hand- 
some furniture, amounted to a total of about six hundred 
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thousand francs, which the outer world thought a very 
consoling figure. 

Minoret had at this time some moments of acute un- 
easiness. La Bougival and Savinien, who, like the 
Justice, persisted in believing in the existence of a will, 
came in after every day’s cataloguing to ask Bongrand 
the result of the investigations. ‘The doctor’s old friend 
would exclaim, as the clerks and the heirs-at-law quitted 
the premises : ‘I cannot understand it!’ 

As, in the eyes of many superficial observers, two 
hundred thousand francs apiece to each inheritor seemed 
a very fair fortune for the provinces, it never occurred to 
any one to inquire how the doctor could have kept house 
as he had done on an income of no more than fifteen 
thousand francs, since he had never drawn the interest on 
the Portenduére mortgage. Bongrand, Savinien, and the 
curé alone asked this question in Ursule’s interest, and on 
hearing them give it utterance, the postmaster more than 
once turned pale. 

‘And yet we have certainly hunted everywhere—they 
to find a hoard, and I to find a will, in favour probably ot 
Monsieur de Portenduére,’ said the Justice the day the 
inventory was finished and signed. ‘They have sifted 
the ash-heap, raised the marble tops, felt in his slippers, 
pulled the bedsteads to pieces, emptied the mattresses, 
run pins into the counterpanes and coverlets, turned out 
his eiderdown quilt, examined every scrap of paper, 
every drawer, dug over the ground in the cellar; and 
was ready to bid them pull the house down.’ 

‘What do you think about it ?’ asked the curé. ¢ The 
will has been made away with by one of them.’ 

‘ And the securities ?’ 

‘Try to find them! ‘Try to guess what such creatures 
would be at—as cunning, as wily, and as greedy as these 
Massins and Crémiéres. Make what you can of such a 
fortune as this Minoret’s ; he gets two hundred thousand 
francs for his share, and he is going to sell his license, his 
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house, and his interest in the Messageries for three hun- 
dred and fifty thousand! What sums of money! To 
say nothing of the savings on his thirty odd thousand 
francs derived from real estate.—Poor doctor !’ 

‘The will might have been hidden in the library?’ 
said Savinien. 

‘And, therefore, I did not dissuade the child from 
buying the books. But for that, would it not have been 
folly to let her spend all her ready money in books she 
will never look into?’ 

The whole town had believed that the doctor’s god- 
child was in possession of the undiscoverable securities ; 
but when it was known beyond a doubt that her fourteen 
thousand francs in consols and her little personalty con- 
stituted her whole fortune, the doctor’s house and furniture 
excited the greatest curiosity. Some thought that bank 
notes would be found in the stuffing of the chairs; 
others that the old man must have hidden them in his 
books. ‘The sale accordingly afforded the spectacle of 
the strange precautions taken by the heirs. Dionis, 
as auctioneer, explained with regard to each article put 
up for sale that the heirs-at-law were selling the piece 
of furniture only, and not anything that might be 
found in it; then, before parting with it, they all 
submitted it to the closest scrutiny, pinched it, tapped 
it, shook it ; and then gazed after it with the fond looks 
of a father parting with his only son for a voyage to the 
Indies. 

‘Oh, Mademoiselle,’ said La Bougival, on her return 
from the first morning’s sale. ‘I will not go again. 
Monsieur Bongrand is right; you could not bear to see 
it. Everything is upside down. They come and go as 
if it were the street ; the handsomest furniture is used for 
anything that is wanted; they stand upon it; there is 
such a mess that a hen could not find her chicks! You 
might think there had been a fire. Everything is turned 
out into the courtyard, the wardrobes all open and empty ! 
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Oh, poor, dear man, it is lucky for him he is dead! 
This sale would have been the death of him!’ 

Bongrand, who was buying for Ursule the things of 
which the old man had been fond, and which were suit- 
able for her small house, did not appear when the library 
was sold. Sharper than the heirs-at-law, whose greed 
would have made him pay too dear for the books, he gave 
a commission to a secondhand-book dealer at Melun, who 
came to Nemours on purpose, and who managed to 
secure several lots. Asa consequence of the suspicions 
of the heirs, the books were sold one by one. ‘Three 
thousand volumes were turned over, shaken one by one, 
held by the boards and fluttered, to make any paper 
fly out that might be hidden between the leaves ; finally, 
the bindings and backs were closely examined. The lots 
secured for Ursule mounted up to about six thousand 
five hundred francs, half of her claims on the estate. 

The bookcase was not delivered over till it had been 
carefully examined by a cabinetmaker, noted for his experi- 
ence of secret drawers and panels, who was sent for 
expressly from Paris. When the Justice gave orders 
that the bookcase and books should be conveyed to 
Mademoiselle Mirouét’s house, the heirs-at-law felt some 
vague alarms, which were subsequently dissipated by 
seeing that she was no richer than before. 

Minoret bought his uncle’s house, which the co-heirs 
ran up to fifty thousand francs, imagining that the post- 
master hoped to find a treasure in the walls. And the 
deed of sale contained stipulations on this point. A fort- 
night after the conclusion of the whole business, Minoret, 
having sold his post-horses and his business to the son of 
a wealthy farmer, moved into his uncle’s house, on which 
he spent considerable sums in improvements and repairs. 
So Minoret condemned himself to live within a few yards 
of Ursule. 

“I only hope,’ said he to Dionis the day when Savinien 
and his mother had notice of the foreclosure, ‘that now 
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we shall be rid of this precious nobility. We will turn 
them out, one by one.’ 

‘The old lady, with her fourteen quarterings, will not stay 
to witness the disaster,’ said Goupil. ‘She will go to die in 
Brittany, where, no doubt, she will find a wife for her son.’ 

‘I don’t think so,’ replied the notary, who, that morning, 
had drawn up the agreement of purchase for Bongrand. 
‘Ursule has just bought the widow Richard’s little house.’ 

¢ That cursed little fool does not know what to do next 
to annoy us!’ cried Minoret, very rashly. 

‘Why, what can it matter to you if she lives at 
Nemours?’ asked Goupil, astonished at the vehement 
disgust shown by the great simpleton. 

‘Do you not know,’ said Minoret, turning as red as a 
poppy, ‘that my son is fool enough to be in love with 
her? I would give a hundred crowns to see Ursule well 
out of Nemours.’ 

From this it is easy to understand how much Ursule, 
poor and resigned as she was, would be in Minoret’s way, 
with all his money. The worry of securities to be 
realised, of selling his business, the expeditions consequent 
on such unwonted affairs, his disputes with his wife over 
every little detail, and the purchase of the doctor’s house, 
where Zélie wished to live quite plainly for her son’s sake, 
—all this turmoil, so unlike the quiet course of his usual 
life, prevented the great Minoret from thinking of his 
victim. But a few days after he had settled in the Rue 
des Bourgeois, about the middle of May, on returning 
from a walk, he heard the sounds of a piano, and saw La 
Bougival sitting in the window, like a dragon guarding a 
treasure ; and at the same moment he heard an impor- 
tunate voice within himself. 

An explanation of the reason why, in a man of his 
temper, the sight of Ursule, who did not even suspect the 
theft he had committed to her injury, became at once 
unendurable, why the sight of her dignity in misfortune 
filled him with the desire to get her out of the town, and 
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why this desire assumed the character of hatred and 
passion, would lead perhaps to a complete moral treatise. 
Perhaps he felt that he was not the legitimate possessor 
of the thirty-six thousand francs while she to whom they 
belonged was so close to him. Perhaps he thought that 
by some chance his theft would be discovered, so long as 
those he had robbed were within reach. Perhaps, even, 
in a nature so primitive, so rough-hewn as his was, and 
hitherto always law-abiding, Ursule’s presence awoke some 
kind of remorse. Perhaps this remorse was the more 
poignant because he had so much more wealth that had 
been legitimately acquired. 

He no doubt ascribed these stirrings of his conscience 
wholly to Ursule’s presence, fancying that if she were 
out of sight these uncomfortable pangs would vanish too. 
Or perhaps, again, crime has its own counsel of perfection. 
An ill deed begun may demand its climax, a first blow 
may require a second—a deathblow. Robbery, perhaps, 
inevitably leads to murder. Minoret had committed the 
theft without a moment’s pause for reflection, events had 
crowded on so swiftly; reflection came afterwards. 
Now, if the reader has fully pictured the appearance and 
build of this man, he will understand the prodigious 
results on him of an idea. Remorse is more than an idea ; 
it is the outcome of a feeling which can no more be 
smothered than love can, and which is tyrannous too. 
But just as Minoret had not hesitated for an instant to 
possess himself of the fortune intended for Ursule, so he 
mechanically felt the need of getting her away from 
Nemours when the sight of her cheated innocence stung 
him. Being an imbecile, he never considered consequences; 
he went on from danger to danger, urged by his instinc- 
tive cupidity, like a wild animal which cannot foresee 
the wiles of the hunter, and trusts to its swiftness and 
strength. 

Before long the richer townspeople, who were wont to 
meet at the notary’s office, observed a change in the 
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manners and demeanour of the man who had always been 
so light-hearted. 

‘T cannot think what has come over Minoret,’ said his 
wife, to whom he had never revealed his bold stroke. 
‘He is all anyhow.’ 

The world at large accounted for Minoret’s being sick 
of himself—for in his face the expression of thought was 
one of boredom—by the fact that he had absolutely nothing 
to do, and by the transition from an active to an indolent 
life. While Minoret was scheming to crush Ursule’s life, 
La Bougival never let a day pass without making to her 
foster-child some allusion to the fortune she ought to 
have had, or comparing her humble lot with that which 
the late ‘Monsieur’ had intended her to enjoy, and of 
which he had spoken to her—La Bougival. 

‘And besides,’ said she, ‘it is not out of greediness ; 
but would not Monsieur, so kind as he was, have left me 
some little money ?’ 

‘Am I not here?’ Ursule would reply, and forbid any 
further words on the subject. 

She could not bear the taint of any self-interested 
thought to touch the loving, melancholy and sweet 
memories which clung round the image of the old 
doctor, of whom a sketch in black and white chalk, 
done by her drawing-master, hung in her little sitting- 
room. To her fresh and strong imagination the sight of 
this sketch was sufficient to bring her godfather before 
her; she thought of him constantly, and was surrounded 
by the objects he had loved—his deep armchair, the 
furniture of his study, his backgammon-board, and the 
piano he had given her. The two old friends who 
remained to her, the Abbé Chaperon and Monsieur 
Bongrand, the only persons whose visits she would 
receive, were like two living memories of the past in the 
midst of the objects to which her regrets almost gave life 
—of that past which was linked to the present by the 
love which her godfather had approved and blessed. 


Se 
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Ere long the sadness of her thoughts, insensibly softened 
by time, cast its hue on all her life, bringing everything 
into indefinable harmony; exquisite neatness, perfect 
order in the arrangement of the furniture, a few flowers 
brought every morning by Savinien, pretty nothings, a 
stamp of peace set on everything by the young girl’s 
habits, and which made her home attractive. After 
breakfast and after church she regularly practised and 
sang; then she took her embroidery, sitting in the 
window towards the street. At four o’clock Savinien, 
on his return from the walk he took in all weather, 
would find the window half open, and sit on the outer 
sill to chat with her for half-an-hour. In the evening 
the curé or the Justice would call, but she would never 
allow Savinien to accompany them. Nor would she 
accept a proposal from Madame de Portenduére, whom 
her son persuaded to invite Ursule to live with her. 

The young girl and La Bougival lived with the strictest 
economy ; they did not spend, on all included, more than 
sixty francs a month. The old nurse was indefatigable ; 
she washed and ironed, she cooked only twice a week, and 
kept the remains of the cooked food, which the mistress 
and maid ate cold; for Ursule hoped to save seven 
hundred francs a year to pay the remainder of the price of 
her house. This austere conduct, with her modesty and 
resignation to a penurious life, after having enjoyed a 
luxurious existence, when her lightest whims were wor- 
shipped, gained her the regard of certain persons. She 
was respected, and never talked about. The heirs, once 
satisfied, did her full justice. Savinien admired such 
strength of character in so young a girl. Now and 
again, on coming out of church, Madame de Portenduére 
would say a few kind words to Ursule ; she invited her to 
dinner twice, and came herself to fetch her. If it were 
not indeed happiness, at any rate it was peace. 

But a successful transaction, in which the Justice dis- 
played his old skill as a lawyer, brought to a head 
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Minoret’s persecution of Ursule, which had hitherto 
smouldered, and not gone beyond covert ill-will. As 
soon as the old doctor’s estate was fairly settled, the 
Justice, at Ursule’s entreaty, took up the cause of the 
Portenduéres, and undertook to get them out of their 
difficulties; but, in calling on the old lady, whose 
opposition to Ursule’s happiness made him furious, he 
did not conceal from her that he was devoting himself 
to her interests solely to please Mademoiselle Mirouét. 
He selected one of his former clerks to plead for the 
Portenduéres at Fontainebleau, and himself conducted the 
appeal, for a decree against foreclosure. He intended to 
take advantage of the interval of time which must elapse 
between the granting of this decree and Massin’s renewed 
appeal to re-let the farm at a rent of six thousand francs, 
and to extract from the lessee a good premium and 
the payment of a year’s rent in advance. “Thenceforth 
the whist parties met again at Madame de Portendueére’s, 
consisting of himself and the curé, Savinien and Ursule, 
for whom the Justice and the Abbé called every evening, 
and they saw her home again. 

In June, Bongrand got his decree annulling the pro- 
ceedings taken by Massin against the Portendueres. He 
at once signed a new lease; got thirty-two thousand 
francs from the farmer, and a rent of six thousand francs 
a year for eight years; then, in the evening, before the 
transactions could get abroad, he went to Zélie, who, as 
he knew, was puzzled for an investment for her savings, 
and suggested to her that she should buy Bordiéres for 
two hundred and twenty thousand francs. 

‘I would clench-the bargain on the spot,’ said Minoret, 
‘if only I were sure that the Portendueres were going to 
live anywhere than at Nemours.’ 

‘Why ?’ asked the Justice. 

‘We want to be quit of nobles at Nemours.’ 

‘I fancy I have heard the old lady say that if she 
could settle matters, she could live nowhere but in Brit- 
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tany on what would be left. She talks of selling her 
house.’ 

‘Well, sell it to me then,” said Minoret. 

‘But you talk as if the money were yours!’ said 
Zélie. ‘What are you going to do with two houses?’ 

“If I do not settle the matter of the farm with you 
this evening,’ said the Justice, ‘our lease will become 
known; we shall have fresh proceedings against us in 
three days, and I shall fail to pull the thing through. My 
heart is set on it; I shall go on, this very hour, to Melun, 
where some farmers I know will take Bordiéres off m 
hands with their eyes shut. Then you will have lost the 
opportunity of an investment at three per cent. in the 
district of le Rouvre.’ 

‘And why then did you come to us ?’ said Zélie. 

¢ Because I know you to be rich, while my older clients 
will want a few days to enable them to hand over a 
hundred and twenty-nine thousand francs. I want no 
delays.’ 

©Get her away from Nemours, and they are yours!’ 
said Minoret. 

‘You must see that I cannot pledge the Portenduéres 
in any way,’ replied Bongrand, ‘but I feel sure that they 
will not remain at Nemours. 

On this assurance Minoret, to whom Zélie gave a 
nudge, undertook to pay off the Portenduéres’ debt to the 
doctor’s estate. The contract for the sale was made out 
by Dionis, and the Justice, very content, made Minoret 
agree to the terms of the renewed lease, though he per- 
ceived rather late, as well as Zélie, that the rent was 
payable a year in advance, leaving the last year, in point 
of fact, rent free. 

By the end of June, Bongrand could take Madame de 
Portenduére a receipt in full and the remnant of her 
fortune, a hundred and twenty-nine thousand francs, which 
he advised her to invest in State securities at five per cent., 
as well as Savinien’s ten thousand ; this yielded an income 
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of about six thousand francs a year. Thus, instead of 
having lost, the old lady had gained two thousand francs 
a year by the sale of her estate. She and her son there- 
fore remained at Nemours. 

Minoret thought he had been tricked, as if the Justice 
could possibly have known that it was Ursule’s presence 
that was intolerable to him, and felt a deep resentment, 
which added to his hatred of his victim. Then began 
the covert drama, terrible in its effects, the struggle 
between two persons’ feelings; Minoret’s, which prompted 
him to drive Ursule to leave Nemours; and Ursule’s, 
which gave her the fortitude to endure a persecution of 
which the cause for long remained inexplicable, a singular 
state of things to which previous events had all led up 
and conduced, and to which they had been the pro- 
logue. 

Madame Minoret, to whom her husband presented 
plate and a dinner service worth altogether twenty 
thousand francs, gave a handsome dinner every Sunday, 
the day on which her son brought friends over from 
Fontainebleau. For these banquets Zélie would send for 
some rare dainties from Paris, thus inciting Dionis the 
notary to imitate her display. Goupil, whom the 
Minorets did their utmost to banish as a man of ill-repute 
and a blot on their magnificence, was not invited to the 
house till the end of July, a month after the retirement 
into private ease of the old postmaster and mistress. The 
clerk, quite alive to this deliberate neglect, was obliged to 
treat even Désiré with formality, and drop the familiar 
tu; and Désiré, since his appointment to official life, 
had assumed a grave and haughty air even among his 
famjly. 

‘You have forgotten Esther, then, since you are in 
love with Mademoiselle Mirouét ?’ said Goupil to the 
young lawyer. 

‘In the first place, Esther is dead, Monsieur. And in 
the second, I never thought of Ursule,’ was the reply. 
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‘Hey day—what did you tell me, Daddy Minoret?’ 
cried Goupil audaciously. 

Minoret, caught in the very act by so formidable a foe, 
would have been put out of countenance but for the 
scheme for which he had invited Goupil to dinner, 
remembering the proposal formerly made by the clerk to 
hinder Ursule’s marriage to young Portenduére. His 
only answer was to lead the clerk abruptly away and out 
into the garden. 

©You are nearly eight-and-twenty, my good fellow,’ 
said he, ‘and I do not see that you are on the high road 
to fortune. I wish you well; for, after all, you were my 
son’s companion. Listen to me: If you can persuade 
that little Mirouét to become your wife—she has forty 
thousand francs at any rate—as sure as my name is 
Minoret, I will give you the money to buy a business 
at Orleans.’ 

*No,’ said Goupil, ‘I should never become known. 
At Montargis p 

‘No,’ interrupted Minoret, ‘ but at Sens——.’ 

‘ Very good, say Sens,’ replied the hideous clerk. ‘It 
is an archbishop’s see, and I have no objection to a 
religious centre. A little hypocrisy helps one to get on. 
Besides, the girl is very pious ; she will be a success there.’ 

‘It must be quite understood that I only give the 
hundred thousand francs in consideration of my young 
relative’s marriage. I wish to provide for her out of 
regard for my deceased uncle.’ 

‘And why not out of regard for me?’ said Goupil 
mischievously, for he suspected some secret motive for 
Minoret’s conduct. ‘Was it not information given by 
me that enabled you to get twenty-four thousand francs 
in rent from a single holding in a ring fence round 
the Chateau du Rouvre? With your meadows and mill 
on the other side of the Loing you can add sixteen 
thousand to that. Come, old Burly, will you play your 
game with me above board ?’ 
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‘ Yes.” 

‘Well, just to make you feel my claws, I was brewing 
a plan with Massin to get possession of le Rouvre—park, 
gardens, preserves, timber, and all.’ 

‘You had better!’ exclaimed Zélie, interrupting 
them. 

‘Well,’ said Goupil, with a viperine glance at her, 
‘if I choose, Massin will have it all to-morrow for two 
hundred thousand francs.’ 

‘ Leave us, wife,’ said the colossus, taking Zélie by the 
arm, and turning her about. ‘ We understand each other. 
—We have hadso much business on our hands,’ he went 
on, coming back to Goupil, ‘that we have not been able 
to think of you; but I rely on your friendship to let us 

et le Rouvre.’ 

© An old Marquisate,’ said Goupil slily, ‘ which in your 
hands will soon be worth fifty thousand francs a year— 
more than two millions at the present price of money.’ 

‘And then our boy can marry the daughter of a 
Marshal of France, or the heiress of some ancient house, 
which will help him on to be a judge in Paris,’ said the 
postmaster, opening his huge snuff-box, and offering it 
to Goupil. 

‘Well, then, all is square and above board ?’ asked 
Goupil, shaking his fingers. 

Minoret wrung his hand and said— 

‘My word of honour.’ 

Like all cunning men, the clerk fancied, happily for 
Minoret, that this marriage with Ursule was a mere 
excuse for making up to him, now he had been playing 
off Massin against them. 

‘It is not his doing,’ said he to himself. ‘I know m 
Zélie’s hand ; she has taught him his part. Bah! Let 
Massin slide! Within three years I shall be returned as 
député for Sens,’ he thought. 

Then, catching sight of Bongrand on his way to his 
game of whist over the way, he rushed into the street. 
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‘You take a great interest in Ursule Mirouét, my dear 
Monsieur Bongrand,’ said he ; ‘ you cannot be indifferent 
to her future prospects. This is our programme. She 
may marry a notary whose business is to be in a large 
district town. This notary, who will certainly be député 
stain years, will settle a hundred thousand francs on 

er. 

‘She can do better,’ said Bongrand stiffly. ‘Since 
Madame de Portenduére’s misfortunes her health is failing. 
Yesterday she looked dreadfully ill ; she is dying of grief. 
Savinien will have six thousand francs a year; Ursule has 
forty thousand francs; I will invest their capital on 
Massin’s principle—but honestly—and in ten years they 
will have a little fortune.’ 

‘Savinien would be a fool. He can marry Made- 
moiselle du Rouvre any day he likes, an only daughter, to 
whom her uncle and aunt will also leave splendid for- 
tunes.’ 

<¢¢ When love has got hold of us, farewell prudence,”’ 
says la Fontaine. ‘But who is your notary, for, after 
all ?? said Bongrand, out of curiosity. 

“I,” said Goupil, in a tone that made the Justice start. 

‘You ?’ said he, not attempting to conceal his dis- 
gust. 

‘Very good, sir; your servant,’ retorted Goupil, with 
a glare of venom, hatred, and defiance. 

‘Would you like to be the wife of a notary who will 
settle a hundred thousand francs on you ?’ cried Bon- 
grand, entering the little sitting-room, and speaking to 
Ursule, who was sitting by Madame de Portendueére. 
Ursule and Savinien started as if by one impulse, and 
looked at each other; she with a smile, he not daring to 
show his uneasiness. 

‘Tam not my own mistress,’ replied Ursule, holding 
out her hand to Savinien in such a way that his old 
mother could not see it. 

‘J refused the offer without consulting you even.’ 
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‘ But why ?” said Madame de Portenduére. ‘It seems 
to me, my dear, that a notary’s profession is a very 
respectable one.’ 

‘I prefer my peaceful poverty,’ she replied, ‘for it is 
opulence in comparison with what I hada right to expect 
of life. My old nurse spares me many anxieties, and I 
would not exchange my present lot, which suits me, for 
an unknown future.’ 


Next morning the post brought a poisoned dart to two 
hearts in the shape of two anonymous letters—one to 
Madame de Portenduére, and one to Ursule. This is the 
letter received by the old lady :— 

©You love your son, you would wish to see him 
married as beseems the name he bears, and you are 
fostering his fancy for an ambitious little thing without 
any fortune, by receiving at your house one Ursule, the 
daughter of a regimental bandmaster ; while you might 
marry him to Mademoiselle du Rouvre, whose two uncles, 
the Marquis de Ronquerolles and the Chevalier du 
Rouvre, each having thirty thousand francs a year, intend 
to settle a large sum on their niece on her marriage, so as 
not to leave their fortune to her foolish old father, 
M. du Rouvre, who wastes his substance. Madame de 
Sérizy—Aunt Clémentine du Rouvre—who has just 
lost her only son in Algiers, will no doubt also adopt her 
niece. Some one who wishes you well believes that 
Savinien would be accepted.’ 

This is the letter written to Ursule :— 

‘Dear Ursute,—There is in Nemours a young man 
who idolises you; hecannot seeyou at workat your window 
without such emotions as prove to him that his love is 
for life. ‘This young man is gifted with a will of iron and 
a perseverance which nothing can daunt. Accept his love 
with favour, for his intentions are of the purest, and he 
humbly asks your hand in the hope of making you happy. 
His fortune, though suitable even now, is nothing to 
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what he will make it when you are his wife. You will 
some day be received at Court as the wife of a minister, 
and one of the first ladies in the land. As he sees you 
every day, though you cannot see him, place one of La 
Bougival’s pots of pinks in your window, and that will 
tell him that he may appear before you.’ 

Ursule burnt this letter without mentioning it to 
Savinien. Two days later she received another, in these 
terms :— 

‘You were wrong, dear Ursule, not to reply to him 
who loves you better than his life. You fancy you will 
marry Savinien, but you are strangely mistaken. That 
marriage will never take place. Madame de Porten- 
duére, who will see you no more at her house, is going 
this morning to le Rouvre, on foot, in spite of the weak 
state she is in, to ask Mademoiselle du Rouvre in marriage 
for Savinien. He will finally yield. What objection 
can he make? The young lady’s uncles will settle their 
fortune on their niece at her marriage. “That fortune 
amounts to sixty thousand francs a year.’ 

This letter tortured Ursule’s heart by making her 
acquainted with the torments of jealousy, pangs hitherto 
unknown, which, to her finely organised nature, so alive 
to suffering, swamped the present, the future, and even 
the past in grief. From the moment when she received 
this fatal missive, she sat motionless in the doctor’s arm- 
chair, her eyes fixed on vacancy, and lost in a sorrowful 
reverie. Inan instant the chill of death had come on her 
instead of the glow of exquisite life. Alas! It was 
worse ; it was, in fact, the dreadful awakening of the dead 
to find that there is no God—the masterpiece of that 
strange genius Jean Paul. Four times did La Bougival 
try to persuade Ursule to eat her breakfast; she saw 
the girl take up her bread and lay it down again, unable 
to carry it to her lips. When she ventured to offer a 
remonstrance, Ursule stopped her with a wave of the hand, 
saying Hush! in a terrible tone, as despotic as it had 
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hitherto always been sweet. La Bougival, watching her 
mistress through a glass door between the rooms, saw her 
turn alternately as red as if fever were consuming her, 
and then blue, as though an ague fit had followed the 
fever. By about four o’clock, when Ursule rose every few 
minutes to look whether Savinien were coming, and 
Savinien came not, she became evidently worse. Jealousy 
and doubt destroy all the bashfulness of love. Ursule, 
who till now had never allowed her passion to be detected 
in the least gesture, put on her hat and her little shawl, 
and ran into the passage to go out and meet Savinien ; 
but a remnant of reserve brought her back into the little 
sitting-room. There she wept. 

When the curé came in the evening, the poor old nurse 
stopped him on the threshold. 

€Oh, Monsieur le Curé, I do not know what ails 
Mademoiselle ; she 

‘I know,’ said the priest sadly, silencing the frightened 
attendant. 

The Abbé then told Ursule what she had not dared to 
ask : ‘ Madame de Portenduére had gone to dine at le 
Rouvre.’ 

‘ And Savinien ?’” 

© He too.’ 

Ursule shuddered nervously—a shudder which thrilled 
the Abbé Chaperon as though he had received a shock 
from a Leyden jar, and he felt a painful turmoil at his 
heart. 

‘So we shall not go to her house this evening,’ said 
he. ‘But, indeed, my child, you will be wise never to go 
there again. The old lady might receive you in a way 
that would wound your pride. We, having brought her to 
listen to the idea of your marriage to Savinien, cannot 
imagine what ill-wind has blown to change her views in 
an instant.’ 

‘I am prepared for anything; nothing can astonish 
me now,’ said Ursule in a tone of conviction. ‘In such 
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extremities it is a great comfort to feel that I have done 
nothing to offend God.’ 

‘Submit, my dear daughter, and never try to inquire 
into the ways of Providence,’ said the curé. 

‘I do not wish to show any unjust suspicion of M. de 
Portenduere’s character. ‘ 

‘Why do you no longer call him Savinien ?’ asked the 
Abbé, observing a certain bitterness in Ursule’s tone. 

‘My dear Savinien!’ she went on, with a burst of 
tears. ‘Yes, my good friend,’ she said, sobbing, ‘a voice 
assures me that his heart is as noble as his birth. He has 
not merely told me that he loves me; he has proved it in 
a thousand delicate ways, and by heroically controlling the 
ardour of his passion. Lately, when he took my hand 
that I held out to him, when Monsieur Bongrand pro- 
posed to me for a notary, I declare to you that it was the 
first time I had ever offered it to him. Though he 
began, indeed, by a jest, blowing me a kiss across the 
street, since then our affection has never once, as you 
know, overstepped the strictest limits; but I may tell 
you—you who read my whole soul excepting the one 
spot which is open only to the angels—well, this affection 
is in me the foundation of many virtues. It has enabled 
me to accept my poverty; it has, perhaps, softened the 
bitterness of the irreparable loss for which I mourn now 
more in my garments than in my heart! Yes, I have 
done wrong—for my love has been greater than my 
gratitude to my godfather ; and God has avenged him ! 
How could I help it? What I valued myself for was as 
Savinien’s wife. I have been too proud; and it is that 
pride, perhaps, that God is punishing. God alone, as 
you have often told me, ought to be the spring and end 
of all we do.’ 

The curé was touched as he saw the tears rolling down 
her cheeks, already paler. The greater the poor girl’s 
confidence had been, the lower she had fallen. 

‘ However,’ she went on, ‘reduced once more to my 
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orphaned state, I shall be able to accustom myself to the , 


proper frame of mind. After all, could I bear to bea 
stone round the neck of the man I love? What should 
he do here? Who am I that I should aspire to him? 
Do I not love him with such perfect love that it is equal 
to a complete sacrifice of my happiness, of my hopes? 
And you know I have often blamed myself for setting my 
love on a tomb, and looking forward to the morrow of 
that old lady’s death. If Savinien can be rich and happy 
through another woman, I have just money enough to 
purchase my admission to a convent, to which I shall at 
once retire. There ought not to be two loves in a 
woman’s heart, any more than there are two Lords in 
heaven. The religious life will have its charms for me.’ 

‘He could not allow his mother to go alone to le 
Rouvre,’ said the kind priest gently. 

‘We will talk no more of it, my dear Monsieur 
Chaperon. I will write to him this evening to give him 
his liberty. I am glad to be obliged to close the windows 
of my sitting-room.’ 

She then told him about the anonymous letters, saying 
that she would offer no encouragement to this unknown 
suitor. 

‘Ah! it is an anonymous letter that has prompted 
Madame de Portenduére’s expedition to le Rouvre!’ 
exclaimed the curé. ‘You are, no doubt, the object of 
some malignant persecution.’ 

‘But why? Neither Savinien nor I have injured any 
one, and we are doing no harm to any one here.’ 

‘Well, well, my child. We will take advantage of 
this tornado which has broken up our little party to 
arrange our poor old friend’s books; they are still piled 
in disorder. Bongrand and I will set them straight, for 
we had thought of hunting through them. Put your 
trust in God; but remember, too, that in the Justice 
and myself you have two devoted friends.’ 

‘And that is much,’ she said, walking to the end of 
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the little alley with the priest, and craning her neck 
like a bird looking out of its nest, still hoping to see 
Savinien. 

At this instant Minoret' and Goupil, coming home 
from a walk in the country, stopped as they were passing, 
and the heir-at-law said to Ursule— 

‘What is the matter, cousin ?—for we are still cousins, 
are we not? You look altered.’ 

Goupil cast such ardent eyes on Ursule that she was 
frightened. She ran in without replying. 

‘She is a wild bird,’ said Minoret to the curé. 

‘Mademoiselle Mirouét is quite right not to talk to 
men on her doorstep ; she is too young .. .” 

‘Oh !? said Goupil ; ‘you must be well aware that she 
does not lack lovers !’ 

The curé bowed hastily, and hurried off to the Rue 
des Bourgeois. 

‘Well,’ said the lawyer’s clerk to Minoret, ‘the fat is 
burning. She is as pale as death already; within a 
fortnight she will have left the town. You will see.’ 

‘It is better to have you for a friend than for an 
enemy,’ said Minoret, struck by the horrible smile which 
gave to Goupil’s face the diabolical expression which 
Joseph Bridau gave to Goethe’s Mephistopheles. 

‘I believe you!’ replied Goupil. ‘If she will not marry 
me, I will make her die of grief.’ 

‘Do so, boy, and I will give you money enough to 
start in business in Paris. “Then you can marry a rich 
wife ; 

‘Poor girl !—why, what harm has she done you?’ 
asked the clerk in surprise. 

‘TI am sick of her,’ said Minoret roughly. 

©Only wait till Monday, and you shall see how I will 
make her squirm,’ replied Goupil, studying the post- 
master’s countenance. 

Next morning La Bougival went to see Savinien, and 
as she gave him a note, she said, ‘I don’t know what 
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the dear child has written to you about; but she looks 
like a corpse this morning.’ 

Who, on reading this letter to Savinien, can fail to 
picture the sufferings Ursule must have endured during 
the past night ? 


‘My DEAR SAVINIEN,—Your mother wishes you to 
marry Mademoiselle du Rouvre, I am told; and perhaps 
she is right. You see yourself between a life almost of 
poverty and a position of wealth, between the wife of 
your heart and a woman of fashion, between obedience to 
your mother and obedience to your own choice—for I 
still believe that Iam your choice. Savinien, since you 
must decide, I wish that you should do so in perfect 
freedom. I give you back your word—given not to me, 
but to yourself, ata moment which I can never forget, 
and which, like all the days that have passed since then, 
was angelically pure and sweet. That memory will be 
enough for me to live on. If you should persist in 
adhering to your vows, a dark and dreadful thought would 
always trouble my happiness. In the midst of our 
privations, which you now take so lightly, you might 
afterwards reflect that, if you had but followed the rules 
of the world, things might have been very different with 
you. If you were the man to utter such a thought, it 
would be my death-warrant in bitter anguish; and if 
you did not say it, I should be suspicious of the slightest 
cloud on your brow. Dear Savinien, I have always cared 
for you more than for anything on earth. I might do 
so; for my godfather, though jealous of you, said to me, 
“Love him, my child! you will certainly be his, and he 
yours some day.” When I went to Paris I loved you 
without hope, and that love was enough for me. I do 
not know whether I can revert to that state of mind, 
but I will try. What are we to each other at this 
moment! A brother and sister. Let us remain so. 
Marry the happy girl, whose joy it will be to restore to 


—— 
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your name the lustre due to it, which I, according to 
your mother, must tarnish. You shall never hear me 
mentioned. The world will applaud you; I, believe 
me, shall never blame you, and shall always love you. 
So, farewell.’ 


‘Wait!’ cried the young man. He made La Bougi- 
val sit down, and hastily wrote these few lines :— 


‘My pear Ursure,—Your letter breaks my heart, 
for you are inflicting on yourself much useless pain, and 
for the first time our hearts have failed to understand 
each other. ‘That you are not already my wife is because 
I cannot yet marry without my mother’s consent. After 
all, are not eight thousand francs a year, in a pretty 
cottage on the banks of the Loing, quite a fortune? We 
calculated that, with La Bougival, we could save five 
thousand francs a year. You allowed me one evening in 
your uncle’s garden to regard you as my promised wife, 
and you cannot by yourself alone break the ties which 
bind us both. Need I tell you that I plainly declared, 
yesterday, to Monsieur du Rouvre that, even if I were 
free, I would not accept a fortune from a young lady 
whom I did not know? My mother refuses to see you 
any more; I lose the happiness of my evenings, but do 
not abridge the brief moments when I may speak with 
you at your window. Till this evening, then 
Nothing can part us.’ 


‘Go now, my good woman. She must not have a 
moment’s needless anxiety.’ 

That afternoon, on his return from the walk he took 
every day on purpose to pass by Ursule’s dwelling, 
Savinien found her somewhat the paler for all these 
sudden agitations. 

‘I feel as though I had never till this moment known 
what a happiness it is to see you!’ said she. 
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‘You yourself said to me,’ replied Savinien, with a 
smile, ‘that “ Love cannot exist without patience ; I will 
wait ”—for I remember all your words. But have you, 
my dear child, divided love from faith? Ah! this is the 
end of all our differences. You have always said that you 
loved me more than I could love you. But have I ever 
doubted you?’ he asked, giving her a bunch of wild- 
flowers chosen so as to symbolise his feelings. 

© You have no reason to doubt me,’ she replied. ¢ Be- 
sides, you do not know all,’ she added, in a tone of 
uneasiness. 

She had given orders that no letters to her by post 
should be taken in. But without her being able to guess 
by what conjuring trick the thing had been done, a few 
minutes after Savinien had left her, and she had watched 
him round the turning of the Rue des Bourgeois out of the 
High Street, she found on her armchair a piece of paper 
on which was written— 

‘Tremble! the lover scorned will be worse than a 
tiger.’ 

Notwithstanding Savinien’s entreaties, she would not, 
out of prudence, trust him with the dreadful secret of her 
fears. The ineffable joy of seeing him again, after 
believing him lost to her, coud alone enable her to 
forget the mortal chill which came over her. Every one 
knows the intolerable torment of awaiting an indefinite 
misfortune. Suffering then assumes the proportions of 
the unknown, which is certainly infinitude, to the mind. 
To Ursule it was the greatest anguish. She found 
herself starting violently at the slightest sound; she 
distrusted the silence; she suspected the walls of con- 
spiracies. Her peaceful sleep was broken. Goupil, 
without knowing anything of her constitution—as fragile 
as that of a flower—had, by the instinct of wickedness, 
hit on the poison that would blight it—kill it. 

The next day, however, passed without any shock. 
Ursule played the piano till very late, and went to bedalmost 
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reassured, and overpowered by sleep. At about midnight 
she was roused by a band, consisting of a clarionet, a 
hautbois, a flute, a cornet-a-pistons, a trombone, a 
bassoon, a fife, and a triangle. All the neighbours were 
at their windows. The poor child, upset by seeing a 
crowd in the street, was struck to the heart on hearing 
a hoarse, vulgar, man’s voice crying out— 

‘For the fair Ursule Mirouét, a serenade from her 
lover !’ 

At church next morning all the town was in a hubbub ; 
and as Ursule entered and quitted the church, she saw 
the Square filled with groups staring at her, and displaying 
the most odious curiosity. The serenade had set every 
tongue wagging, for every one was lost in conjecture. 
Ursule got home more dead than alive, and went out no 
more, the curé having advised her to say vespers at home. 
On going in she saw, lying in the passage paved with red 
brick that ran from the street to the courtyard behind, a 
letter that had been slipped under the door ; she picked 
it up and read it, prompted by the desire for some ex- 
planation. The least sensitive reader can imagine her 
feelings as she saw these terrible words:— 


‘Make up your mind to be my wife, rich and adored. 
I will have you. If you are not mine alive, you shall be, 
dead. You may ascribe to your refusal misfortunes 
which will not fall on you alone.—-HE WHo LOVEs you 
AND WILL SOME DAY POSSESS YOU,” 


Strange irony! at the moment when the gentle victim 
of this conspiracy was drooping like a plucked flower, 
Mesdemoiselles Massin, Dionis, and Crémiére were envy- 
ing her lot. 

‘She is a happy girl, they were saying. ‘Men are 
devoted to her, flatter her taste, are ready to quarrel for 
her. The serenade was delightful, it would seem! 
There was a cornet-a-pistons ! ’ 
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‘What is a cornet-a-pistons ?’ 

‘ A new sort of musical instrument—there—as long as 
that!’ said Angélique Crémiére to Paméla Massin. 

Early next day Savinien went off to Fontainebleau to 
inquire who had ordered the musicians of the regiment 
stationed there ; but as there were two men to each in- 
strument, it was impossible to ascertain which had gone 
to Nemours, since the Colonel prohibited them from 
playing for private persons without his leave. Monsieur 
de Portenduére had an interview with the public pro- 
secutor, Ursule’s legal guardian, and explained to him 
the serious effect such scenes must have on a young girl 
so delicate and fragile as she was, begging him to find 
out the instigator of this serenade by means that the law 
could set in motion. 

Three days later, in the middle of the night, a second 
serenade was given by three violins, a flute, a guitar, and 
a hautbois. On this occasion the musicians made off by 
the road to Montargis, where there was just then a 
troupe of actors. Between two pieces a strident and 
drunken voice had proclaimed :— 

‘To the daughter of Bandmaster Mirouét.’ 

Thus all Nemours was apprised of the profession of 
Ursule’s father, the secret the old doctor had so care- 
fully kept. 

But this time Savinien did not go to Montargis; he 
received in the course of the day an anonymous letter 
from Paris containing this terrible prophecy :— 

© You shall not marry Ursule. If you wish her to live, 
make haste and surrender her to him who loves her more 
than you do ; for he has become a musician and an artist 
to please her, and would rather see her dead than as your 
wife.’ 


By this time the town doctor of Nemours was seeing 
Ursule three times a day, for this covert persecution had 
brought her to the point of death. Plunged, as she felt 
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herself, by a diabolical hand into a slough of mud, the 
gentle girl behaved like a martyr; she lay perfectly 
silent, raising her eyes to heaven without tears, awaiting 
further blows with fervent prayer, and hoping for the 
stroke that might be her death. 

‘I am glad to be unable to go downstairs,’ said she 
to Monsieur Bongrand and the Abbé, who stayed with 
her as much as possible. ‘ He would come, and I feel 
unworthy to meet the looks with which he is in the 
habit of making me blest. Do you think he doubts 
me ?’ 

‘Why, if Savinien cannot discover the moving spirit 
of all this shameful business, he means to ask for the 
intervention of the Paris police,’ said Bongrand. 

‘The unknown persons must know that they have 
killed me,’ she replied. ‘ They will be quiet now.’ 

The curé, Bongrand, and Savinien puzzled themselves 
with conjectures and suppositions. Savinien, Tiennette, 
La Bougival, and two devoted adherents of the curé’s 
constituted themselves spies, and were constantly on the 
watch for a whole week; but Goupil could never be 
betrayed by a sign, he pulled all the wires with his own 
hand. The Justice was the first to suspect that the 
author of the evil was frightened at his own success. 
Ursule was as pale and weak as a consumptive English 
girl. ‘The spies relaxed their efforts. There were no 
more serenades nor letters. Savinien ascribed the cessa- 
tion of these odious means to the secret energy of the 
law-officers, to whom he had sent the letters written to 
Ursule, to himself, and to his mother. 

The armistice was of no long duration. When the 
doctor had checked the course of Ursule’s nervous fever, 


just as she was recovering her spirit, one morning, about 


the middle of July, a ladder of ropes was found attached 

to her window. ‘The postillion who had ridden with the 

night mail deposed that a little man was in the act of 

coming down it just as he was passing ; but in spite of 
fe) 
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his wishing to stop, his horses, having set off down hill 
from the bridge, at the corner of which stood Ursule’s 
little house, had carried him some way out of Nemours. 

An opinion, suggested in Dionis’ drawing-room, at- 
tributed these manoeuvres to the Marquis du Rouvre, at 
that time in great need of money, who, it was supposed, 
by hastening Savinien’s marriage with his daughter, would 
be able to save the Chateau of le Rouvre from his 
creditors. Madame de Portenduére also, it was said, 
looked with favour on anything that could discredit, 
dishonour, and blight Ursule; but when the young girl 
seemed likely to die, the old lady was almost conquered. 

This last stroke of malice so much distressed the Curé 
Chaperon that it made him ill enough to compel him to 
remain at home for some days. Poor Ursule, in whom 
this cruel attack had brought on a relapse, received by 
post a note from the curé, which was _ not refused, as his 
writing was familiar. 

¢ My child, leave Nemours, and so discomfit the malice 

of your unknown enemies. Perhaps what they aim at 
is to imperil Savinien’s life. I will tell you more when 
I can go to see you.’ This note was signed, ‘ Your 
devoted friend Chaperon.’ 

When Savinien, almost driven mad, went to call on 
the priest, the poor man read and re-read the letter, so 
much was he horrified at the perfection with which his 
writing and signature had been imitated, for he had 
written nothing, and, if he had written, he would not 
have employed the post to carry a letter to Ursule. The 
mortal anguish to which this last villainy reduced Ursule 
compelled Savinien once more to apply to the public 
prosecutor, showing him the forged letter from the 
Abbé. | 

‘It is murder,’ said the young man to the lawyer. 
‘Murder is being committed by means not provided 
against by law, on the person of an orphan placed under 
your protection by the Civil Code.’ 
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‘If you can discover any means of interfering,’ replied 
the public prosecutor, ‘I am ready to adopt them; but I 
know of none. This rascally anonymous letter gives the 
best advice. Mademoiselle Mirouét must be sent to the 
care of the Ladies of the Adoration. Meanwhile, by my 
order, the commissary of police at Fontainebleau will 
authorise you to carry weapons in your own defence. 
I myself have been to le Rouvre, and Monsieur du 
Rouvre is justifiably indignant at the suspicions that 
have attached to him. Minoret, my deputy’s father, is 
in treaty for the purchase of his chateau. Mademoiselle 
du Rouvre is to marry a rich Polish Count. Monsieur du 
Rouvre himself was about to leave the neighbourhood 
on the day of my visit, to escape being seized for debt.’ 

Désiré, questioned by his chief, dared not say what he 
thought ; he recognised Goupil in all this. Goupil alone 
was capable of conducting a plot which should thus shave 
close to the Penal Code without being amenable to any 
of its provisions. “The impunity, the secrecy, the success 
of it, increased Goupil’s audacity. The terrible man had 
set Massin, who had become his dupe, on the tracks of 
the Marquis du Rouvre, to compel that gentleman to 
sell the rest of his land to Minoret. After opening 
negotiations with a notary at Sens, he determined to 
try a last stroke to gain possession of Ursule. He 
thought he could imitate some young men of Paris, who 
owed their wife and fortune to an elopement. His 
services done to Minoret, Massin, and Crémiére, and 
the protection of Dionis, mayor of Nemours, would allow 
of his hushing the matter up. He at once determined 
to cast off his mask, believing that Ursule was incapable 
of resistance in the state of weakness to which he had 
brought her. However, before risking the last card of 
his base game, he thought it well to have an explanation 
at le Rouvre, whither he went with Minoret, who was 
going there for the first time since the agreement was 


signed. 
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Minoret had just received a confidential letter from his 
son, asking him for information as to what was going on 
with regard to Ursule, before going himself with the 
public prosecutor to place her in a convent safe from 
any further atrocity. The young lawyer besought his 
father to give him his best advice, if this persecution 
were the work of one of their friends. “Though justice 
could not always punish, she would at last find every- 
thing out and make good note of it. Minoret had 
achieved his great end; he was now the immovable 
owner of the Chateau du Rouvre, one of the finest in 
all the GAtinais, and he could derive forty odd thousand 
francs a year from the rich and beautiful land surrounding 
the park. The colossus could laugh at Goupil now. 
Moreover, he meant to live in the country, where the 
memory of Ursule would haunt him no more. 

‘ My boy,” said he to Goupil, as they paced the terrace, 
‘leave my little cousin in peace !’ 

‘Pooh!’ said the clerk, who could make nothing of 
his capricious behaviour, for even stupidity has its depths. 

‘Oh, I am not ungrateful: you have helped me to 
get, for two hundred and eighty thousand francs, this 
fine mansion of brick and hewn stone, which certainly 
could not now be built for nearly five times the price, 
with the home farm, the park, the gardens, and timber 
—Well, yes, I will, on my word—I will give you ten 
per cent.—twenty thousand francs, with which you can 
buy a bailiff’s practice at Nemours. And I guarantee 
your marriage with one of the Crémiére girls—the 
elder.’ 

‘The one who talked of the cornet-a-pistons ?’ cried 
Goupil. 

‘But her mother will give her thirty thousand francs,’ 
said Minoret. ‘ You see, my boy, you were both to be 
a bailiff, just as I was made to be a postmaster, and 
we must all obey our vocation.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Goupil, fallen from his high hopes, 


The Minoret Property 213 


‘here are the stamps; sign me bills for twenty thousand 
francs, that I may make my bargain cash in hand.’ 

Eighteen thousand francs were due to Minoret, the 
half-yearly interest on securities of which his wife knew 
nothing ; he thought he should thus be rid of Goupil, 
and he signed the bills. Goupil, seeing this huge and 
stupid Machiavelli of the Rue des Bourgeois in a fit of 
seignorial fever, took leave of him with an ‘ Au revoir,’ 
and a look that would have made any one but a 
parvenu simpleton tremble as he looked down from 
a high terrace on the gardens, and the handsome roof of 
a chateau built in the style fashionable under Louis x11. 

£ You will not wait for me?’ he cried to Goupil, seeing 
the clerk set out on foot. 

‘You can pick me up on the road, old man,’ replied 
the prospective bailiff, thirsting for vengeance, and 
curious to know the answer to the riddle presented to 
his mind by the strangely tortuous conduct of this old 
man. 

Ever since the day when the most infamous calumny 
had darkened her life, Ursule, a prey to one of those 
unaccountable maladies whose seat is in the soul, was 
hastening to the grave. Excessively pale, speaking rarely 
a few weak, slow words, looking about her with a gentle, 
indifferent gaze, everything in her appearance, even her 
brow, showed that she was possessed by a consuming 
thought. She believed that the ideal crown of pure 
flowers, with which in every age and nation the brow 
of a maiden has been supposed to be crowned, had fallen 
from hers. In the void and silence she seemed to hear 
the slanderous remarks, the malignant comments, the 
mean laughter of the little town. The burthen was too 
heavy for her ; her innocence was too sensitive to endure 
such a stoning. She did not complain, a melancholy 
smile lay on her lips, and her eyes were constantly raised 
to Heaver. as though to appeal to the Lord of Angels 
against the injustice of men, 
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When Goupil got back to Nemours, Ursule had been 
brought down from her room to the ground floor, lean- 
ing on the arm of La Bougival and of the doctor. This 
was in honour ofa great event. Madame de Portenduére, 
having heard that the young girl was dying as the ermine 
dies, though her honour was less cruelly attacked than 
that of Clarissa Harlowe, had come to see her and to 
comfort her. The sight of her son, who had been talk- 
ing all night of killing himself, had been too much for 
the old lady. Madame de Portenduére, indeed, found it 
quite becoming to her dignity to carry encouragement to 
so pure a creature, and regarded her own visit as an 
antidote to all the ill done by the gossips of the place. 
Her opinion, so much more influential, no doubt, than 
that of the vulgar, would consecrate the power of the 
nobility. 

This step, announced by the Abbé Chaperon, had 
produced a revulsion in Ursule which revived the hopes 
of the physician, who had been in despair, and had 
talked of holding a consultation with the most eminent 
Paris doctors. Ursule had been placed in her old 
guardian’s armchair, and the character of her beauty was 
such that in mourning and in suffering she looked more 
lovely than at any time in her happy days. When 
Savinien came in, with his mother on his arm, the young 
invalid’s colour mounted to her cheeks once more. 

‘Do not rise, my dear,’ said the old lady, in a tone of 
command. ‘However ill and feeble I may be myself, 
I was determined to come and tell you what I think of 
all that is going on, I esteem you as the purest, saint- 
liest, and sweetest girl in the Gatinais, and regard you 
as worthy to make a gentleman of family happy.’ 

At first Ursule could make no reply; she held the 
withered hands of Savinien’s mother, and kissed them, 
dropping tears upon them. 

‘Ah, Madame!’ she answered, in a weak voice, ‘I 
should never have been so bold as to think of raising 
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myself so far above my position if I had not been 
encouraged by promises, and my only claim was a love 
without limits; but means have been found to separate 
me for.ever from him whom I love. I have been made 
unworthy of him.—Never!’ she exclaimed, with a 
vehemence of tone that startled the listeners painfully 
—‘never will I consent to give to any man a hand so 
vilified, a reputation so tarnished! I loved too well. 

I may say it now, wreck that I am; I love a creature 
almost as much as God. And so God——’ 

‘Come, come, child, do not calumniate God. Come, 
my daughter,’ said the old lady, making a great effort, 
‘do not exaggerate the importance of an infamous jest 
which no one believes in. . You shall live—I promise it 
—live and be happy.’ 

‘You shall be happy!’ cried Savinien, kneeling by 
Ursule, and kissing her hand. ‘My mother calls you 
her daughter ! ” 

‘That will do,’ said the doctor, who was feeling 
his patient’s pulse. ‘ Do not kill her with joy.’ 

At this instant Goupil, who had found the gate into 
the alley ajar, pushed open the drawing-room door and 
showed his hideous face, beaming with the thoughts of 
revenge that had blossomed in his heart in the course of 
his walk. 

‘ Monsieur de Portendueére,’ said he, in a voice like the 
hiss of a viper at bay in its hole. 

‘What do you want ?’ said Savinien, rising. 

‘I want to say two words to you.’ 

Savinien went out into the passage, and Goupil led 
him into the yard. 

‘Swear to me by the life of Ursule whom you love, 
and by your honour as a gentleman which you prize, so 
to behave as though there were nothing known between 
us of what I am going to tell you, and I will explain to 

ou the sole cause of the persecutions turned against 
fit dchoinelle Mirouét.’ 
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‘Can I put an end to them ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Can I be revenged ?’” 

© Yes, on the prime mover—not on the instrument.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘The instrument is 

Savinien turned white. 

‘I just caught sight of Ursule 
again. 

©Ursule !’ said Savinien, with a look at the clerk. 

‘Mademoiselle Mirouét,’ said Goupil, made respectful 
by Savinien’s tone ; ‘and I would shed all my blood to 
undo what has been done. I repent. If you were to 
kill me in a duel or in any other way, of what use would 
my blood be to you? Could you drink it? At this 
moment it would poison you.’ 

The man’s cool reasonableness and his own curiosity 
quelled Savinien’s boiling blood ; he glared at this hunch- 
back spoiled, with an eye that made Goupil look down. 

‘And who set you on the job?’ asked the young 
man. 

©You swear ?’ 

‘You wish to escape unharmed ?’ 

‘I wish that you and Mademoiselle Mirouét should 
forgive me.’ 

‘She will forgive you.—I never will!” 

‘Well, you will forget ?’ 

How terrible is the force of logic seconded by interest ! 
Two men, each longing to rend the other, were standing 
there, close together, in a little yard, forced to speak to 
each other, united by one feeling in common. 

‘I will forgive you, but I shall not forget.’ 

‘ Of no use whatever,’ said Goupil, coldly. 

Savinien lost patience. He dealt the clerk a slap on 
the cheek that rang through the yard; it almost upset 
Goupil, and he himself staggered back. 

‘I have got no more than I deserve,’ said Goupil. ‘1 


J am the instrument.’ 


> the clerk began 
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have been a fool. I thought you a finer fellow than you 
are. You have taken a mean advantage of the oppor- 
tunity I offered you.—You are in my power now!’ he 
added, with a flash of hatred at Savinien. 

‘You are a murderer !” exclaimed the gentleman. 

*No more than the knife in the assassin’s hand,’ replied 
Goupil. 

‘I ask your forgiveness,’ said Savinien. 

‘Are you sufficiently revenged ?’ said the clerk with 
savage irony. ‘Will you now rest satisfied ?’ 

‘Forgive and forget on both sides,’ replied Savinien. 

‘Your hand on it ?’ said Goupil, holding out his. 

‘Here it is,’ said Savinien, swallowing the indignity 
out of love for.Ursule. ‘But speak: who was behind 

ou?’ 
; Goupil paused, considering the two dishes of the scale, 
so to speak, with Savinien’s slap on one side, and on the 
other his hatred of Minoret. For two seconds he doubted ; 
then a voice said tohim : ‘ You can be a notary !’ and he 
replied, ‘Forgive and forget? Yes, on both sides, 
Monsieur,’ and he clasped the gentleman’s hand. 

‘Who is it, then, that is persecuting Ursule?” said 
Savinien. 

‘Minoret. He would like to see her dead and buried. 
Why, I do not know ; but we will find out the reason. 
Do not mix me up in the matter. I can do nothing 
more for you if once I am suspected. Instead of attack- 
ing Ursule, I will defend her ; instead of serving Minoret, 
I will try to spoil his game. I live only to ruin him, to 
crush him. And I will see him under my feet, I will 
dance on his dead body, I will make dominoes of his 
bones! ‘To-morrow, on all the walls of Nemours, of 
Fontainebleau, of le Rouvre, the words shall be seen in 
red chalk—Aéinoret is a thief! Oh, I will do it, by all 
that is holy! I will blow him to the four winds! Now, 
we are allies by my having peached. Well, if you like, 
I will go on my knees to Mademoiselle Mirouét, and 
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tell her that I curse the insane passion which drove me 
to kill her. I will entreat her to forgive me. That will 
do her good. The Justice and the curé are there ; those 
two witnesses are enough ; but Monsieur Bongrand must 
pledge his word that he will not damage me in my 
career. For I have a career now.’ 

‘Wait a moment,’ replied Savinien, quite bewildered 
by this revelation. 

© Ursule, my child,” said he, going back to the drawing- 
room, ‘the cause of all your misery has lived to feel 
horror of his work ; he repents, and would be glad to ask 
your pardon in the presence of these gentlemen, on con- 
dition that all shall be forgotten.’ 

‘What! Goupil?’ exclaimed the curé, the Justice, 
and the doctor in a breath. 

‘Keep his secret,’ said Ursule, putting a finger on 
her lips. 

Goupil heard her words, and saw the gesture, and it 
touched him. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ he said, with feeling, ‘I wish that all 
Nemours might hear me confess to you that a fatal passion 
turned my head, and suggested to me a series of crimes 
deserving the blame of all honest folks. What I have 
said I will repeat everywhere, deploring the evil result of 
my practical jokes, though they may, in fact, have 
hurried on your happiness,’ he added, a little maliciously, 
as he rose, ‘since I see Madame de Portenduére here.’ 

‘That is right, Goupil,’ said the curé ; ‘ Mademoiselle 
forgives you. But do not forget that you have been very 
near committing murder.’ 

‘Monsieur Bongrand,’ Goupil went on, turning to the 
Justice, ‘I am going this evening to try to bargain with 
Lecoeur for his place as summonsing officer. I hope this 
confession will have done me no injury in your mind, and 
that you will support my candidature among the superior 
lawyers, and to the ministry.’ . 

The Justice gravely bowed, and Goupil went off to 
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treat for the better of the two appointments in Nemours. 
“The others remained with Ursule, and endeavoured that 
evening to restore calmness and peace in her mind, which 
was already relieved by the satisfaction given her by the 
clerk. 

‘ All Nemours shall know it,’ said Bongrand. 

‘You see, my child, God was not against you,’ said 
the curé. 


Minoret returned late from le Rouvre, and dined late. 
At about nine in the evening he was sitting in his 
Chinese pavilion digesting his dinner, his wife by his 
side, and laying plans with her for Désiré’s future pros- 
pects. Désiré.had quite settled down since he had held 
an appointment; he worked steadily, and had a good 
chance, it was said, of succeeding the public prosecutor 
of the district of Fontainebleau, who was to be promoted 
to Melun. They must find him a wife now, a girl 
wanting money, but belonging to some old and noble 
family ; then he might rise to a judgeship in Paris. 
Possibly they might be able to get him elected député 
for Fontainebleau, where Zélie thought they would do 
well to settle for the winter, after spending the summer 
at le Rouvre. Miénoret, very much pleased with himself 
for having arranged everything for the best, had ceased 
to think of Ursule at the very moment when the drama 
he had so clumsily begun had become so fatally com- 
plicated. 

‘Monsieur de Portenduére would like to speak to you,’ 
said Cabirolle, coming in. 

‘Bring him here,’ said Zélie. 

The shades of dusk prevented Madame Minoret’s 
seeing her husband suddenly turn pale; he shuddered as 
he heard Savinien’s boots creak on the inlaid flooring of 
the passage, where the doctor’s books had formerly lined 
the wall. A vague presentiment ran chill through the 
spoiler’s veins. 
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Savinien came in. He stood still, keeping his hat on, 
his stick in his hand, his arms folded—motionless, face to 
face with the couple. 

‘Tl have come to know, Monsieur and Madame 
Minoret, the reasons which have led you to torture in 
the most infamous manner the young girl who is, to the 
knowledge of all Nemours, my future wife; why you 
have tried to brand her honour ; why you wish her dead ; 
and why you have abandoned her to the insults of such 
a creature as Goupil.—Answer.’ 

‘What a queer notion, Monsieur Savinien,’ said Zélie, 
“to come and ask us our reasons for a thing which is to 
us inexplicable! I do not care for Ursule one snap. 
Since Uncle Minoret’s death I have no more given her a 
thought than to an old smock! I have never breathed 
her name to Goupil—and a queer rascal he is, whom I 
would not trust with the interests of my dog.—Well, 
Minoret, why don’t you answer? Are you going to let 
Monsieur attack you and accuse you of rascality that is 
beneath you? As if a man who has forty-eight thousand 
francs a year in landed estate round a chateau fit for a 
prince would demean himself to such folly! Wake up, 
man—-sitting there like a dummy !’ 

I don’t know what Monsieur would be at,’ said 
Minoret at last, in his thin voice, of which the clear 
accents betrayed its trembling. ‘What reason could I 
have for persecuting the girl? I may have said to 
Goupil that it vexed me to know that she was in Ne- 
mours ; my son Désiré had taken a fancy to her, and I 
would not have him marry her, that was all.’ 

‘Goupil has confessed everything, Monsieur Minoret.’ 

There was a moment’s silence—a terrible moment, 
while these three persons watched each other. Zélie 
had detected a nervous movement in the broad face of 
her colossus. 

‘Though you are but vermin, I intend to be publicly 
revenged on you,’ the young nobleman went on. ‘I 
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shall not ask satisfaction from you, a man of sixty-seven, 
for the insults heaped on Mademoiselle Mirouét; but 
from your son. The first time Monsieur Minoret, 
junior, sets foot in Nemours, we meet. He has got to 
fight me, and he shall fight! Or he shall be so utterly 
disgraced that he will not dare to show his face any- 
where ; if he does not come to Nemours, I will go to 
Fontainebleau! I will have satisfaction. It shall never 
be said that you have basely tried to bring shame on a 
defenceless girl.’ 

‘ But the calumnies of such a fellow as Goupil—really 
—are not ’ said Minoret. 

“Would you like me to confront you with him?’ 
cried Savinien, interrupting him. ‘ Believe me, you had 
better not noise the matter ; itis between you and Goupil 
and me; leave it so, and God will decide the issue in the 
duel to which I shall do your son the honour of challeng- 
ing him.’ 

‘But things cannot go on like that!’ cried Zélie. 
‘What! Do you suppose that I shall allow Désiré to 
fight with you, a naval officer, whose business it is to use 
the sword and pistol! If you have a score against Minoret, — 
here is Minoret; take Minoret, fight with Minoret! 
But why should my boy, who, by your own confession, 
is innocent of it all, suffer the penalty? I will set 
a dog of mine to hinder that, my fine gentleman !— 
Come, Minoret, there you sit gaping like a great idiot ! 
You are in your own house, and you allow this young 
fellow to keep his hat on in your wife’s presence! Now, 
young man, to begin with, take yourself off. Every 
man’s house is his castle. I do not know what you 
are at with all your rhodomontade, but just turn on 
your heel; and if you lay a finger on Désiré, you will 
have me to settle with—you and your precious slut, 
Ursule.’ 

She rang violently, and called the servants. 

© Remember what I have said,’ repeated Savinien, who, 
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heedless of Zélie’s diatribe, went away, leaving this sword 
of Damocles suspended over their heads. 

‘Now, Minoret, will you tell me the meaning of all 
this?’ said Zélie to her husband. ‘A young man does 
not come into a decent house and kick up all this 
tremendous dust for nothing, and insist on the blood of 
an only son and heir.’ 

‘It is some trick of that nasty ape Goupil’s; I had 
promised to help him to be made notary if he would get 
le Rouvre on reasonable terms. I gave him ten per 
cent., twenty thousand francs, in bills of exchange, and I 
suppose he is not satisfied.’ 

‘Yes; but what previous reason can he have had to 
get up serenades and rascalities to trouble Ursule ?’ 

‘ He wanted to marry her.’ 

‘A girl without a sou? He? Fiddlesticks! Look 
here, Minoret, you are cramming me with nonsense, and 
you are by nature too stupid to make it take, my son. 
There is something behind it all, and you have got to tell 
it me.’ 

‘ There is nothing.’ 

‘There is nothing? Well, I tell you that is a lie, and 
we shall see.’ 

‘Will you leave me in peace ?’ 

‘I will turn on the tap of that barrel of poison, Goupil, 
whom you know, I think; and you will not get the best 
of the bargain then.’ 

‘ As you please.’ 

‘Certainly, it will be as I please! And what I please, 
first and foremost, is that no one shall lay a finger on 
Désiré ; if anything happens to him—there, I tell you, I 
should do something that would take me to the block. 
Désiré |—Why !—And there you sit without stirring !’ 

A quarrel thus begun between Minoret and his wife 
was not likely to end without long domestic broils. The 
thieving fool now found his struggle with himself and 
with Ursule made harder by his blundering, and com- 
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plicated by a fresh and terrible adversary. Next day, 
when he went out to go to Goupil, hoping to silence 
him with money, he read on all the walls: Ad@inoret is 
a thief! Every one he met pitied him, and asked him 
who was at the bottom of this anonymous placarding, 
and every one overlooked the evasiveness of his replies 
by ascribing it to his stupidity. Simpletons gain more 
advantages from their weakness than clever men get from 
their strength. We look on at a great man struggling 
against fate, but we raise a fund for a bankrupt grocer. 
Do you know why? We feel superior when we protect 
an idiot, and are aggrieved at being no more than equal 
to the man of genius. A clever man would have been 
ruined if, like Minoret, he had stammered out preposterous 
replies with a scared look. Zélie and the servants effaced 
the libellous inscription wherever they saw it; but it 
weighed on Minoret’s conscience. 

Though Goupil had, only the day before, given the 
summonsing officer his word, he most audaciously refused 
now to sign the agreement. 

‘My dear Lecceur, you see I am ina position to buy 
Dionis’ practice, and I can help you to sell yours to some 
one else. Put your agreement in your pocket again. It 
is the loss only of a couple of stamps. Here are seventy 
centimes.’ 

Lecceur was too much afraid of Goupil to make any 
complaints. All Nemours was forthwith informed that 
Minoret had offered his guarantee to Dionis to enable 
Goupil to purchase his place. The budding notary 
wrote to Savinien retracting all his confession regarding 
Minoret, and explaining to the young nobleman that his 
new position, the decisions of the Supreme Court, and 
his respect for justice forbade his fighting a duel. At 
the same time, he warned him to take care henceforth 
how he behaved, as he-—Goupil—was practised in kick- 
ing, and at the first provocation would have the pleasure 
of breaking his leg. 


~ 
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The walls of Nemours spoke no more. But the 
quarrel between Minoret and his wife continued, and 
Savinien kept angry silence. Within ten days of these 
events the marriage of the elder Mademoiselle Massin 
to the future notary was publicly rumoured. Mademoiselle 
Massin had eighty thousand francs and her ugly face; 
Goupil, his misshapen body and his appointment ; so the 
union seemed suitable and probable. 

At midnight, as Goupil was quitting the Massins’ 
house, he was seized in the street by two strangers, who 
thrashed him soundly and disappeared. Goupil never 
breathed a word about this nocturnal scene, and gave the 
lie to an old woman who, looking out of her window, 
fancied she had recognised him. 

All these great little events were watched by the 
Justice, who clearly saw that Goupil had some mysterious 
power over Minoret, and promised himself that he would 
find out the reason of it. 


Though public opinion in the little town acknow- 
ledged Ursule’s perfect innocence, she recovered but 
slowly. In this state of physical prostration, which left 
her soul and mind free, she became the passive medium 
of certain phenomena of which the effects indeed were 
terrible, and of a nature to attract the attention of 
science, if science had only been taken into the secret. 
Ten days after Madame de Portenduére’s visit, Ursule 
had a dream which presented the characteristics of a 
supernatural vision, as much in its moral facts as in its 
physical conditions, so to speak. 

Her godfather, old Doctor Minoret, appeared to her, 
and signed to her to follow him; she dressed and went 
with him, through the darkness, as far as the house in 
the Rue des Bourgeois, where she found everything, to 
the most trivial details, just as they had been at the time 
of her godfather’s death. The old man wore the clothes 
he had had on the day before he died ; his face was pale, 
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not a sound was heard as he moved; nevertheless, 
Ursule distinctly heard his voice, though it was faint, as 
if repeated by a distant echo. The doctor led his ward 
into the Chinese pavilion, where he made her raise the 
marble top of the little Boule chiffonier, as she had done 
the day of his death; but instead of finding nothing 
there, she saw the letter her godfather had desired her to 
fetch. She unsealed it and read it, as well as the will in 
Savinien’s favour. 

‘The letters of the writing,’ she said to the curé, 
‘shone as though they had been traced with sunbeams ; 
they scorched my eyes.’ 

When she looked up at her uncle to thank him, she 
saw a kindly smile on his pale lips. “Then, in his weak 
but quite clear voice, the spectre showed her Minoret in 
the passage listening to his secret, unscrewing the lock, 
and taking the packet of papers. ‘Then, with his right 
hand, he took hold of the girl and obliged her to walk 
with the tread of the dead to follow Minoret home to 
his house. Ursule crossed the town, went into the 
posting-house, and up to Zélie’s room, where the spectre 
made her see the spoiler unsealing the letters, reading 
and burning them. 

‘He could only make the third match burn,” said 
Ursule, ‘to set light to the papers, and he buried the 
ashes among the cinders. After that, my godfather took 
me back to our house, and I saw Monsieur Minoret- 
Levrault steal into the library, where he took, out of the 
third volume of the Pandects, the three bonds bearing 
twelve thousand francs a year, as well as the money saved in 
the house, all in bank notes. Then my guardian said to 
me: “All the torments that have brought you to the 
brink of the grave are his work, but God wills that you 
should be happy. You will not die yet ; you will marry 
Savinien. If you love me, if you love Savinien, you will 
ask for the restoration of your fortune by my nephew. 
Swear that you will.”’ 

P 
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Shining like the Lord at His Transfiguration, the 
spectre had had such a violent effect on Ursule’s mind, 
in the oppressed state in which she was at the time, that 
she promised all her uncle asked her to be rid of the 
nightmare. She woke to find herself standing in the 
middle of her room, in front of the portrait of her god- 
father, which she had had brought there when she was ill. 
She went to bed again, and to sleep after great excite- 
ment, remembering this strange vision when she woke ; 
but she dared not speak of it. Her refined good sense, 
and her delicacy of feeling, took offence at the thought 
of revealing a dream of which the cause and object were 
her own pecuniary interests; she naturally attributed it 
to La Bougival’s chat, as she was going to sleep, of the 
doctor’s liberality, and the convictions her old nurse still 
cherished on the subject. 

But the dream returned with aggravated details, which 
made her dread it greatly. “The second time her god- 
father laid his ice-cold hand on her shoulder, causing her 
the acutest pain, an indescribable sensation. ‘The dead 
must be obeyed !’ he said in sepulchral tones. 

‘ And tears,’ she added, ‘fell from his hollow blank eyes.’ 

The third time the dead man took her by her long 
plaits of hair, and showed her Minoret talking with 
Goupil, and promising him money if he would take 
Ursule to Sens. ‘Then she made up her mind to tell her 
three dreams to the Abbé Chaperon. 

‘Monsieur le Curé,’ she said to him one evening, ‘ do 
you believe that the dead can walk ?’ 

‘My child, sacred history, profane history, modern 
history bear witness in many passages to their appear- 
ing. Still, the Church has never made it an article 
of faith; and as to science, in France it laughs it to 
scorn.’ 

‘ What do you believe ?’ 

‘The power of God, my child, is infinite.’ 

‘ Did my godfather ever speak to you of these things ?’ 
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‘Yes; often. He had completely changed his views 
of such matters. His conversion dated from the day, as 
he told me twenty times, when a woman at Paris heard 
you, at Nemours, praying for him, and saw the red dot 
you had made on the calendar at the name of Saint 
Savinien.’” 

Ursule gave a scream that made the priest shudder ; 
she remembered the scene when, on his return from 
Paris, her guardian had read her heart, and had taken 
away her calendar. 

. If that is the case,’ said she, ‘ my visions are possible. 
My godfather has appeared to me as Jesus appeared to 
His disciples. He stands in a golden light, and he speaks 
tome. I wanted to beg you to say a mass for the repose 
of his soul, and to beseech the interposition of God to 
stop these apparitions which overwhelm me.’ 

She then related her three dreams in every detail, 
insisting on the absolute truthfulness of the facts, the 
freedom of her own movements, and the clear vision of 
an inner self which, as she described it, followed the 
guidance of her uncle’s spectre with perfect ease. What 
most surprised the priest, to whom Ursule’s perfect 
veracity was well known, was her exact description ot 
the room formerly occupied by Zélie Minoret at the 
posting-house, into which Ursule had never been, and 
which, indeed, she had never even heard mentioned. 

“By what means can these strange apparitions be 
produced?’ said Ursule. ‘What did my godfather 
think ?? 

‘Your godfather, my child, argued from hypotheses. 
He acknowledged the possible existence of a spiritual 
world, a world of ideas. If ideas are a creation proper 
to man, if they subsist and live a life peculiar to them- 
selves, they must have forms imperceptible to our external 
senses but perceptible to our interior senses under certain 
conditions. Thus your godfather’s ideas may enwrap 
you, and you perhaps have lent them his aspect. ‘Then, 
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if Minoret has committed these actions, they are dissolved 
into ideas; for every action is the outcome of several 
ideas. Now, if ideas have their being in the spiritual 
world, your spirit may have been enabled to see them 
when transported thither. “These phenomena are not 
more strange than those of memory; and those of 
memory are as surprising and as inexplicable as those 
of the perfume of plants, which are perhaps the plants’ 
ideas.’ 

‘Dear me! how you expand the world! But is it 
really possible to hear a dead man speak, to see him walk 
and act ?” 

‘Swedenborg, in Sweden,’ replied the Abbé, ‘has proved 
to demonstration that he held intercourse with the dead. 
But, at any rate, come into the library, and in the life of 
the famous Duc de Montmorency, who was beheaded at 
Toulouse, and who certainly was not the man to invent 
a cock-and-bull story, you will read of an adventure 
almost like your own, which also occurred, above a 
hundred years before, to Cardan.’ 

Ursule and the curé went up to the first floor, and 
the good man found for her a little duodecimo edition, 
printed in Paris in 1666, of the History of Henri de 
Montmorency, written by a contemporary priest who had 
known that prince. 

‘Read,’ said the curé, giving her the volume open at 
pages 175 and 176. ‘Your godfather often read this 
passage ; see, here are some grains of his snuff.’ 

‘And he is no more!’ said Ursule, taking the book to 
read this passage-:— 

‘The siege of Privas was remarkable for the loss of 
some of the persons in command. Two colonels were 
killed: to wit, the Marquis d’Uxelles, who died of a 
wound received in the trenches, and the Marquis de 
Portes, by a gunshot in the head. He was to have been 
made Marshal of France the very day he was killed. 
Just about the moment when the Marquis died, the Duc 
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de Montmorency, who was sleeping in his tent, was 
roused by a voice like that of the Marquis, bidding him 
farewell. The love he had for one who was so near to 
him caused him to attribute the illusion of this dream to 
the power of his imagination ; and the toil of the night, 
which he had spent as usual in the trenches, made him 
go to sleep again without any fear. But the same voice 
suddenly broke it again; and the phantom, which he had 
only seen in his sleep, compelled him to wake once more, 
and to hear distinctly the same words that it had spoken 
before disappearing. "The Duc then recollected that one 
day when they had heard Pitrat the philosopher discours- 
ing of the separation of the soul from the body, they had 
promised to bid each other farewell, whichever died first, 
if he were permitted. Whereupon, unable to hinder his 
dread of the truth of this warning, heat once sent one of 
his servants to the Marquis’s lodgings, which were distant 
from his own. But before his man could return he was 
sent for by the King, who caused him to be told, by 
persons who could comfort him, of the misfortune he had 
already apprehended. 

“I leave it to the learned to discuss the cause of this 
event, which I have often heard the Duc de Mont- 
morency relate, and which I have thought worthy to be 
set down for its marvellousness and its truth.’ 

‘ But, then,’ asked Ursule, ‘ what ought I to do?’ 

‘My child,’ said the curé, ‘the case is so serious, and 
so much to your own advantage, that you must keep 
complete silence. Now that you have trusted me with 
the secret of this apparition, perhaps it will come no 
more. Besides, you are strong enough now to go to 
church ; well, then, to-morrow you can come to thank 
God, and to pray for the peace of your godfather’s soul. 
Be quite sure, at any rate, that your secret is in safe 
hands.’ 

‘If you could know in what terror I go to sleep! 
What awful looks my godfather gives me! The last 
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time he held on to my dress to see me longer. I woke 
with my face streaming with tears.’ 

“Rest in peace; he will come no more,’ said the 
curé. 

Without losing a minute the Abbé Chaperon went to 
Minoret’s house and begged him to grant him a minute’s 
conversation in the Chinese pavilion, insisting that they 
must be alone. 

*No one can hear us?’ asked the priest. 

“No one,’ said Minoret. 

‘Monsieur, my character is known to you,’ said the 
worthy priest, looking Minoret mildly but steadfastly in 
the face. ‘I must speak to you of some serious, extra- 
ordinary matters, which concern you alone, and which 
you may rely on me to keep a profound secret ; but it is 
impossible that I should not reveal them to you.—When 
your uncle was alive, there stood just there ” said 
the Abbé, pointing to the spot, ‘a little chiffonier of 
Boule with a marble top’ (Minoret turned pale), ‘and 
under the marble slab your uncle placed a letter for his 
ward : 

The curé went on to tell Minoret the whole story of 
Minoret’s conduct, without omitting the smallest detail. 
The retired postmaster, when he heard of the circum- 
stance of the two matches which went out before burn- 
ing up, felt his hair creep on his thick-set scalp. 

‘Who has invented such a cock-and-bull story ?” he 
said in a husky voice, when the tale was finished. 

‘The dead man himself! ’ 

This reply made Minoret shiver slightly, for he too 
saw the doctor in his dreams. 

‘God is most good to work miracles for me, Monsieur 
le Curé,’ said Minoret, inspired by his peril to utter the 
only jest he ever perpetrated in his life. 

‘ All that God does is natural,’ replied the priest. 

‘Your phantasmagoria does not frighten me,’ said the 
colossus, recovering his presence of mind a little. 
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‘T have not come to frighten you, my dear sir, for I 
shall never speak of this to any living creature,’ said the 
curé. ‘You alone know the truth. It is a matter 
between you and God.’ 

‘Come, now, Monsieur le Curé, do you believe me 
capable of such a breach of faith ?’ 

‘I believe in no crimes but those which are confessed 
to me, and of which the sinner repents,’ said the priest in 
apostolic tones. 

‘A crime ?’ exclaimed Minoret. 

‘A crime, terrible in its results.’ 

‘In what way?’ 

‘In the fact that it evades human justice. The crimes 
which are not expiated here will be expiated in the other 
world. God Himself avenges the innocent.’ 

‘You think that God troubles Himself about such 
trifles ?’ 

‘If He could not see all the worlds and every detail at 
a glance, as you hold a landscape in your eye, He would 
not be God.’ 

“Monsieur le Curé, do you give me your word of 
honour that you have heard all this story from no one but 
my uncle?’ 

‘Your uncle has appeared three times to Ursule, to 
reiterate it. Worn out by these dreams, she confided 
these revelations to me, under the seal of secrecy ; she 
herself regards them as so entirely irrational that she will 
never allude to them. So on that point you may be 
quite easy.’ 

‘But Lam quite easy on all points, Monsieur Chaperon.? 

‘I can but hope so,’ said the old priest. ‘Even if I 
should regard such warnings given in dreams as utterly 
absurd, I should still think it necessary to communicate 
them to you on account of the singularity of the details. 
You are a respectable man ; and you have earned your 
fine fortune too legitimately to wish to add to it by 
robbery. You are, too, a very simple man; remorse 
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would torture you too cruelly. We have in ourselves an 
instinct of justice, in the civilised man as in the savage, 
which does not allow of our enjoying in peace anything 
we have acquired dishonestly according to the laws of the 
society we live in; for well-organised communities are 
modelled on the plan given to the universe by God Him- 
self. In so far, society has a divine origin. Man does 
not evolve ideas, does not invent forms; he imitates the 
eternal relations he finds in all that surrounds him. 
Consequently, this is what happens: no criminal going 
to the scaffold with the full power of carrying out of the 
world the secret of his crimes, allows himself to be 
executed without making the confession to which he is 
urged by a mysterious impulse.—So, my dear Monsieur 
Minoret, if you are easy I may go away happy.’ 

Minoret was so dazed that he left the curé to let 
himself out. As soon as he was alone he flew into 
the rage of a full-blooded nature; he broke out in 
the wildest blasphemies, and called Ursule by every 
odious name. 

‘Why, what has she done to you?’ asked his wife, 
who had come in on tiptoe after seeing the curé 
depart. 

_ For the first and only time in his life, Minoret, drunk 
with fury and driven to extremities by his wife’s persistent 
questioning, beat her so soundly that when she fell help- 
less he was obliged to lift her in his arms, and, very much 
ashamed of himself, to put her to bed. 

He himself had a short fit of illness ; the doctor was 
obliged to bleed him twice. When he was about 
again, every one, within a short time, noticed that he 
wasaltered. Minoret would take walks alone, and often 
wander about the streets like a man uneasy in his mind. 
He seemed absent-minded when spoken to—he, who 
had never had two ideas in his head. At last, one day, 
he addressed the Justice, in the High Street, as he was 
going, no doubt, to fetch Ursule to take her to Madame. 
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de Portenduére’s, where the whist parties had begun 
again. 

‘Monsieur Bongrand, I have something rather impor- 
tant to say to my cousin Ursule,’ said he, taking the 
Justice by the arm, ‘and I am glad that you should be 
present ; you may give her some advice.’ 

They found Ursule at the piano; she rose with an 
air of cold dignity when she saw Minoret. 

‘Monsieur Minoret wishes to speak with you on business, 
my dear,’ said the Justice. ‘By the way, do not forget 
to give me your dividend warrants. I am going to Paris, 
and I will get your six months’ interest, and La 
Bougival’s.’ 

‘Cousin,’ said Minoret, ‘our uncle had accustomed 
you to an easier life than you now enjoy.’ 

‘It is possible to be very happy without much money,’ 
said she. 

‘I have been thinking that money would help to make 
you happy,’ replied Minoret, ‘and I came to offer you 
some, out of respect for my uncle’s memory.’ 

‘You had a very natural course open to your respect 
for him,’ said Ursule severely. ‘ You might have left 
his house just as it was, and have sold it to me, for you 
ran the price up so high only i in the hope of finding 
treasure hoarded there 

‘At any rate,’ said Minoret, evidently ill at ease, ‘if 
you had twelve thousand francs a year, you would be ina 
position to marry the better.’ 

‘J have not such an income.’ 

‘But if I were to give it to you, on condition of your 
purchasing an estate in Brittany, in Madame de Porten- 
duére’s part of the country, she would then consent to 
your marrying her son? 

‘Monsieur Minoret, I have no right to so large a 
sum, and could not possibly accept it from you. We 
are scarcely related, and still less are we friends. I have 
suffered too much already from slander to wish to give any 
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cause for evil speaking. What have I done to deserve 
such a gift? On what pretext could you make me such 
a present? ‘These questions, which I havea right to ask 
you, every one will answer in his own way. It will be 
interpreted as compensation for some injury, and I decline 
to recognise any. Your uncle did not bring me up in 
ignoble sentiments. We can accept gifts only from a 
friend. I could not feel any affection for you, and should 
necessarily prove ungrateful, so I do not choose to run 
the risk of such ingratitude.’ 

©'You refuse !’ exclaimed the colossus ; the idea of any- 
body’s refusing a fortune would never have entered his 
head. 

“I refuse,’ repeated Ursule. - 

‘But on what grounds have you any claim to offer 
such a fortune to Mademoiselle?’ asked the old lawyer. 
*You have an idea; have you an idea ?’ 

‘Well, yes; the idea of getting her away from 
Nemours, that my son may leave me in peace ;‘he is in 
love with her, and insists on marrying her.’ 

‘Well, we will see about that,’ replied the Justice, 
settling his spectacles. ‘Give us time to reflect.’ 

He escorted Minoret home, quite approving his anxiety 
as to the future on Désiré’s account, gently blaming 
Ursule’s hasty decisiveness, and promising to make 
her listen to reason. As soon as Minoret was within 
doors, Bongrand went to the posting stables, borrowed a 
horse and gig, and hurried off to Fontainebleau, where he 
inquired for Désiré, and was informed that he was at 
an evening party at the sous-préfet’s. The Justice, quite 
delighted, went on thither. Désiré was playing a rubber 
with the public prosecutor’s wife, the wife of the sous- 
préfet, and the general of the regiment stationed there. 

‘T have come the bearer of good news,’ said Monsieur 
Bongrand to Désiré. ‘You are in love with Ursule 
Mirouét, and your father no longer objects to the 
martiage.’ 
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€Ursule Mirouét! I am in love with her?’ cried 
Désiré, laughing. ‘What put Ursule Mirouét into your 
head? I remember seeing her occasionally at old Doctor 
Minoret’s, my great grand-uncle, a little girl who is cer- 
tainly lovely ; but she is outrageously pious ; and if I, like 
everybody else, did justice to her charms, I never troubled 
my head with caring for her washed-out complexion,’ 
and he smiled at the lady of the house —a ‘sprightly 
brunette,’ to use a last century phrase. ‘Where were 
you dug up, my dear Monsieur Bongrand? All the 
world knows that my father is sovereign lord over lands 
worth forty-eight thousand francs a year, lying round his 
Chateau du Rouvre, so all the world knows that I have 
forty-eight thousand perpetual and funded reasons for 
not caring for the ward of the law. If I were to marry 
amere nobody, these ladies would think me a great 
fool.’ 

‘You have never teased your father about Ursule? 

© Never.’ 

©You hear him, Monsieur,’ said the Justice to the 
lawyer, who had been listening, and whom he now 
buttonholed in a corner, where they stood talking for 
about a quarter of an hour. 

An hour later the Justice, having returned to Nemours 
and to Ursule’s house, sent La Bougival to fetch Minoret, 
who came at once. 

‘ Mademoiselle—’ said Bongrand, as Minoret came in. 

‘Accepts?’ Minoret put in, interrupting him. 

‘No, not yet,’ replied the Justice, settling his spec- 
tacles. ‘She had some scruples regarding your son’s 
condition, for she had been very much ill used on the 
score of a similar passion, and knows the value of peace 
and quiet. Can you swear to her that your son is crazed 
with love, and that you have no object in view but that 
of preserving our dear Ursule from some fresh Goupil- 
leries ?” 

©QOh yes, I swear it!’ said Minoret. 
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‘Stop a minute, Master Minoret!’ said the Justice, 
taking one of his hands out of his trousers-pocket to slap 
Minoret on the back, making him start. ‘Do not so 
lightly commit perjury.’ 

‘Perjury !’ 

‘It lies between you and your son, who, at Fontaine- 
bleau, at the sous-préfet’s house, and in the presence of 
four persons and the public prosecutor of the district, has 
just sworn that he never once thought of his cousin 
Ursule Mirouét. You must therefore have had other 
reasons for offering her such an immensesum? I per- 
ceived that you were making very rash statements, and I 
have been to Fontainebleau myself.’ 

Minoret stood aghast at his own blunder. 

‘Still, there is no harm, Monsieur Bongrand, in offer- 
ing toa young relative what will facilitate a marriage, 
which, as it would seem, will make her happy, and in 
seeking some excuse to overcome her modesty.’ 

Minoret, who in his extremity had hit on an almost 
admissible plea, wiped his brow, wet with large drops of 
sweat. 

‘You know my motives for refusing,’ replied Ursule. 
‘I can but beg you to come here no more. Monsieur de 
Portenduére has not told me his reasons, but he has a 
feeling of contempt, even of hatred of you, which forbids 
me to receive you. My happiness is my whole fortune ; 
I do not blush to own it; and I will do nothing to com- 
promise it, for Monsieur de Portenduére is waiting only 
till I am of age to marry me.’ 

‘The proverb, “ Money is all-powerful,” is very false !’ 
said the huge, burly Minoret, looking at the Justice, 
whose observant eyes disturbed him greatly. 

He rose and went away ; but he found the air outside 
as oppressive as that in the little sitting-room. 

‘I must somehow put an end to this!’ said he to him- 
self as he got home. 

‘Now, your dividend warrant, my child,’ said the 
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Justice, a good deal surprised at Ursule’s calmness after so 
strange a scene. 

When she returned with her own warrant and La 
Bougival’s, Ursule found the Justice walking up and 
down the room. 

‘You have no idea what could have led to that huge 
lout’s offer?’ he asked her. 

‘None that I can tell you,’ she replied. 

Monsieur Bongrand looked at her in surprise— 

‘Then we both have the same notion,’ he said. ‘Here, 
make a note of the numbers of the two warrants, in case 
I should lose them; that is always a necessary precau- 
tion.” Bongrand himself noted on a card the numbers of 
the warrants. 

‘Goodbye, my child; I shall be away two days, but I 
shall be back on the third for my sitting.’ 


That night Ursule had a vision of a very strange 
character. It seemed to her that her bed was in the grave- 
yard of Nemours, and that her uncle’s grave was at the 
foot of the bed. The white stone on which she read the 
epitaph dazzled her eyes, and opened endways like 
the front cover of an album. She shrieked loudly, but 
the figure of the doctor slowly sat up. She first saw his 
yellow head and white hair, that shone as if surrounded by 
a halo. Under his bald forehead his eyes glittered like 
beams of light, and he rose as if drawn up by some 
superior force. Ursule trembled horribly in her bodily 
frame; her flesh felt like a burning garment ; and, as she 
subsequently described it, there seemed to be another 
self moving within it. 

‘Mercy !’ she cried, ‘ godfather !? 

‘Mercy ?—It is too late,’ he answered in the voice of 
the dead, to use the poor girl’s inexplicable expression 
when she related this fresh dream to the Abbé Chaperon. 
‘He has been warned. He has paid no heed to the 
warning. His son’s days are numbered. If he does not, 
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ere long, confess all and make full restitution, he will 
mourn his son, who is to perish by a horrible and violent 
death. Tell him this!’ The spectre pointed to a row 
of figures, which flashed on the wall as if they had been 
written with fire, and said: ‘ That is his sentence!’ 

When her uncle had lain down in the grave again, 
Ursule heard the noise of the stone falling into place, and 
then, far away, a strange noise of horses, and men 
shouting. 

Next day Ursule was prostrate. She could not get 
up, this dream had so overwrought her. She begged her 
old nurse to go at once to the Abbé Chaperon and bring 
him back with her. The good man came as soon as he 
had performed mass ; but he was not at all astonished by 
Ursule’s dream. He was convinced of the fact of the 
robbery, and no longer sought any explanation of the 
abnormal state of his ‘little dreamer.’ He left Ursule, 
and went straight to Minoret. 

‘Dear me, Monsieur le Curé,’ said Zelie, ‘my hus- 
band’s temper is so spoilt, I don’t know what is the 
matter with him. Until lately, he was a perfect child ; 
but these two months past I hardly know him. That he 
should have got into such a rage as to strike me—me, 
when I am so gentle! The man must be completely 
and utterly altered. You will find him among the rocks ; 
he spends his life there. What does he do there?’ 

In spite of the heat—it was September 1836—the 
priest crossed the canal, and turned up a pathway, where 
he saw Minoret sitting under a boulder. 

‘You are in some great trouble, Monsieur Minoret,’ 
said the priest, appearing before the guilty man. ‘You 
belong to me, you know, for you are unhappy. Unfor- 
tunately, I have come to add, perhaps, to your apprehen- 
sions. Ursule has just had a terrible dream. Your 
uncle lifted up his gravestone to prophesy misfortune to 
your family. I have not come to frighten you, believe 
me, but you ought to be told what he said : 
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© Really, Monsieur le Curé, I cannot be left in peace 
anywhere, not even in this wilderness. I want to know 
nothing of what goes on in the next world.’ 

‘I will leave you, Monsieur. I have not taken this 
walk in the heat for my own pleasure,’ said the priest, 
wiping his brow. 

‘Well, then, what was it the old fellow said?’ asked 

Minoret. 
_ €You are threatened with the loss of your son. If 
your uncle could tell things which you alone knew, you 
must tremble at the things which we none of us know. 
Restitution, my dear sir, restitution! Do not lose your 
soul for a little gold.’ 

‘ Restitution of what ?’ 

‘ Of the fortune the doctor intended for cies You 
stole the three certificates; I now know it. You began 
by persecuting the poor girl, and you now end by offering 
her a dowry ; you have fallen so low as lying; you are 
entangled in its mazes, and make a false step at every turn. 
You are yourself clumsy, and you have been badly served 
by your accomplice Goupil, who only laughs at you. 
Make haste, for you are being watched by clever and 
clear-sighted persons, Ursule’s friends. — Restitution! 
And even if you do not save your son, who may not be 
in any danger, you will save your own soul, and your 
honour. In a society constituted as ours is, in a little 
town where you all have your eyes on each other, and 
where what is not known is surely guessed, can you 
hope to hide an ill-gotten fortune? Come, my son, an 
innocent man would not have allowed me to say so 
much.’ 

‘Go to the devil!’ cried Minoret. ‘I do not know 
what you are all at, setting on me. I like these stones 
better, for they leave me in peace.” 

‘Good-bye. You have been warned by me, my dear 
sir, without a soul in the world having heard a single 
word about the matter, either from me or from that poor 


240 Ursule Mirouét 


girl, But beware! ‘There is a man who has his eye on 
you. God have mercy on you!’ 

The curé turned and left him. When he had gone a 
few steps, he looked back once more at Minoret. He was 
sitting with his head between his hands, for his head 
ached. Minoret was a little mad. 

In the first place, he had kept the three certificates ; 
he did not know what to do with them; he dared not 
present them himself; he was afraid lest he should be 
recognised ; he did not wish to sell them, and was trying 
to hit on some way of transferring them. His day dreams 
were romances of business, of which the climax always 
was the transfer of those cursed certificates. In this 
dreadful predicament he thought, however, of confessing 
to his wife, so as to have some advice. Zélie, who had 
steered her own ship so well, would know how to get 
him out of this scrape. 

Three per cents. were now quoted at eighty; thus, 
with arrears, the restitution in question would amount to 
nearly a million francs. Give up a million, without any 
proof against him that he had taken them !—This was 
no joke. And during the whole of September and part 
of October Minoret remained a prey to remorse and 
irresolution. ‘To the amazement of the whole town, he 
grew thinner. 

A fearful circumstance hastened the imparting of his 
secret to Zélie; the sword of Damocles swayed over 
their heads. ‘Towards the middle of October Monsieur 
and Madame Minoret received the following letter from 
their son Désiré :-— 


‘My pear Motuer,—If I have not been to see you 
since the vacation, it is because, in the first place, I have 
been on duty in the absence of my chief, and also because 
I knew that Monsieur de Portenduére only awaited my 
going to Nemours to pick a quarrel with me. Tired, 
perhaps, of the long postponement of the revenge he is 
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anxious to take on our family, the Vicomte has been to 
Fontainebleau, where he appointed to meet one of his 
friends from Paris, after making sure of the assistance of 
the Vicomte de Soulanges, brigadier of the hussars 
quartered here. 

‘He called on me very politely, accompanied by these 
two gentlemen, and told me that my father was un- 
doubtedly the originator of the infamous persecution 
directed against Ursule Mirouét, his future wife; he 
gave me proof by telling me that Goupil had confessed 
before witnesses, and by giving me an account of my 
father’s conduct ; he, it seems, after refusing at first to 
carry out his promises to Goupil as the price of his 
villainous devices, found the necessary funds for acquiring 
the place of summonsing officer at Nemours, and finally, 
out of fear, stood surety to Monsieur Dionis for the 
purchase of his practice, and so disposed of Goupil. The 
Vicomte, who cannot fight a man of sixty-seven, and 
who insists on avenging the insults heaped on Ursule, 
formally asked satisfaction of me. His purpose, thought 
out and determined on in silence, was not to be altered. 
If I should refuse to fight, he meant to meet me in a 
drawing-room in the presence of those persons whose 
opinion I most value, and there to insult me so grossly 
that either I must fight or my hopes in life be at an end. 
In France a coward is universally contemned. Moreover, 
his motives for demanding such reparation would be laid 
before me by gentlemen of honour. 

‘ He was sorry, he said, to be driven to such extremities. 
In the opinion of his seconds, the wisest thing I could do 
would be to arrange a meeting, as men of honour are in 
the habit of doing, in such a way that Ursule’s name 
should not appear in the matter. Finally, to avoid all 
scandal in France, we could, with our seconds, cross the 
frontier at the nearest point. "Thus everything would be 
arranged for the best. His name, he said, was worth 
ten times my fortune, and his prospects of happiness were 
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a greater stake for him to risk than anything I could risk 
in this duel, which is to be fatal. He desired me to 
choose seconds and settle the matter. My seconds met 
his yesterday, and they unanimously decided that I owe 
him this reparation. 

‘In a week I set out for Geneva with two of my 
friends. Monsieur de Portenduére, Monsieur deSoulanges, 
and Monsieur de Trailles will go there their own way. 
We fight with pistols ; all the details are arranged. Each 
is to fire three shots, and then, whatever may have come 
of it, the matter is at an end. ‘To avoid all talk of such 
a dirty business—for I cannot possibly justify my father’s 
conduct—I am writing to you only at the last minute. 
I will not go to see you on account of the violence you 
might display, which would be quite out of place. To 
make my way in the world I must obey its laws; and 
where a Vicomte finds ten reasons for a duel, the son of 
a postmaster must have a hundred. I shall pass through 
Nemours at night, and will there bid you good-bye.’ 


When they had read this letter, there was a scene 
between Zélie and Minoret, which ended in his confessing 
the theft, with all the circumstances connected with it, 
and the strange scenes to which it had everywhere given 
rise, even in the realm of dreams. The million had the 
same fascination for Zélie as it had for Minoret. 

‘Do you stay quietly here,’ said Zélie, without the 
smallest reproach to her husband for his blundering ; ‘I 
will take the matter in hand. We will keep the money, 
and Désiré shall-not fight.’ 

Madame Minoret put on her shawl and bonnet and 
hurried off to Ursule with her son’s letter ; she found her 
alone, for it was about twelve o’clock. 

In spite of her audacity, Zélie Minoret was abashed by 
the girl’s cold looks, but she scolded herself for her 
cowardice, and took an airy tone. 

‘Here, Mademoiselle Mirouét, have the kindness to 


The Minoret Property 243 


read this letter, and tell me what you think of it,’ she 
exclaimed, holding out her son’s letter. 

Ursule felt a thousand conflicting emotions on reading 
this letter, which proved to her how deeply she was 
loved, and what care Savinien would take of the honour 
of the woman he was about to marry ; but she was at 
once too pious and too charitable to desire to be the 
cause of death or suffering to her worst enemy. 

‘I promise you, Madame, that I will hinder this duel, 
and your mind may be easy ; but I beg you to leave me 
the letter.’ 

‘Let us see, my beauty, if we cannot do better than 
that. Listen to me. We have estates to the tune of 
forty-eight thousand a year round Le Rouvre, which is a 
real royal chateau; besides that we can give Désiré 
twenty-four thousand francs a year in consols; seventy- 
two thousand francs a year in all. You will allow that 
there are not many matches to compare with him. You 
are an ambitious little puss—and you are very right,’ 
added Zélie, noting Ursule’s eager gesture of denial. ‘I 
have come to ask your hand for Désiré; you will take 
your godfather’s name—that will do it honour. Désiré, 
as you may have seen, is a good-looking young fellow ; 
he is very much liked at Fontainebleau, and will soon be 
public prosecutor. You, who are such a coaxing charmer, 
will get him to Paris. At Paris we will give you a fine’ 
house ; you will shine and play a part in society ; for 
with seventy-two thousand francs a year and the salary of 
a good appointment, you and Désiré will be in the 
highest circles. Consult your friends; you will see what 
they say.’ 

©I need only consult my heart, Madame.’ 

¢Pooh, pooh! Now you will be talking of that little 
lady-killer Savinien? Hang it all! you will pay very 
dear for his name, his little moustache twirled into two 
curly spikes, and his black hair. A pretty boy he is! 
A nice business you will make of housekeeping on seven 
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thousand francs a year, and a husband who ran into debt 
for a hundred thousand in two years in Paris. You 
don’t know it yet, my child, but all men are alike ; and 
though I say it that shouldn’t, my Désiré is every bit as 
good as a king’s son.’ 

‘You are forgetting, Madame, the danger that your 
son is in at this moment, which can only be averted by 
Monsieur de Portenduére’s wish to oblige me. The 
danger would be quite inevitable if he should learn that 
you are making such a dishonouring proposal. I may 
assure you, Madame, that I shall be happier with the 
small income to which you allude than with the wealth 
you describe to dazzle me. For reasons unknown as 
yet—for everything will be known, Madame—Monsieur 
Minoret, by his odious persecution, has brought to light 
the affection which binds me to Monsieur de Portenduére, _ 
and which I may openly avow since his mother will give 
us her blessing; I may tell you that this affection, now 
sanctioned and legitimate, is all I live for. No lot, 
however splendid, however elevated, would induce me to 
change. I love beyond all possibility of repentance or 
change. Hence it would be a crime, undoubtedly 
punished, if I were to marry a man to whom I could 
only bring a heart that is wholly Savinien’s. And, indeed, 
Madame, since you drive me to it, I will say more: even 
if I did not love Monsieur de Portenduére, I could never 
make up my mind to go through the sorrows and joys of 
life as your son’s companion. If Monsieur Savinien has 
been in debt, you have often paid Monsieur Désiré’s. 
Our natures have neither the points of resemblance nor 
of difference which would allow of our living together 
without covert bitterness. 1, perhaps, should not show 
him the tolerance that a woman owes to her husband; I 
should therefore soon become a burthen tohim. Think 
no more of a marriage of which I am unworthy, and 
which I may decline without causing you the smallest 
regret, since, with such advantages, you will not fail: to 
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find plenty of girls handsomer than I am, of higher rank, 
and much richer.’ 

‘Swear to me, child,’ said Zélie, ‘ that you will prevent 
these two young men from taking their journey and 
fighting.” 

‘It will, I know, be the greatest sacrifice Monsieur de 
Portenduére can make for my sake. But my bridal 
wreath must not be claimed by blood-stained hands.’ 

‘Very well, little cousin; I am much obliged to you, 
and I hope you may be happy.’ ” 

‘And I, Madame, hope you may realise the promise of 
your son’s future.’ 

This reply struck to the mother’s heart ; she remem- 
bered the predictions of Ursule’s last dream; she stood 
up, her little eyes fixed on Ursule’s face—so pale, pure, 
and fair in her half-mourning dress—for Ursule had 
risen, as a hint to her self-called cousin to leave. 

‘Then you believe in dreams?’ asked Zélie. 

‘I suffer from them too much not to believe in them.’ 

‘ But then ’ Zélie began. 

‘Good morning, Madame,’ said Ursule, with a bow to 
Madame Minoret, as she heard the curé’s step. 

The Abbé Chaperon was surprised to find Madame 
Minoret with Ursule. The anxiety depicted on the 
retired postmistress’s pinched and wrinkled face naturally 
led the priest to study the two women by turns. 

‘ Do you believe in ghosts?” Zélie asked the curé. 

‘Do you believe in dividends?’ replied the curé, 
smiling. 

‘ Sharpers—all of them ! ’ thought Zélie ; ‘ they want to 

et round us. ‘The old priest, the old Justice, and that 
rascally little Savinien have arranged it all. There are 
no more dreams in it than there are hairs in the palm of 
my hand.’ She curtseyed twice with curt abruptness, 
and went away. 

‘I know why Savinien went to Fontainebleau,’ said 
Ursule to the Abbé Chaperon, and she informed him 
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of the duel, begging him to use his influence to pre- 
vent it. 

‘And Madame Minoret proposed to you to marry her 
son?’ asked the old man. 

SY és. 

‘Minoret has probably confessed his crime to his wife,’ 
added the curé. 

The Justice, who came in at this moment, heard of the 
proceedings and the offer made by Zélie, whose hatred 
of Ursule was known to him, and he glanced at the curé 
as much as to say—‘* Come out; I want to speak to you 
about Ursule out of her hearing.’ 

‘Savinien will hear that you have refused eighty 
thousand francs a year and the cock of the walk of 
Nemours!’ he said. 

‘Is that any sacrifice?” answered she. ‘Is anything 
a sacrifice to those who truly love? And is there any 
merit in my refusing the son of a man we despise? If 
others can make a virtue of their aversions, that should 
not be the moral code of a girl brought up by a Jordy, 
an Abbé Chaperon, and our dear doctor !’ and she looked 
up at the portrait. 

Bongrand took Ursule’s hand and kissed it. 

‘Do youknow,’ said the Justice to the curé when they 
were in the street, ‘ what Madame Minoret came for?’ 

‘What ?’ said the priest, looking at his friend with a 
keen eye that only revealed curiosity. 

‘She wanted to make a kind of restitution.’ 

‘Then, do you think ?’ began the Abbé Chaperon. 

‘I do not think, I am sure—here, only look.’ The 
Justice pointed to Minoret, who was coming towards 
them on his way home, for on leaving Ursule’s house the 
two friends had turned up the High Street. 

‘Having to plead in court, I have naturally studied 
many cases of remorse, but I never saw one to compare 
with this, What can have produced that flaccid pallor 
in cheeks of which the skin was as tight as a drum, burst- 
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ing with the coarse, rude health of a man without a care? 
What has set dark rings round those eyes, and deadened 
their rustic twinkle? Could you have believed that 
there would ever be a wrinkle on that brow, or that that 
colossus could ever have felt his brain reel? At last he 
is conscious of a heart! I know the phases of remorse, 
my dear Curé, as you know those of repentance. Those 
that have hitherto come under my observation were 
awaiting punishment, or condemned to endure it, to 
settle their score with the world; they were resigned, or 
breathed vengeance. But here we have remorse without 
expiation ; remorse pure and simple, greedy of its prey, 
and rending it.—You are not yet aware,’ said the Justice, 
stopping Minoret, ‘that Mademoiselle Mirouét has just 
refused your son’s hand ?’ 

‘But,’ added the curé, ‘you may be easy; she will 
prevent his duel with Monsieur de Portenduére.’ 

‘Ah! my wife has been successful,’ said Minoret; ‘1 
am very glad. I was more dead than alive.’ 

‘You are indeed so altered that you are not like your- 
self,’ said the Justice. 

Minoret looked from one to the other to see if the 
curé had betrayed him, but the Abbé preserved a fixity of 
countenance, a calm melancholy, that reassured the guilty 
man. 

‘ And the change is all the more surprising,’ the lawyer 
went on, ‘because you ought to be perfectly happy. 
Why, here you are, lord of le Rouvre, to which you have 
added les Bordiéres, all your farms, your mills, you 
meadows. You have a hundred thousand francs a year 
in consols——’ 

‘I hold no consols,’ said Minoret, hastily. 

‘Bah!’ said the Justice. ‘Why, it is just the same 
with that as with your son’s love for Ursule. One day 
he will have nothing to say to her, and the next asks her 
to marry him. After having tried to kill Ursule with 
misery, you want to have her for a daughter-in-law | 
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My dear sir, thcre is something at the bottom of all 
this!’ 

Minoret wanted to answer; he tried to find words , 
he could only bring out— 

‘You are funny, Monsieur le Juge de Paix.—Good- 
day, gentlemen.’ 

And he slowly turned down the Rue des Bourgeois. 

‘He has stolen our poor Ursule’s fortune. But how 
can we prove it?’ 

‘God grant ’ said the curé. 

‘God has endowed us with a feeling which is now 
speaking in that man,’ replied the Justice. ‘ But we call 
that presumptive evidence, and human justice requires 
something more.’ 

The Abbé Chaperon kept silence, as a priest. As 
happens in such cases, he thought much more often than 
he wished of the robbery Minoret had almost confessed, 
and of Savinien’s happiness, so evidently delayed by 
Ursule’s lack of fortune ; for the old lady owned in secret 
to her spiritual director how wrong she had been not to 
consent to her son’s marriage during the doctor’s life- 
time. 

Next day, as he came down the altar steps after mass, 
he was struck by an idea, which came upon him with the 
force of a voice calling to him. He signed to Ursule to 
wait for him, and went home with her without break- 
fasting. 

‘My dear child,’ said he, ‘I want to see the two 
volumes in which your godfather, as you dream of him, 
says that he placed the certificates and notes.’ 

Ursule and the curé went upstairs to the library and 
took down the third volume of the Pandects. On open- 
ing it, the curé observed, not without surprise, the mark 
left by some papers on the pages, which, offering less 
resistance than the boards of the binding, still showed 
the impression made by the certificates ; and in the other 
yolume it was easy to see the readiness to open caused by 
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the long pressure of a packet of papers between two 
pages of the folio. 

‘Come. in, come up!’ cried the Abbé to the Justice, 
who was just passing the house. 

Bongrand entered the room at the very moment when 
the priest was putting on his spectacles to read three 
numbers written by the dead doctor’s hand on the 
coloured vellum-paper guard placed inside the boards by 
the binder, and which Ursule has just detected. 

‘What is the meaning of that? Our worthy friend 
was too great a book-lover to spoil the guard of a bind- 
ing,’ said the Abbé Chaperon ; Shere are three numbers 
written between a first number, preceded by an M, and 
another preceded by an U.’ / 

‘What do you say?’ cried Bongrand. ‘Let me look 
at that.—Good God !’ he exclaimed, ‘is not this enough 
to open the eyes of an atheist, by proving to him the 
existence of Providence? Human justice is, I believe, 
the development of a divine idea brooding over the 
universe.” 

He seized Ursule and kissed her on the forehead. 

‘Oh! my child, you shall be happy—rich—and 
through me!’ 

‘What is it?’ said the curé. 

‘My dear Monsieur!’ cried La Bougival, taking the 
tail of the Justice’s blue coat, ‘let me embrace you for 
what you say.’ 

‘But explain yourself, said the curé, ‘that we may 
not rejoice vainly.’ 

‘If, in order to be rich, I must give anybody pain,’ 
said Ursule, who had an inkling of a criminal trial, 
‘I~ 

‘But think,’ said the lawyer, interrupting Ursule, ‘of 
the happiness you will give our dear Savinien.’ 

‘ But you are mad !’ said the curé. 

‘No, my dear Curé,’ said Bongrand. ‘Listen. Certi- 
ficates of consols are numbered in as many series as there 
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are letters of the alphabet, and each number bears the 
letter of its series; but certificates to bearer cannot have 
any letter, since they are inscribed in no name. Hence, 
what you here see proves that, on the day when the 
good man placed his money in state securities, he made a 
note of the number of his certificate for fifteen thousand 
francs a year under the letter M—for Minoret ; of the 
numbers of three certificates to bearer; and of that of 
Ursule Mirouét under the letter U, number 23,534, 
which, as you see, immediately follows that of the certi- 
ficate for fifteen thousand francs. This coincidence 
proves that these numbers are those of five certificates 
acquired on the same day, and noted by the old man in 
case of loss. I had advised him to put Ursule’s money 
into certificates to bearer, and he must have invested his 
own money, the money he intended for Ursule, and her 
little property all on the same day. I am now going to 
Dionis to look at the inventory. If the number of the 
certificate he left in his own name is 23,533, letter M, 
we may be certain that he invested through the same 
stockbroker, and on the same day: Firstly, his own 
money in one lump sum; secondly, his savings in three 
sums, in certificates to bearer; and thirdly, his ward’s 
money; the register of transfer will afford irrefutable 
proof. Ah, Minoret the wisehead, I have got you! 
Mum’s the word, my friends !? 

The Justice left the curé, Ursule, and La Bougival 
lost in admiration of the ways by which God brings 
innocence to happy issues. 

‘The finger of God is here!’ cried the Abbé 
Chaperon. 

‘Will they do him any hurt?’ asked Ursule. 

‘Oh, Mademoiselle,’ cried La Bougival, ‘I would give 
the rope to hang him with !’ 

The Justice was by this time at the house where 
Goupil was already the successor designate of Dionis, 
and went into the office with a careless air, 
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°T want a little information,’ said he to Goupil, ‘as to 
the estate of Doctor Minoret.’ 

©‘What is it ?? asked Goupil. 

‘Did the old man leave one or more certificates of 
investment in three per cents. ?” 

‘He left fifteen thousand francs of income in three 
per cents.,” said Goupil, ‘in one certificate. I entered it 
myself.’ 

‘Then just look in the inventory,’ said the 
Justice. 

‘ Goupil took down a box, turned over the contents, 
took out the document: in question, looked through it, 
and read, ‘Item, one certificate—there, read for your- 
self—number 23,533, letter M.’ 

‘Be so kind as to hand over to me an extract of the 
particulars from the inventory before one o’clock. I will 
wait for it.” 

‘What can you want it for?” asked Goupil. 

‘Do you wish to become notary ?’ retorted the Justice, 
looking sternly at the expectant successor to Dionis. 

‘I should think so!’ cried Goupil. ‘Iam sure I have 
eaten dirt enough to earn my title of Maitre. I beg you 
to understand, Monsieur, that the wretched office clerk 
known as Goupil has no connection with AZaitre Jean- 
Sebastien-Marie Goupil, notary at Nemours, and husband 
to Mademoiselle Massin. The two men do not know 
each other; they are not even alike in any particular. 
Do you not see me?’ 

Monsieur Bongrand then remarked Goupil’s dress. 
He wore a white stock, a shirt of dazzling whiteness 
with ruby studs, a red velvet waistcoat, a coat and 
trousers of fine black cloth and Paris make. He had 
neat boots, and his hair, carefully combed and smoothed, 
was elegantly scented. In short, he seemed to have 
been metamorphosed ! 

© You are, in fact, another man,’ said Bongrand. 

‘Morally as well as physically, Monsieur. Wisdom 
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comes with work; and money is the fountain of 
cleansing: 

‘Morally as well as physically?’ said the Justice, 
settling his spectacles. ; 

‘Dear me, Monsieur, is a man with a hundred thousand 
crowns a year everademocrat? Regard meas a respect- 
able man, who has a taste for refinement, and for loving 
his wife,’ he added, as Madame Goupil came in. ‘I am 
so much altered,’ said he, ‘that I think my cousin 
Madame Crémiére quite witty. I have taken her in 
hand; and even her daughter no longer talks about 
pistons. Why, only yesterday, in speaking of Monsieur 
Savinien’s dog, she said he was making a point. Well, 
I did not repeat her blunder, though it is a funny one. 
I at once explained to her the difference between point- 
ing, making a point, and standing at point. So, you see, 
[ am quite another man, and would not allow a client to 
get into a mess.’ 

‘Well, make haste then,’ said Bongrand. ‘Give me 
that copy within an hour, and Goupil, the notary, will 
have done something towards repairing the misdeeds of 
the clerk.’ 

After borrowing from the town doctor his cab and 
horse, the Justice went to fetch the two accusing folios, 
Ursule’s certificate, and the extract from the inventory ; 
armed with these, he drove to Fontainebleau to the public 
prosecutor there. Bongrand easily proved the abstraction 
of the three certificates to be the act of one or another 
of the heirs-at-law, and then demonstrated Minoret’s 
guilt. 

‘It accounts for his conduct,’ said the lawyer. 

Then, as a measure of precaution, he stopped the 
transfer of the three certificates by a minute to the 
treasury, he desired Bongrand to ask what was the 
amount of interest due on the three certificates, and 
ascertain if they had been sold. 

While the Justice went to do all this at Paris, the 
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public prosecutor wrote a polite note to Madame Minoret 
to beg her to come to the assize town. Zélie, anxious 
about her son’s duel, dressed, had her own carriage out, 
and drove post-haste to Fontainebleau. The public 
prosecutor’s scheme was simple but formidable. By 
separating the husband and wife, he felt sure of learning 
the truth as a result of the terrors of the law. Zélie 
found the magistrate in his private room, and was 
absolutely thunderstruck by this unceremonious speech— 

‘Madame, I do not imagine that you are an accom- 
plice in a robbery made at the time of Doctor Minoret’s 
death ; justice is now on the traces, and you will save 
your husband from appearing at the bar by making a full 
confession of all you know about it. The punishment 
that threatens your husband is not, indeed, all you have 
to fear; you must try to save your son from degradation, 
and not cut his throat. In a few minutes it will be too 
late ; the gendarmes are already on horseback, and the 
warrant for Minoret’s apprehension will be sent to 
Nemours.’ 

Zélie fainted. When she came to herself, she confessed 
everything. After proving easily to this woman that 
she was an accomplice, the magistrate told her that, to 
avoid ruining her husband and son, he would proceed 
cautiously. 

©You have had to deal with a man and not with a 
judge,’ said he. ‘There is no charge on the part of the 
victim, nor has the theft been made public; but your 
husband has committed dreadful crimes, Madame, which 
are usually tried before a tribunal less accommodating 
than lam. In the present circumstances of the case you 
will be obliged to remain prisoner.—Oh, in my house, 
and on parole,’ he added, seeing Zélie ready to faint 
again. ‘Remember that my strict duty would be to 
demand a warrant for your imprisonment, and institute 
an inquiry ; however, I am acting at present as the legal 
guardian of Mademoiselle Ursule Mirouét, and in her 
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interests, wisely understood, a compromise will be advis- 
able.’ 

‘Ah!’ said Zélie. 

‘Write as follows to your husband.’ And he dictated 
this letter to Zélie, who wrote it at his desk, with pre- 
posterously bad spelling :— 

‘My Dear,—I am arrested, and I have toldall. Give 
up the certificates left by our uncle to Monsieur de Porten- 
duére by virtue of the will you burned, for Monsieur the 
public prosecutor has stopped them at the Treasury.’ 

‘By this means you will prevent his making denials, 
which would be his ruin,’ said the lawyer, smiling at the 
spelling. ‘We will see about having the restitution 
carried out in a proper manner. My wife will make 
your stay at my house as little unpleasant as possible; I 
advise you to say nothing to any one, and not to show 
your distress.’ 

As soon as his deputy’s mother had confessed, and been 
placed in safety, the magistrate sent for Désiré, told him 
point by point the story of the robbery committed by his 
father, secretly to Ursule’s detriment, evidently to that of 
the co-heirs, and showed him the letter his mother had 
written. Désiré immediately begged to be sent to 
Nemours, to see that his father made restitution. 

‘The whole case is very serious,’ said his chief. ‘The 
will having been destroyed, if the thing becomes known, 
the co-heirs, Massin and Crémiere, your relations, may 
intervene. I have now sufficient evidence against your 
father. I give your mother back to you; this little 
ceremony has sufficiently enlightened her as to her duty. 
In her eyes I shall seem to have yielded to your entreaties 
in releasing her. Go to Nemours with her, and guide 
all these difficulties to a happy issue. Fear nobody. 
Monsieur Bongrand loves Mademoiselle Mirouét too well 
to commit any indiscretion.’ 

Zélie and Désiré set out at once for Nemours. Three 
hours after his deputy’s departure, the public prosecutor 
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received by express messenger the following letter, of 
which the spelling is corrected, not to make an unhappy 
man ridiculous :— 


‘To the Public Prosecutor of the Court of Assizes at 
Fontainebleau. 


‘ MonsiEuR,— 


‘God has not been so merciful to us as you have been, 
and an irreparable misfortune has fallen on us. On 
arriving at the bridge of Nemours, a strap came un- 
fastened. My wife was at the back of the chaise without 
a servant ; the horses smelt the stable. My son, afraid of 
their restiveness, would not let the coachman get down, 
and got out himself to buckle it up. At the moment 
when he turned to get up again by his mother, the 
horses started off; Désiré did not make way quickly 
enough by squeezing back against the parapet, the iron 
step cut his legs; he fell, and the hind wheel went over 
his body. ‘The messenger riding express to Paris to fetch 
the first surgeons will carry you this letter, which my son, 
in the midst of his suffering, desires me to write, to 
express to you our entire submission to your decisions in 
the business which was bringing him home. 

‘T shall be grateful to you till my latest breath, for the 
way in which you have proceeded, and will justify your 
confidence. 

‘Francois Mrvnorer.’ 


This terrible event upset the whole town of Nemours. 
The excited crowd that gathered round Minoret’s gate 
showed Savinien that his revenge had been taken in hand 
by One more powerful than he. The young man went 
at once to Ursule, and the young girl and the curé alike 
felt more horror than surprise. The next day, after the 
first treatment, when the Paris doctors and surgeons had 


256 Ursule Mirouet 


given their advice, which was unanimous as to the 
necessity for amputating both legs, Minoret, pale, de- 
jected, and heartbroken, came, accompanied by the 
curé, to Ursule’s house, where he found Bongrand and 
Savinien. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ said he, ‘I am guilty towards you ; 
but though all the ill I have done cannot be entirely 
repaired, some I can expiate. My wife and I have made 
up our minds to give you, as an absolute possession, our 
estate of le Rouvre if we preserve our son—as well as if 
we have the terrible grief of losing him.’ As he ceased 
speaking, the man melted into tears. 

‘I may assure you, my dear Ursule,’ said the curé, 
‘that you may and ought to accept a part of this gift.’ 

‘Do you forgive us?’ said the colossus humbly, and 
kneeling at the feet of the astonished girl. In a few 
hours the operation is to be performed by the first 
surgeon of the Hétel-Dieu ; but I put no trust in human 
science ; I believe in the omnipotence of God! If you 
forgive me, if you will go and ask God to preserve us our 
son, he will have strength to endure this torment, and we 
shall have the happiness of keeping him, I am sure of it.’ 

‘ Let us all go to the church!’ said Ursule, rising. She 
no sooner was on her feet than she gave a piercing shriek, 
fell back in her chair, and fainted away. When she 
recovered her senses, she saw her friends, with the excep- 
tion of Minoret, who had rushed off to find a doctor, all 
with their eyes fixed on her, anxiously expecting her 
to speak a word. ‘That word filled every heart with 
horror. 

‘I saw my godfather at the door,’ she said. ‘He 
signed to me that there was no hope.’ 

And, in fact, the day after the operation, Désiré died, 
carried off by fever and the revulsion of the humours which 
follows on such operations. Madame Minoret, whose heart 
held no sentiment but that of motherhood, went mad 
after her son’s funeral, and was taken by her husband to 
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the care of Doctor Blanche, where she died in January 
1841. 

Three months after these events, in January 1837, 
Ursule married Savinien, with Madame de Portenduére’s 
consent. Minoret intervened at the signing of the contract 
to settle on Mademoiselle Mirouét, by deed of gift, his estate 
of le Rouvre, and twenty-eight thousand francs a year in 
consols, reserving of all his fortune only his uncle’s house 
and six thousand francs a year. He is become the most 
charitable and pious man in Nemours, churchwarden of 
the parish, and the providence of the unfortunate. 

‘The poor have taken the place of my child,’ he 
says. 

tf you have ever observed by the roadside, in districts 
where the oak is lopped low, some old tree, bleached, and, 
as it would seem, blasted, but still throwing out shoots, 
its sides riven, crying out for the axe, you will have an 
idea of the old postmaster, white-haired, bent, and lean, 
in whom the old folks of the district can trace nothing of 
the happy lout whom we saw watching for his son at the 
beginning of this tale; he no longer takes snuff in 
the same way even; he bears some burden besides his 
body. In short, it is perceptible in everything that the 
hand of God has been heavily laid on that form to make 
it a terrible example. After hating his uncle’s ward 
so bitterly, this old man, like Doctor Minoret himself, 
has so set his affections on Ursule, that he is the self- 
constituted steward of her property at Nemours. 

Monsieur and Madame de porendere spend five 
months of the year in Paris, where they have purchased 
a splendid house in the Faubourg St.-Germain. After 
bestowing her house at Nemours on the Sisters of Charity, 
to be used as a free school, Madame de Portenduére the 
elder went to live at le Rouvre, where La Bougival is 
the head gatekeeper. Cabirolle’s father, formerly the 

uard of the ‘Ducler,’ a man of sixty, has married 
i Bougival, who owns twelve hundred francs a year 
R 
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in consols, besides the comfortable profits of her place. 
Cabirolle’s son is Monsieur de Portenduére’s coachman. 

When, in the Champs-Elysées, you see one of those 
neat little low carriages, known as escargots (or snail- 
shells), drive past, and admire a pretty fair woman leaning 
lightly against a young man, her face surrounded by a 
myriad of curls, like light foliage, and eyes like luminous 
periwinkle flowers, full of love—if you should feel the sting 
of envious wishes, remember that this handsome couple, 
the favourites of God, have paid in advance their tribute 
to the woes of life. These married lovers will probably — 
be the Vicomte de Portenduére and his wife. There are 
not two such couples in Paris. 

‘It is the prettiest happiness I ever saw,’ said the 
Comtesse d’Estorade, not long since. 

So give those happy children your blessing instead of 
envying them, and try to find an Ursule Mirouét—a 
young girl brought up by three old men, and that best of 
mothers—Adversity. _ 

Goupil, who is helpful to everybody, and justly regarded 
as the wittiest man in Nemours, is esteemed by the little 
town; but he is punished in his children, who are 
hideous, rickety, and hydrocephalous. His predecessor, 
Dionis, flourishes in the Chamber of Deputies, of which 
he is one of the greatest ornaments, to the great satisfac- 
tion of the King of the French, who sees Madame Dionis 
at every State ball. Madame Dionis relates to all the 
town of Nemours the particulars of her reception at the 
Tuileries, and the grandeurs of the King’s Court. She 
is Queen at Nemours, by virtue of a King who is- 
certainly popular in that sense. 

Bongrand is President of the Court of Justice at 
Melun, his son on the high road to becoming a very 
respectable public prosecutor. 

Madame Crémiere still says the funniest things in the 
world. She writes tambour tambourg, and says it is 
because her pen splutters. On the eve of her daughter’s 
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marriage, she told her, in concluding her advice to her, 
that a wife ought to be the toiling caterpillar of her 
home, and keep a sphinx’s eye on everything. Indeed, 
Goupil is making a collection of his cousin’s absurd 
blunders, a Crémiériana. 

‘We have had the grief of losing our good Abbé 
Chaperon this winter,’ says the Vicomtesse de Porten- 
duére, who nursed him during his illness. All the district 
attended his funeral. Nemours is fortunate, for this 
saintly man’s successor is the venerable Curé de Saint- 
Lange. 


Paris, Fune-Fuly, 1843. 


Printed by T. and A. ConsTaBLE, Printers to Her Majesty 
at the Edinburgh University Press 
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